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Sumiori-I'Affaires #22 for Jenuary, 1945. The elub mepazine of the Los
Angelcg Scxence Mntasy Society. Published once a month a2t the club-
room, 637 S. Bixel St., Los Angeles 14, Calif. Suvbseription rates do
not eyxst for the meg right now, but we want to exchange with all fan-
mags extont, a fact which has not yot entercd the heeds of some fanmag
pablishers who ve been receiving thls peerless publication each and
cvery month for quite a while., Letters are required occasionally Ifrom
reedors that thoy may thus indicate their deslre to romein on our mail-
ing list which isn't exclusivo but is big. Theso latters arc subjcet
to cxecerption and publishing.

The #25 issuc of this sterling franzine is scheduled to appear in
April. The only thing intercsting about that bit of news is that it
will be the Annish, the 12th consceuntive issue since I took (not with-
out protast) the joh 0f cditor. For some obscurc rcason not yct zppar-
cnt to rme or tho rest of the LAS® drones, I'd like to meke this issue
a little bigror than the usval menthly oncs. Not better---bigeer.

Sarme type of stuff that sppears nerc cvery month, only moro of it.

To gether this metericl I intend to shoot lotters to all the fop
fan writors to get stuff off them, though I hopo they don't neced &
spceial invitation sefter they read this impassi onod plea.

Who knows, maybe somo of the locclites might bc pecrsueded to for-
get their leanings toward the transcendental and descend far cnough to
submit materizl for this April miracle.

Alvo Rogcers hos elready sketched a preliminsry drawing of the

cover, which will be 1lithoed. I wondcr how mony &angels crc reading
this?

This Annish, tho April project of Burbec snd the LASFS, will not
be Lssued without & stupendous strugglo agninst spece and timo £nd lack
of moncy, not to moention leck of interest, laziness, and superstitien,
maybe.
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Special thanks to F. Towncr L.ncy and Elmer Perduo, who, at 4:15
AM. this Toggy morning, arc out getting & cup of coffoc (and two
straws) to givo them & lift so they cen give me & lift with this mag.
Without thelr help, I am sure, this issue would heve becen in the moils
24 hours uf£o.

=--Charlecs Burbee



STATION E-3-C & f

Kow your E-B-CTsy  The tltlp (wh1ch will be standardized in future) stands for

Ego-Boosh1n5 Crud. Our s sponsor. the Searles Fern-iture Co, Y subs1dzary of °eav1ee-
Rosebud.  We fraudcest monthl; on a contratand of 6475 1c101es. And the opifions ex-—

préesed In this coIudin . are not a part of the U,S, mail, being, as we said before, ex-
pressed,

HU%ERLESS RULCR

Stanton Coblent: is not dead. Ve printed that hot rumor twe issues ago, and
then decided to do en unprecedented thing: e wrote the finel suthority himself, to
deternine if he had shuffled off this mortal coil. Wwe present his response verbatim:

Jan. 3, 1945.
Dear Sgt., Ackerman:

You may remember whet Mark Twain said when he received
the report of his own death, that the rumor was "much exaggerated." I will
have to say something similar, also that it seems & little premature -~ many
years so, 1 hope. At the present vwriting, I seem mostly alive, tnough an
attack of the "flu" is making me seem not entirely so. I hope that my
survival won't be o disappointment to anybody, snd do sincerely appreciate
your writing and taking the troubtloc ta find out if. I am still on this
oarthly plane,

Maybe the report of rwry deceass arose from the fact
that I haven't been doing rmch scientifiction of late. “The Nemesis of
the Astropede," accepted by Thrilling Wonder seversl months ago, is my

latest in this ficld, / (@_

Alcoholic beverages abounded at the lNew Year's Party thrown by the editor of
Shengri-L'A Farece. Gang was singing “Ale, Ale the Gang's All fere” when a phone eall
came and a voice said, "Put the Burdb on." (Get it? Pourbon. 0, you do get it¥y
iwhere do you get itr How much?)

RUK, LITTLE CRILIUN

Volece on the eother end of the lire was that of Kol
Brown, slightly mellow, In faet, he was so mellow, that if he had been in a marsh,
he would have been a marshmellow. If' he had been in a marsh, Said el:s “Coms out
to Hollywood, Burbee, and bail Saha out. He's in jeil fer insulting a sweator girl--
Houts thet¥ 0, he tried to pull the wool over hor oyes and get her to imitate a

Sally Rand saled--you know, two pemches with no dressingi"
"Go eway, nie¢," said Bur-

bec, "you're drunk,"

"That's no excuse for calling me a hick," ecomplained Brovm in
an injured toms. "Just for +that, Jut Saha cool his tail in jeril. See il 1 cerec.
Only, you'll be sorry when Forry publishes the scendal in Shargv Iaffs: FAN IN CANI"

—_———

Properly present at the Burbee Year's End Party were: The Van Vogts, the Laneys
and iorojo & Forry, Gate-crashers of the first wee sma hours of '45 ineluded Perdue,
James (Vodke PBoatman) Kepner & Art (On the Waogon--any wegon with liquer on it) 3eha,

Life of the party was, I blush to admit, Yours Truly., "0, Forry," cxelaimed
hostess Isobel, "you'll bhe the dcath of me yet." Don't believe a word of it, I sat
like doath warmed oveér, all evening, thinking Peep Thots. Lwvery time I was on the
verge of pronouncing s great pronunciemento, Burbee would bellow: "Shut up, Acker-
man!“ And I would subside from silence into impenctrable quietude.

At midnito Isa-

s

Z



bel served o serumptious turkey dinner. Grace was said by the Faster of tho Houss,
end 1 ouote his wvery words: "Qlord™ we thank thee for this wise old bird, and for
tae right smert dressing, it being sage.™

A :EW LESTd ON LIFE

after having been disillusioned by the shoddy Slen Shackers, the futile Feudur—
ians of MNew York, and the Eay Area LeFouters, Lt (jg) Earl D leeth found weclcomeirc-
liet in the dignified eculture and impeccable decorum, tho 19th Century gantlemanli-
nesc, of the fangelonas of Shangri-LA. Prior to shipping overseas, he spent 2 or 3
days in the company of the Bixel St Boys, visiting lanoy in his home, z2nd aAckerrman.
At Ackorman's, he made the sacred pilgrirage to the Garage by the derk of tne moon;
and, duc to (cunningly contrivoed) poor nite-lites, four fouty megs were palmed off on
him for thc prepestcrous total of $l6, ¥cl Brown, a former victim, warned him "Look
before you, lLeeth", but Eerl blandly bought the first Astounding and scveral other
items. Ropers, who is reading over my shouldor as I composc, suggests a sabtitic for
this peragraph might readily be: The Golden Flozeing.

MARVELOUS LEETING

The most recent meeting of the LASFS was, all kidding aside, really & swell one.
Prosent wore Director Leney, Secrotary Saha, Treasurer Kepner, Librerien Ackerman,
Honorary kember lorojo, and Elmer Perdue, kel Brown, Alva Rogers, Earl Lecth, Rosco
¥Wright, Jane Gilbert, Sam Russell, Welt Dsugherty, Jack Rhodes & Mieson Himmcl, Dis-
cuscsion Chairman Rogera presented Brovn's suggestion for the evening, a diseussion of
Fantasy in Book Form, wnich topic somehow gat metamorphosized by Perdue irto an in-
quiry into How Complete ilust the Completist Be? 1In other words, what should legiti-
mately be included in sn All-Around Fantasy Colleetion? Tom Swiftst The Oz Fooks?
Utopianovels? lost Civilizations? Tarzans? Occult titlesy  Vhere should the .line
be drawnt The conclusions reached might well make a wortawhile article. I'd write
it mysclf, but I nuver do worthwhilo articles. El, why don't you run up something a-
long this line fer Cemclot Prass! forthcoming scrious fanmag, Phantasque? (umplug),

SOME JANE

She comes from the artists!' ecoleny in Grecnwich Village,..shc knows Dolgev....
does surrcalistic stuff hersclf...and has had her work exhibited along with Pok's,
being a porsensl fricend of Hannes, Shc's Jane Gilbert, shefs attractive, and sho's a
potuntial momber of the LASKS. Shu eamo te our last macting; we hopc she'll be Bok.

ELWURMURINGS

Spgt Ack-Ack: "Y“Yes, the army has certain compensations. For instance, U ean get
all the cigarets U want."

Perdue: "But you don't smoke,"

Ack-ack: "At the Bottle Front, U can get all the booze U want,"

Blmer: "But you daon't drink,"

Acky: "In uniform, U can get all the women U want,"

El: "I say, what do you think of tne current FAPA meilingi"

“"SHE'S ONLY 4 BURB IN A GILDED CAGE"

This line lovingly dedicated to my sele mate, that shoe-shee Burbes, Isobsl--wsh
loves ner 'cu: her feat's sec big.

GOD HELP HIM WHO HELPS HINSELF!

Exserviceran Rogers was touring Fout Macirthur with the piffrgg]l venerable sar-
jint., They had passed thru the camp's proper library already, and Acky had explained
how it was that the shelves were singularly dcveoid of fantasy items. Then they came

“Evidentéy a bird-god of the ancients
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to the small but exclusive 1library for Permanent Party members. "I suppose you've
weuded thru this toor" asked Rogers. Mo, oddly enuf, replied 4e, he had overleoked
this possibility, Wnereat Rodge reached and plucked "0dd Jehn" frem the shelf!
Casting a furtive furt around, Alva hastily pocketed the coveted item, breathing “Ynu
wouldn't turn me¢ in, would you, Forry?" Forry let him asweat it out all the time he
vwas in camp and until he'd passed the guard at the gate, Then he informed him: "U
rnt so wicked, Alva: That was my bk U stole--I put it there-~thanx, U just saved me
trouble of pieking it up, now tnat it's been pretty thorely reed.” And wes Alva‘e
face read¥ After he shamefacsdly handed the boock over to me, he was assailed Yy
doubts as to whether I was kidding him or net; end to this day, he is wnsure. In
fact, I am uncertain at times myself. I lie mwake at nites and brood about it, Life
is so very confusing among the intellectuals that, if I had eny brains. L'm sure I'qd.
shoot them out. As it is, I can only eapgerly await the next Shangri-L'Affaires to
see wnat new nenscnse hatches from this egg-ncggin thay cell the Ackernentality......

INDUCTION 1S 4 PRIVATE AFFAIR

Lives there a fan with soul 80 dead vhe never te himself hath ssid, "hat if I
shouwld be inducted---and stationed at Ft AckArthur$®!" The answer--surprise!--is YES.
Tha fan has been found. Bill Rotsler, our cever artist this 1issue, was taken frem
the ranch in Camarille, Csl., & couple weeka aga, and nrocessed at Mac, It was not
until the day before he shipped that he thot about Asck! Instead of KP he could have
been on tho STF deteil, he could have drawn pix =all week instead of pots; I could
even have fixed it for him +to get a mid-week pass (not ordinarily permitted induic-
tees) so he could have coms to the €Club and met th'! fens. 4is it was, he only got to
talk to Laney on the phone, and meet me briefly before boarding the train fer Deepin”

C’-ﬁf?fwa.cles 'Eo--r /';1:-:.—

"The MIKACLE of the Lily" by Clare Winger Harris - $2
"The Greatzr MIRKACLE" by Homer Eca Flint - $1.925
"MIKACLE in Three Dimensions" by Catherine Moore - 75¢

And if, by some miracle, FFM & FN had continued with the Munsey
reprint policy, you might have read such miraculously tine storys as
the followings VYet---you nced not be denled them! Order now, while
the dwindling supply lasts!

Beyond the Dark Nebula, by HVSchapdlin lallas Harl Vinecent) 5Q0c
Slaves al the Wire, Garret Smith - 7S¢
A Year In a Days Erle Stanley Gardaner - 50c

The DevolufleTsf Homer Eon Flint - $1.50 /‘, =
The Darkness on th Ave., Murray leinster ~ 50c¢ ( \
?;1 of fThe Sllence, Erle Stanley Gardner - 50¢ .
Future Eve, synthetic woman sertal - $3 \
Queen of Llfte, Hamer Eon Flint - $1.50 \HHF#J,

“ﬂi? Brain Blighf, booklzngth - $3

The Shadow Glrl, Ray Cummings - $2,50

The Mefal Emperor (Science & inventlan, 1] Instalments) radle-
ally reduced, atter criticism, from $25. Marked down, tor a |imited
time only, to $24.50. [Pleasz mzntion hanqu-L'Aiialres]

One uvnautographed copy of "Cosmos" - §29.75.

"Heill“ by Lyle Menroz - §I

Oniar tha Braown, MPY (British bk of the 30th Century) - $1.50

"The Centaur®™, Algernon Alackwood -~ $2

"Unihinkable1™ [Enqllsh stt bk} - §2

Address Fan Ack's Annex: 936-1/2 N Nzw Hampshire, Hollywood 4, Cal 14nia
¥the deart of Texas.
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A story I read some time ago in ASI started a train of thought
that has rcsulted in the writing of thisg brief article.

The story was The lLioth by Ross Rocklynne, and the issue was for
July 1939.

The yarn made some mention of tho Lorentz-Pitzgerald theory, and
it is about this well-known theory I will speak for Just about enough
space to satisfy Burbee. This character Burbee is known to go around

looking with calculating cyes at everything iln manuscript form, saying
"Is that for Shangri-L'Affaires?"

Now, it is pretty well egtablished that the ocarth goes around the
sun with a considcrable specd and the son is doing some moving on its
own account. Then, too, there may be a galactic drift of no small
proportions. (Sce Starting Point, ASF Feb 1942). 1If you wero in a
boat which was moving &t an unknown specd through the water you could
determine the specd of the boat's passage by dropping a lead into the
water &nd watching the spreading ripples. 7Thoir center would remain
stationary regardless of the spoed of the boat. So it would seem
simplec cnough to determine just what course and speed thet the earth
is teking in its meanderings, for isn't light a wave motion 2nd isn't
it pronapated through the luminiferous ather?

Michelson and Morley decided this would be easy enough to test,
so they built & gadget of which a diagram is shown.

A is o source of light, O is a8 half-
silvercd mirror, B and C are mirrors
- B cquidistant from O, and D is & small
compurison teluscope. Light from A
is partly refloected at 0, half of it
going to mirror B and half to mirror
€. In the test instrument this dis-
tance was about 12 yards. The mir-
rors thon reflect the beams back to
0, and hulf of each beam is passed
into the small toelesecope D. The
i smount that one lags behind the other
) ———= is dotormined and the whole instru-
A
Fal

e C) ment rotated through 90 dogrees. The
procodure is repoated and the amount
rj of lag compared in cach case. The
turning throogh 90 degreces eliminates
[) eny errors resulting from OB not
quite equaling 0C,.

ol

The experiment was tried and came out zcro. ©Oh well, Rome wesn't
butlt in & day. They triecd again, and again, and yet once aopain. The
apparatus was built morc accurately. Resnlts nepative. Could it be
that all the motions canceled out? Maybe. Try ugain when the esarth
is on the other sidoc of the sun. Stlll nothing. After a good dcel
of exporimenting they cume to the conclusion thaet if the exrth was
moving throogh the ether they couldn't determine it. (Tourn to pg 9)
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Some call me & sum-shoe, dbut I let it pass. I 89, however, oper-
ate the Jhemrock Lrency. No glamorous jessie answers my nhone or tolls
e -.ros_ect thet I'm in conferencc or opens my bills. I run the Apancy
without thet detective writer's frill. 1It's damn lonesome, tos. But
the gray dempish wells oF my cheen office room would be depressing for
some slicl: frall, and besides I can't afford rye for two, let olono
a’ter-hour dinners. =

I had tc gro to Croyford on Saturdey but beeceuse of two bits of
mail I locked up the dump on VWednesday and wont shead 27 schedulce.
Kumber One piece of mail was a "Fanewscard" and & parsgraph seida: "0la
time fan Pat LicGoy returns to asctivity aiter 7 yr abscnco. Low livine
at coastel pucblo of Croyford. Welecme beck, Pat." It wmave his ra-
tress.

umber Two was a third-celass cireculsr from Pat himself. Hec hed
something to se¢ll. It said that due to en accident which hed resulted
in the amputation o7 both arms he was rYorced to sc¢ll his eolleetion of
autopraphed rfantasy end seience-ficticn to holp derrey the cast orf
mcdical eid. It was touching, e pity-gerncring thing. The stouif he
had on offer was cxcerpts from magazines betweon twelve ané twenty
yeare 0ld, each with the muthor's John Hanecock. He must have put cut
g lot of e?Tort and nostarc and bothered n lot of hack writers zetting
such a mess 9f stusf. Anyhow, ncow ho wantced to peddle it, snd, indeed,
it was an imposing array of '"nomes" he had. Clark Ashton Smith, Love-
cratt, kcerritt, Hovard, Wells, Barroarhs. All thoem guys. Encugh to
make & tyro's mouth water.

I've been £ fen since I was a ¥id in knee »nants and the neme o
McGoy was familier cnoupgh to me. But like & lot c¢f others he had
éropped ont as he grew slder. The rame Pot MeGoy, in leter yeers, had
4 Tamilier ring to it too. So> that Yednesday afternoon I went down
end thumbed throegh the morpue at the "Froc Pross" oiffice. My think
tank was plenty refrcshed encnt the MeGoy when I left. t wag Prt
eGoy who was punsel for the Marare-Cillio gambling synédicate. The
clippines sald nothing, thourch, evout his havingz met with any cecideat.

Hell, Oroyford's only seventy-five miles or so up the Coast from
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here so I rradoed the five-forty bus.

He hid &2 suite ut the Benchley. The clerk said he was in so 1
rode thce cxpress to the 20th and catted dewn the hell to his door. It
was closcd but ~the damn fool had forgottcmto lock it. Anyhow, I was
in the room watching intercstedly boforec he saw me. That is, before
thc brond saw me. Sho saw me first. I got a good gander 2t her, too,
Her legs, what I saw of them, were long, very shapely and very vhite.
She hid indigo sloec~cyces and her matehing velvet dress was wadded up
arsund her flet littlc tummy. That'!s all she had on, I'm sure. The
MeGoy was making with tho mush, but in earncst. His slecves had =
couple of good, hcalthy arms in thom. His back was to me and when she
rushod him awezy he misinterpreted the action and cuffed her along the
jaw. He said, "What the hell's the matta, b...."

Then he got the drift.

He turncd. He was Ln his shirt sleeves, sheulder holster un-
bucklcd 1looscly. Vhen he saw moe he went for his rod.

I snid: "If you're Pat MeGoy, put that thing away. This ls &
friendly call. Namec of Boyle." I stuck out my mit. “I'm a fan ond I
thought 1I'd drop over and sce what you had for szle. The linc-up
sounded good."

Hig cyes pot plecasant and he clasped my hand. He said: "Sure,
surc, I romember yon. You used to writec 2 column in Astrovox. Sure,
sure, but yon've changed a 1ot from them carly pix. Christ, I thought
7ou was a shemus at first. You look like one; no offcnsc." He grim-
acod in an effort to be cordiel.

I relecased his paw and o&s he droew 1t back his brown cyes ¢louded
and his craggy face crimsoncd from his eollar up. -1 thought I was
golng to have to bat him one, but he swallowed his ombarressment. He
shropgred his heevy shoulders. "Just & gog, just a geg. CoOme on, and
I'11 show you thce stuff." He lzughed down in his chest and motloned
with his hcad to follow as he took off towerd © doorway u2eross the
room. I let the 2rm desl pass.

Tho indipos deme gave me o breathtaking leer. She was teking her
time nrrevnging horsclf. Yhen she hed it smocthed out the velvet fit
her like & skin.

The room was a2 bedroom, nieccly furnished but untidy as hell.
Piles of mepazines littcred the placo. The corner to whieh he led me
hed a scmbloenee of neatnoss ond whot ho hzd piled here and thero wes
erisserosscd and labeled "HPL" or "Two-Gun" or whatever the piles
happenced %9 be.

There must heve becen a hundred itoms or moro in cach. He motioncd
with hiao hcad, saying: "This is the stuff. Personally autographed by
the nuthor--five skins per, and that's plenty chcap in thesc times.™
He pleked onc at random off the Lovecraft staek. 1 ecasily rceognized
the minuto scrawl of Harard Phillips. The yorn wes "The Rats in the
Walls" from o pre-1930 Yeird Tales. I put it back and scenncd through
the sthers within rcach. MeGoy watched my facc, his own impessive. He
wag o heavy-sot little pee oand his shoulder museles soecmed to be
bunched whatever his stance. The forty-five he packed looked pleaty
epgressive.

"RBrother, these are plenty swoet,"™ I said and gevoe him whet I
hopcd was an cavious smirk, I didn't went to buy as I was not ot the
time adding to my own calleection. It was pood cnough--cost me plenty
of rocks, too0.

I thumbcd through the Bob Howard pile and pulled one out at ren-
dom. There was his fino-lincd, grcen-inkod John Henry. Title of tho
yarn was "Almuric" cxtracted from Welrd Tales for May 1939, vory ncat-
ly bound by & professional binder. Then somcthing clicked in my nog-
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in: that this smelled. I had it! “Two-Gun" Bob hod cashed his chips
im Junc 1lth in 1936. So how the hell could he have sutographcd this
desl? I did a good job 8F econtrolling my fece as I triod to put it
WLEtL the sthers. My brein chueled ony idees that tho hendwriting hed
sorans rrom the spirit world. The MeGoy shouldn't have tried it.
1cell, emny starry-cycd punk would know the facts. It was a cineh the
whole works was likao this onc.

Just thon Velvet Dross eemc saunteriag into the rosm. She must
heve gotten loncly. She geve us e condescending appraisal, cspeeinlly
ne. She said in a husky volee, "Come on, you frcaks, and I'll buy e
drink."

"We elnt thirsty," HeGoy resped. I was, and hunpry too, but not
for prub. "We're aoin' business," he finished, & noste of dismissal
co2lrring his vaicc.

VYelvet Dress turncd archily @znd headed back tavard the door. I
watched her swineg. It was neat. WVhere the hell weg o jig band to go
with L1t? Then shc suddenly had a change of mind. She turned and
crosscd toward another 429r spporsite--cvidently lecding into 2 bath or
andther bedroom.

McGoy didn't soem to like this, He prowled, "Whcre the hell you
eoin'?"  The eraps in his foce jumped 29 thoush made of nuscle.

"After some ciparcttes, small fry," she scid eoolly.

"Here's some." He flung & pack ot her. "aAnd stay to hell awey
from that dosor."

But he was t20 1lote with tho lip. She had the door wide 9pen,
irnoring the faps on the floor &t her fcot., It was wnothar bedroom
and I conldn't help scoing what was just across the sill. Morce stacks
of megazincs and a funny littlo table that looked like a bedside smok-
ing stand only this perticular article had a glass t£5p and 2 light
cerd running from it to & plup-in in the wall. All this I took in at
¢ quick glance as the tablecau 9of NeGoy and Velvet Dress held for &
short brcath. Whose, I'll neover figurc out.

He soid: "Shut that door.”

Shc appcarcd To 1gnorc him but her blue cyes kindled & new kind
5f flemo.

lieGoy made e vcry fast shuffle toward tho damc and swang & heevy
mit at hcr, his pan clouding up with pounding blood. Ho laogked brutel.
He didn't et to slues her bececaunse just then I swangs the barrcl of my
thirty-cipght ncross hisg temple from behiné and thet ended that. Ho
fell likce & safc full 2f leond nickols.

She pazcd apnrovingly at my handiwosrk, exhaling slowly. The late
aternoon sun from the window touched her hair just right. Its ¢olor-
ing rcmindod m¢ 2f a new automatic.

She szid: "We bettor tic mutt-face up. He mipght be troublosome.”

We Aid, with o gag 2nd =211 the extras.

I soid: "Now what'll we do with him?"

"Nothing now., Later we'll dump him in the Bay--if you prefer.”

I allovicd it wag o good lLdea.

She went on, looking down at hlm, "Ho was hard to take. Hoad too
big for the pcenut brein. The stezdy dict of his cgotlism end brigan-
dry was wearing on mo." Shg hesitated, thon went osn quictly with hor
eyecs boring into mino: “I'm a great ono for tho natursl and more
simple things of lifo."

Mec tod, I thought.

I went on through the dosor sho had cpencd and sizecd up the room.
1t was nice, likc the sthers. Littered to the rofters, though. The
only placc stuff wasn't staeckod was in the fireplace. Thet hed been
sparcd.
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It ves cesy t2 fipure how the glass-topped smokine stend with the
li;*ht cord fit in. T mervelced at tho punk's pguts. Scverel bottles of
dlffcrent edlorcd laks and variosus sized pens were on n ncardy sholf,
Just then Velvet Dress put her hand cently but persuasively on my arnm.
She sclia, cs she steered me toward ¢ dlven neer the fireplasce: "I'll
buy that driniz n>w. You carncd it."

I firured 1'd exrned more than 2 drinXx, dut hell, I'm n2 hoor.

I scid, "Surce and maybe you'll tell decur o1d Boylo all about this
little dodre."

She fizxed me a rjye-in-the-diteh and we 1it eciporettes.

I liked being around this demc. She wes all rcet. Yo parked on
the divan, her lonm leg touching mince, but in a polito way, of course.
It hed 2 personality; I could fecl it. The eo21 way hcer voico husked
into my hoar was swell music suppestlve or & Berigen trumpet.

She scid: "You can sco the sct-up. To start with he had cbout
five or six original picces hc'd collected while in the hoet of fen-
niny, ho told me. All he dues nuw Is crulse the 91ld mopazine stores,
rip out the yeorns he thinks he can peddle, hold them over that glass
with the light uanderneath and trace the signature from the original
under it. He's got all the pens and inks to match---even though they
don't have & faded look he gets by. It's a damn dirty stunt."

I didn't answer for a moment. Then I said, "Guress 1'll burn the
whole works." While I was building a nice little blaze in the fire-
place T could hear MeGoy's feeble thumping through tho open door. The
dame got up and closed it. With the arson act well under way I parked
comfortably on the divan again. Ve didn't say much, just watched the
flame lick away LicGoy's artlessness.

Then somebody in the apartment across the court-shaft turned on
the radio and & dixie combo started kicking out "Four Or PFive Times."
Velvet Dress laid her head on my shoulder where I could find her lips
and her breath was warm and fragrunt on my neck. I found them.

1 was glad I'd come to Croyford on Vednesday instead of Saturday,
four days shead of schedulc.
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0f course the earth might be carrying & pocket of ether along
with it. But then there would be a wurping of light reaching thc
earth. Theore was no detoctable warping.

Tho scicatists wiegged thoir heads. Thoy were still wagglng them
when lorontz and Fitzgerald independently arrived at a solution which
vas proved to be methematicelly carrcet. They stated that an object
which wes moving shrank along the line of movomcent. This shrinkage
wasg shown mathcmatically to bu just onough to ncegete tha lichclson-
Morlcy experiment. This would causc ro visible distortion boceuse all
measuring rods would shrink, too, as would the obscrver.

This shrinkage is proportional to the vcloeity of the objeect, end
at the specd of light, Lf Lorcntz snd Fitzgercld are right, an objecet
would have ano length. Thot 1s, It would become a planc surface, with
lcngth and breadth but no thickness.

You try to visualizc thigs---1 ean do it quite well; but then, I
hed to trein mysclf to do it. -
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FUTURISM FOR ME tqury BlSnet

rembles on long enough

Dear Charlcs-- Receelved Shangri-L'Affairs #20. FPor once I must com-
ploment you for a really cezellent cover. Of course I don't go for the
subject matter too mauch, {(whatuver it was)) but the mimeolng is rcal-
ly effective.

Now t¢ decimate the contonts of the mag itsclf: PFirst is the
cgo-boosting dopartment--otherwise called "editorizl" by more modcst
souls-~I'm glad yon decided the way youn did regerding the price of the
mag. You might lose somc subseribers if you charged thom hard-earned
cash for it.

"A Vircath of Skunk Cabbage for the HFFF.™ Hmmm, and again Hmmm--
Though not a mombcr of the N&FFF, I thought the booklet wos pretty good.
If the booklet is weak or foulty LIn places, I belicve that the fault
is with fandom, and not particularly the Welcom Bklt, or tho Nffr., Mr.
Lancy says thot the booklet does not meantion that fans are fans of Stf
and fantesy. But arc we?? I think not. kost fcns ore foins of fandom
cend that's all. Take a look &t any fanzine for cxamplo. How many of
eny of thom have nnything about sclcnce, sclence-fiction or fantasy in
them. As for s the fantasy Ton gocs there Is the noteable cxample of
Mr Lancy's own ACOLYTE. Howecv:r, thcere is still really no sclencoe-
fiction fanzine. Mr. Lancy eritizes the booklct for saying that “'hn-
dom is 2 gtate of mind' and a fow other vaguc things" Vell, what clse
is it?? I think thz=t the Weleom booklet paints & true picture of fan-
dom--t20 true. I have just onc cqucstion concerning this crticle.

What is this "stefnate" that Leney {(Don't you mean Mr. Leney?)) is
raving shout in thig erticlef??

In conclusion, I cun suy that at lczst you print interesting,
thought-preovoking articles in your mag, and not the silly wish-wash
thet is Lo most of 'em nowadays.

Ackerman's bit about the inhabitunts of the LA booby-hetch was
very cnlightening. Especi.lly that blt about the rudio ficend.

The lotter scetion, ch yes the letter section. You know, you
rcally should put a hecuding on this scetion to let the rewders know
what they are in for. I was holf-way through Watson's grucsome gab
bofore I realized thet I was in the odoriferous section of the mag.
But, secriously, tho, the scetion was pretty good this time.

The worst letter was Weinsteins, and the best wos George Mols-
vary's. That fellow Malsbary rcally has got the right idea. 1 agree
with him about futurists and escapists. Faturism for mo, any day:--
thet's another recason thet I don't care for fantasy fiction.

Vigll, I guess I've rambled on cnough now.

s - - -t J. M. Stadter Jr is not
THE LESS SAID too plessed with this sterling fmez
Doar Burbee--Or have you rcsigned? I've gotten & couple issues of

your rag so hero's my letter.
The less said of your eovers tho bettor, but somotimeos the stuff
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ingidc mances rcading worthwhile. Belive it or net the words by you
wrn't so band.

Will try to restrein my great gift for humor to give you an opin-
ien of tho mag., PF.T.L's little article on tho NFRFF makes mc swoon
with joy. Huch more of the samc soon, 1 hopu.

Elsner tecls me he hes &2 letter to you eoming up on the subject.
One of the fow reasons I have for wanting to koep reading it.

Your letter-haeclks, whose average age scoms8 to be fourteen could,
I think, completely cxpress their opinions without swear words cnd the
like. Do grow up children.

At this time I can not think of anything olsoe nasty to say ocbout
you, your mag, which rcally isn't bad, or your receadors.

Kiss your beautiful blonde secretury for me

f e

Jessia Welker thinks

!

Te Gl €4 we need 'em
Dear Ed:~ If he be Burbeec-- ({he be)) -- if not, to Shangri-L.A. in
general.

I was much surprisod to receive Ne. 20 as I was sure my n:me h~d
been thrown in the nsh cun lons since. Your telepathic communications
system cen't be hitting on all 4 or else no one hos tuned in on nmy
wave longth. 1 heve thouzht of you often enough.

Szme 014 alibi =8 beforc -- too much war work -- too many over-
sces leotters to write - ete. HNow if I were oaly the Dioanne Quints I
could divide my hobbies and maybe kecp up to doto.

If you still want Shancsri-L'Affeires No's 14, 15, & 16, I'd be
7124 to scnd them to you. ((Heng onto them, Jessie, they'll be worth
$32.50 each in six years)) I om not o collector in the truc sense of
the word. Usually I swap or pcss the me;s on to some other fan. Ve
uscd to send them overscas until mags were benngd due to loek of ship-
ring spocce.

I enjoy getting Shongri-L*Affaires. It malkes the elub members
soem more conercete than just casu~l referonces in letters. I don't
expeet to moet any of tho fons in person so the megs form my only con-
toet.

Burbec {{this is the part I like)) has done & good job of editing.
If ht has finishcd his gquote with this issue I hope his successor
kaeps up the good work. Even the furmers find rotction o good policy.
There is always 2 tendency to let the willing horses do the work, but
all eco-oporative societies belicve in malrlng each member take each job
in turn. {((That's what I kocp tolling them down at the officel!)) You
never can tall what talent will be uncovered.

Wheore is the femalc of the species??? Except for Morojo and one
or two others the club scems to be nredeninetcly male. There used to
bo quite & number of reminine faces Ln the fan covers on Vom.

2.5. f you really want some funny music, bore & second hole
about 1 in off centre. The record swoops &8s it goes around and you
get some real Hallowe'en musie.

HICT A EOOTER i Pfe Paul Spencer docsn't
= s ' oE PRSIV L neglect 2 subject

Dear Chas: After being kicked from AP0 to AFPO for a couple of months
S-L'A #19 finally got here and hcre are my reactions.

Cover: Not too good, probebly beccuse of the reproduction rather
than any faplt of the original drawing. Actually, the flgures are
well done, but the technique seems rather cruwdc. Best thing is the
inclusion of Werth's dcfecrential tF}ying cars, if it's O0X."
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Editoerinl: mildly amusing. A pretty good job of teking a whole
prge to suy nothing (that's intended as & compliment ).
"Double 3paced on Onc Side" is £ll ripht. Its thesis seems very ;29 .-
Ible, though I think--judging from the stories I've read in jit--vh.ot
Planct gets lefters by the lure of the originals rather than bocnuse
The mig itself inspires comments. As, in fact, Ebey sugzests. I do
lons for Hornig - and Tremaine- type letter eolumns;: my, yes. I iike
PRgvs, though.

"8hottle Bop News" is good; I agrce with EZlsnor that it won’d mave
a good regular - department. The line-ups supplied by Derleth are in-
teresting. Like VWarner, I find them disappointing, dbut &s I said in
commenting on #20, you can’t bleme Derleth for publishing his own stuff,
and the greeter pert of his output has been mediocre. Bloch, on the
other hand, while not an important writer, has donc some very good stor-
fes, and somec of them are includod in "The Opcner of the Way", though a
better selcetion conld have becn made. (I mias "In the Fene of the
Phuraohs" and an excellent Loveeraft imitation about some loathsome
Thing in somcbody's collar.) Arkham House's policies are, en the wvhole,
full of flaws, chief being the favoring of a cirele of writers who Scem
to bc closcly assoecisted--BYL, Derloth, Bloch, Smith, Wandrei, Long.
Still, I cannot praise too highly the services A.H. has rendered fandom
and the general cause of fantaay fietion, and the evon greater oncs
plinned for the future. I recceived & letter from Derleth last month
conteining a good deal of informetion, but it's o0ld e£s the hills now.
The only thing in it that might just conceivably be news is the partinsl
linc-up of authors for "Who Knoeks?': Quinn, Bradbury, Lovcerarft,
Blackwoed, Coppard, Machen, Edward Lucas Vhite, Mary E. Wilkins- freemon,
gveril Vorrell. Oh--and the first stf colleection will be by either
Heinlein or Campbell.

"The Mneyclopedia is a success": indecd.

"Praneis T. Lancy--Enigma of Shengri-LA" scems  like 2 most mad-
dening individdle. I loathe swing musice; I a2lso regard without edmire-
tion the practice of getting drunk. On these points FTL and I will
doubtloss never agree {which no doubt will just rain the rost of Lancy's
lifo.) On the other hand, while I myself am hog-tied by inhibltions,

I eprecoa with the Laniac that fandom should not be ono's 211, that one
should hove sthar hobbiecs :nd recreutions and that, subjeet to good
taste, the two sexes were intended to canjoy cach other's company. I
also egrec that fondom should be primerily eoncerncd with fantasy fict-
ion, not with personelities. And I sympathize with that lsugh of his.
My own is & treacherous, changeable thing, but most freouently a sort
of rusty hinge-sgueak. HNeverthcless I laugh like Loaney, inside. 1 re-
call with fondness zn cvening =t Slan Shack when Al, Walt, Abby, Thelme
and 1 sot about the kitehen table telling jokes, malnly off-eolor (I
don't believe I contributecd much, to be honest). I was in onc of my
silly moods, and got morce w.nd morc hysterical, driving them one by one
off to bed. Al stuek it oot longest, and before he'd finishcd describ-
ing a cartoon film he'd secn, about some chipmunks cracking nuts with a
cannon, I was rolling helpless and csut of breath on thue living-room
floor. Whet that hes to do with Laney I™m not surc. (Just ineidental-
ly, the article is well written.)

Letter scetion interosting as always. Does ¢ Beldwin =ctually
mean hc knows nothing about the yarn "Bleck fMlamc" cxcept the title? Or
arec woe thinking °f two different flames?

"Slobber" is interesting, amusing, etec. Gnd, I'd like to lock the
LASFS up with a psychiatrist ({a suitably armcd onc)). A lakh of rup-
ces he'd come out stark mad.

Oh, to pot boek to the article on Luney, I find fricend Merlin re-
ferring to 2 recordinzg of "Les Preludes" by Mcngelberg and “the New Am-
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stoerd@am crehestra." 044, I was under the impression they changed the
nome of New Amsterd:m to New York, some yeers ago, (I heve that ro-
cording; tho orchostre ln auostion is actually the Amsterdam Concert-
gebouw Orchestra -~ I don't blame Brown for wanting to avolid or attempt
at spelling that.)

Woll----till #21! ((Aftor which came something in Dsperanto,
whieh probably meent “Hapny New Year"))

e B s Tt e . RN 7F r~y Pyt Georgo Lloyd
-;‘{'-:"-_ﬁkff_f/_.z,/_.-’!{" - '.\ / Zocs8 in eircles
g ==
L 4 .

Dear Mr Burbee, Burb or---, My deley in answering your letter of 12
Oatoper is dOlerﬂb]c, but due to a chinge of assipnment, 1've been
going In circlos trying to pcect straizht with the Army and "The CGne"
(and only%?)

I received two issne of Shangri-L'Affaires, and it's all I thought
it would be. Thesce voajizue gtatemcents faselnate nme.

For my money, tho twas boest features arce the Book reviews and the
illustration for thit Sceti-n~--Petty had better weteh onut. The snake
£dds something to it--but what--Lilith?

A11 in all {(say, this guy is talkliy about Chuntlclccr ---haw ho
ever g£ot this high-class map mixed with Licbscher™s ILEEIC I1tem....))

. -~ e . v wy = HMilty managos to got
'f:\Ex I L-Ui_i_ M SAFN T in a fow sentcnces

Dear Ed: S99 yon threaten to cut me off if I don't write a letter,
You'll be sorry. The lagt issve got ta me when I was golng insane in
the cepacity >f Company Clerk et Co. H, and I hed no time to writo to
people. Now, in Co. D, things arc oven nore serewy, but I have more
time to write. dor & week I don't 4o & damn thing. Thea I do all
sorts of things for a rew days. Then nothing agecin.

Seturday I was a school teacher. Sunday I wos a chapel organist.
KHonday I eleencd the latrine. Tuesday I climbed tolephone poles, with
nathing vetween me and destruction but a little spiko strepped t2 my
ankles. Today I operated & telephone switechboard beside a campflire,
eating C-retions. Tonight I'm corporal of the guard. God knows what
I1'11 do tomorrow, and it's my birthday, too. FHriday rumor says I'1ll
be on a train, but troop movoments arc military secrcts.

Becoming & regular fiold soldier, I em.

Gad, but Lancy flatters mec in saying 1 "show & considercble know-
ledre of prepering intriguing edvertlsing copy." The word "knowledge”
implics & ccrtein past study of sdvertising technique, to which I make
no cleim. Whon I wrote that piece for the booklet 1 was going purely
by instinet, helped a2long by o certain good humor given to me by Vielt
Licbscher's Chanticlocr ((that mag egain)) which had just cono to me
in the hospitel. It cave me a terrific kick just to have somcthing
likc that to do =ftcr a fortaipht of borcdom.

Even though I helped with the booklot, I 4o mgrcec with Laney in
his main points. When L1t comeg timo t£0 put out & sccond edition wo
should pey hecd. M:ybe Lluncy could be ecditor.

Tonight I saw tho writcup of Clifton's Cafcteria in Lifc Mag, cnd
it brought me right back to the months I spent in LA. Them was the
dayg. Every timec I move I think back to the last pleco and say them
was thce days. Guestion of the moment is--from where will I look back
to where on my next birthday?

And with that thought I leave you, no doubt sorry that you ever
mentioncd writing letters. d

/
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