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Shangri-L'Affalires #30 or kay 1946. The official club publication
of the los Angeles Science funtasy Society, with headquarters located
out of the high-rent distirict at 637% South Bixel Street, Los Angeles
14, California. DBeginning with the next issue, this magazine will
charge subsceription rates. 10c per single copy, $/25¢, 7/50c. Pub-
lished 7 times a year, eppearing, therefcre, every 7—5/7 weeks,

Might sell ads, Loo, provided youn are willing to pay a dollar a page,
ané fractions of dollars for equivalent fractions of pages. Wilil
trade with all other fanzines, inecluding Maxin-96  Make all deals
with the edit o, Charles Burbee, 1057 South Normandie .ve., Los An-
geles 6, California.

We're selling what we used to glve away. We used to pass it
around free to anyhody who wanted it hut now we're selling it...this
magazine, I mean,

Things seem financially ¢clooey around here. Rough. In spite
of inflation (o5r mayhe because of it) nobody seems to heve any moaey
to expend on the little necessities of life such as Shangri-l'Affaires
the Prime Manzine.  So the mag hes gone on a subscription basis, as
you have already noted. Rates ag above,

Now that you are expected to pay for this ego boosting crud, I
have zot to be a little more honest, perhaps, about my predictions
for future issues. At least, I am goinz to be. ‘I think I am. At

any -rate 1 have on hand at this moment (it sure is hard to type with
fingers crossed) enough material to £ill two magazines bigger than
this one,.. It goes without saying that next issue will contain some
really fantastic stuff, a lot of it.

fMirst off, there ig The Mad Dream of Herbert George Percue, a
continuation of the Arcam seriegs that starfed this 1ssue. THLIS is
a8 psychological iantasy you should not-miss at any cost. You must
read it, though I hope you &0 -not g£o so far as to steal a . copy of
this magazine, especially when you can subscirihe at such amazingly
low rates. Then, Paul Spencer, who stirred up Arkham house before
anybody else ¢1é, has done the semantic thriller Worlé o V. I
gained tweaty pounds after reacing that one, Dy following the rules
laid down. Also, Laney (# Towner lLaney) will be represented with
Fanzine Critique, a strictly stezZnistic item like tl1e one he ¢did
for me in Augnst 1944. Don Brattoa, he 0% the null-A [antasy Cata-
log, will tell more about the cata)og. I forget the name of the
article, even though I reaé it only yestercay. Of course our staff
writers will be on the job: Ackerman will é5 his Station E3C as
usual, though I might stencil another name on it the way I did this
time. Tigrina will condense the clubd minutes. Andy Anderson might
d0 some more of his column or department, provided reader reaction
is satisfactory. He doesn't care.-what you say, Just so you reaect.
And of course, the poll results will appear. a4an¢ 1 will ¢o an
editorial to explain it all away.

Issue after next, the Paclficon will be reported by Ackerman
and one other {or endless peges.

Right about herc 1 was moing to say something adout Daugherty
and how he seemingly refuscs to do me any pudblicity for the Pacifi-
con, but that wouléd causec all kints of strife, maybe,

~~~Char les Burhee



TEMPUS PERPLEXIT Aigipner

"It's nuts !* I cried. "I{'s impossible ™

Timothy A. Addison just stared at the zleaming wass of wecihanism
before him, and rubbsd ais leg.

"It's utterly absurd," I said, trying to drive tiarouza his natu-
ral studborness. -

"S5o's this rhewiatism, or whatever it is, " snorted Tixz, He flex~
ed nis 13y gingerly, then went back to rubbing it.

Walking over to the window, I waved wmy arm in-a gesture to indi-
cace tae expanse of Tactory vuildings responsivle for Tiw Addison's
v6in, several times a willionaire.

"Don't tell me," I said, tryving hard to oe sarcastic, "tae in-
-come tax nae left you too poor to aifora a doctor !V

"0K, OK," he said with an aunoyed grimace. "So I saould see a
‘doctor, and zo on & diet, and take more vitauins---only I's not go-
ing to." He got wp end walked painfully over to the umacaine., "l've
perfeciosd this time machine, and naturally intend to try it out. Al-
so, 1 know perfectly well what caused this attack of raeumatlsm., So
I'w goinz to kill two birds wita one stone."

"One bird," I corrected. "Count me out."

Tiw ignored me. MExactly two weeks ay o I went to sleep with the
window open. It turned cold during tine nignt. Furthermors tae co-
vers got kicksd partlyv off of we., Result, I zot a bad caill. VYNow
I've ot this rheumatism. So.l'w going Lack and correct that."”

"But listen, Tim, it's dangerous. Ty out the machine, sure. Go
back fifty, & hundred vears. But to 0 bac. into your own lmmediate
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", . . . JJjust what I intend to do," he finished for me, olimb-
ing stiffly into the seat at the machine's controls.

"I wi_at even Lo along with you," I offered, "if you zo vack far
enouzl; buv the very thou ht of meeting youreelf _ivees me the willies.'

"Two weeks, " uuttered Tiw determinedly.

"Then you'll go without me, " I sald, cilwoing into the otler seat.

Tinm adjusted a couple of dials, flipped a to_._le, arnd started
- puiling a lever toward nilw very slowly. A low auumming commenced,
Thers weren't any curiously twisted Quartz rods like you read about.
I'o mecianical avortions that etrained ycur eyes and tried to warp
your vision into unnatural angles. Simply ordinary dials and swit-
ches, and a few ratioer ususual vaccuus tuves., Sowething like an un-
ortaoGox radio set.

"I hope you realise," I persisted, "that notaing this paradoxical
ia goinz to work."

Tiu said nothing., He just kept right on pulling Dack slowly on
that lever. Pretiy soon a little red 1light started dlinking. He
reached ¢ut and fli_.ped another toggle. The indicator nand of a
wmeter tiaat reed millamperes cace to life, and started woving jerkily
to the right. :

"Dout forget," I tried hopefully, "we're yoing vack 10C yeauws.®

Tiu woved sowetling else, but I dida't catchh just what it was
becauss right then I commenced getting ziady. The feeling zrew worse,
then vsered to a fellin, sensation~--falling in «ll directions at
once. I let out th= besginning of a vely), but suddenly the feeling
left, anca I was aware orly of a slight darkening of vision and an
ethereal sert of roaring, sound in my ears.



I watched the machine. A second hand was epinning madly ccunter-
cockwise. The minute hand was moving right alono too, and the hour
hand clicked them off methodically.

"Hedn't you better speed it up a littlel" I suggested. "It'll
take a long time to make a hundred years at this rate."™ But Tim made
like ne aidn't hear me.

In a 1ittle while one of those hands pointed to twelve days. Then
thairteen A=ya3. Soon Tim's hand reached out and switched the machine
off. I felt a momentary lurching, sliding motion--then svsrything
seened norwual.

We sat and looked at each other. Tim said, "Well?" I saruggzed.
After all, we had arrived, and in one plece.

"Well, let's 2o, " said Tim, "We'll jump in tae car, drive out to
the house, fix things, and ©e back here before you rnow it.®

It wes dark cuisids naturally, althouzh it didn't seem like it
should be vet. And Trnoye was no car.

Tim snapped his Fiqarssts: s H0f couxse," ne muttered, ‘Ycar's home
in the garazz and 1'n i 2éu asless

Ve walked a couple of D;uCLS Jda hailed a taxi. I slumped down
in the seat and shut wy eyes. It had just occured to me thatv I
couldn't remonoer what I'd been doing that nizht two weeks azo; I
mizht have Dsen sut deing the town. and I had no intention of catch-
ing any glimpsse of wys=li as we <dveve along.

The cal slic $o 2 waii, andswe ‘climped cut. in front of Tim's
house. He slinped tae drilver a Dk, told him 19 wait, and we headed
for the iront door. I starved worrying about tha*% buck. Doubtless
it had existed two weeks agu. That meant there were now two of then
at this partigular olme—~tro oills with the saze serial number; two
bills thet were ideuntical except for wear, Thers vas sowethaing
crooked avcoutv 1it.

"Quiet now, " Tim nhissed. Even he w@s'oer:nn1ac to feel.a llttle
strain at the prospect of seeing himself in bed asleep.

He unlocked the dcer, and we stepped into the living room, softly
closing the door behind us. '

"Better leave the lizhte off," I whispered. I couldn't Juite
shake off a fesliny of being a housebreaker.

Tim preceded me as we groped our way toward the bedroom door.
Suddenly I heard muttered curses, and saw Tiau's feet fly into the
air, I heard son2thing rolling across the floor, and cauznt a vague
glimpse of some cobject flying ‘nrouoh the air %o aliziht on The other
side of the room with a dull thud.

Neither of us moved for a few minutes, listening for scunds ifroum
the direction of the bedroom. Then Tim crawled to ais fezt and 1dmp-
ed over to ths other side of the room to retrieve what I'd heard
alight ovexr there. I tiptoed over to join him.

"Wnat the devil h. penedl" I asked under wy dreath.

"Stepred on sometiing." He was trying to get a shoe back on, and
I surmised what had mads the. taud. "Damn shoelace is busted, "he
whispered.

Finally he gave up, anG we headed again for the bedrooa door, the
shoe witih the broksn lace naking a faint sl up, slup. Ogoening the
door we could hear the regular deep breathing of the figure on the
ped. The curtains were Dillowing slightly at the open window, and
Tia eased over to it., I could dimly see nim straining to lower it.
It ssemed to be stucl, and the way he was wuttering avout it mwade me
glance worriedly toward the bed.

The vwindow zave way suddenly. Tim partly caught it, out the
noise sounded terrific in the stillness of the rocu. The fizure on



trhe bed stirred uneasily, taen turned over, draz.ing tae covers all
awry. We votvh poised wotionless until the regular vreathing resuued.

I didn't like theis whole business, and was zeiting wore and nore
panicky avout it. I watched Tim lean over the .bed and gently arrange
the covers. He lingered longer taan necsssary, studying the face of
tle sleeper. I wanted urgently to grao him Dy the arm and hurry him
up, but I wasn't goiny to o any closer to that other Tim, Pretty
sxon he .streigintened up, tiptoed over to "tae closet and disappeared
drasdan ’

"Wow whatt" I thought.

iten ne wes out acain, and stufiing somethin. into ais pocked.
Wissswsn held besn Wp to, I krew I didn'st akprove, but I was having
Trausla enoubn restraining myself from breaking into headlonz flight
to z2ive it musu thought.

Ve get out without further incident, and the cad was still walt-
ing. 45 we c¢limped in and started away, I sihould unave jiven a sigh
of xelief, Tutv someliow: I didn't. feel relieved, Sowethiry still was
wrong ancut thais. Heavy, heavy was still ..anging over our heads, I.
looked &t Tim., He was uhreudlng a new saoelace into his saoe.

"Whzre'dja get that?" I asked.

uOLIO 1o 1t " he replied.

I vemembered his trip into the closet, and zrocned. Tim seeumed
determined to do everytaing he shouldn't de was chuckling softly at
me, but I noticed-an odd tioughtful look ir. ‘nis eyes as we “neared the
t ize machine.

Waen we arrived I aurried cn inside, wnlle Tim llnbered to pay
the fare. I was already seated in tac machine .vaen he Zot there, and
dropied into ths other seat.

"S2s now, " he sald, a little too cneer¢ullm,.“evcrything‘s gone
off without & hitch." '

"Never mind that. Let's just get going.™

Tim went throuzh the same routine as waen we left, except that he
pusacd on tae lever instead of pulling it.  Came the same huuming,
then the familiar giddiness, Tollowed by that weird falling scnsation.

"laybe everythind's..." I startcd to say when suddenly there was
an awful jerk. The next thiing I knew was taat I e skidding along
on uy gluteus maximus ovel osore. unvellievadbly rouga cinders.

I. 2us% have sat there dazed for sevsral ainutes. Finally I pulled
. myself together and zot up, feeling around to discover what was broken,

Tin was s8till sitting where ne 1iv, several yards away. ie was
gently wassa_ ing, a buwp on nis head and staring abstractedly into
Bpace. '

"How what happenedl" I demanded.

He mumbled something that sounded like, "could be!" It didn't
make s2ues, 30 I turned away disgustedly. I looked for tae tiue ma-
chine, bYut it secwmed to havs vanlshed Come tec tixink of it, wihere was
the workehopn? Wo were right out in the open! 4nd wiaere wsre Tim's
factory buildinze? All I could see were rows of residences. I looked
up at tne nearvy sireet sizn. The locavion wes rigit, but nothing
elss was. '

I got scared. "Tim," I yelled, Yeve: ‘vthing's screwy. What in
neil has happened?™ e il 52

Ti: wae still nitting.in the sanme place, but he'd come out of the
fog, and wuse beginniry te suow some of his uwswal self-asgurance.
“Takze it easy," ne eaid. "I think I know hhat happened, and I'll
'wyuowmﬂam.

nFirst of all, I gusss trying to go back a mere two weesks just
diéz't work. Remembcr my looking rather long at that other we on the



bed?®

I nodded. I reuwembered it all too vividly, and it still made me
shudder to think of it.

"Well," he went on, "I wasn't sure--the lizht was pretty bad—
but as nearly as I could tell that was a wuch younger me than one of
two weeks ago. It looked more like the me of, say, twenty-five years
ago. Then there was that shoelace I.'borrowed'."

"I knew you showldn't have done that," I reminded. "But what
nappened to the time machine---and your factory and everything?"

"I'm coming to that," Tim said patiently. "You see, we apparent-
ly went vack to a Time before I'd started my dDusiness. UNow it hap-
pera that I started in on a shoestring. But I've gone back and sto-
len the shoestring before I started---so, no business, no time maoh-
ine. I guess the joke's on wme !V

I started etting giddy again.
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AH, TO BE A FAN EDITOR!

——-00000=~~
The following waa received a few wonths ago by The Acolyte I
copied it of¢—-verbat1m--before eending it baock. "Scotiand" is, no
doudt, the poet laureate of the Dunk—Snaary achool of literature.
Burbee is not responcible for this. - --FTL,
—000-

rancis T. Laney, Edt. The Acolyte
637 S.Bixel
Los Anzeles
Dear Sir,
Please find inclosed my poem 'A Road of Doom.
If you can make use of this poem, please do so. . If you find you can
not use it could you please return it? Postage is also inclosed.
Thankin_. you for taking time to see my ies. may I rewain,
Very sincerly yours,
Keith &, ioon
(Jemes C. Scotland, pen siz.)
~000-

A RCAD OF DOCH — James C. Scotland

Down through the purple haze,

Down throuzh unceasing gloon,

Rushes lifes endless maze.

Carryin_, with it untold toils,

It cocs on a8 a torrent, with our souls.
On, ever on, wita its! spoils.

In its current flows sein,

Flayinyg, toying, with lives ol wmen.
DeVlSt&tlub, damning, their unknown kin.
A1l in its' wake, fall to ruin,

Stay clear of its' path, away from its' shore,
For good doss perish, if you go in.

For thie is the tide of, doomn,

And all _ood men, pass it with room!

-000—
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teo Boostns Crup  FIACKERMAN

ABBY LU TAKES ETHER

Poor Mrs Ashley...it was Just too qgashly! The radio announ=-
cer thot she ought to bhave her throat cut, but--- what mere man
coud shush "Gabby" Lu?  Fact is, Al Ashley's better half got a
half nzlson on a mike, recently, and told the [lstening audience
a lot about science fiction, the LASFS and the FACIFICON while the
mastzr of ceremonies swzated 1t oute Abby gave fandom the publlc-
ity during a broadcast ot Carnlval ot Kwiz. in addition to the
trzz plug, Abby earnd $4 tor the Club Treasury. In the audience
loudestly applaudin® her werz Tigrina, instigator of the Kwiz Par-
ty: Tripoli, 4z, Dale Hart, Elmer Perdue & Gene Hunter. In a pre-
[iminary interview to select contestants from the audience, emcee
misunderstood Zvans! occupation ot mimeografer. as cinzmatograter,

Y taild to pick Forry who poszd as "suthor of tiction about the fut-

ure", but gave Abby Lu the nod as a masseuszs, Dirzctly the pro-
gram was over abby vas-celled to the studio tone, talkt with an
2xcited unorganized local tanne namz of Mitzi McZourt who had not
known about thz LASFS til shz heard of it on the air. Wite of
Brycz Wal ton, focal Planet writer, was another later learnd to
have heard thz broadcast. Russ Hodgkins, LASFS Dirzctor, did not
hzar th2 program.

A PENNY FOR HIS THOTS
Chas Burbee, curiouls 2diter. cf 'y Fhi'ss {halt povnd} ' sterling
tunzine, tinds such arz2aj difticolty 1n qgetting in his 2-bits
worth with mz thz one nite a wzek hz sezs mz at the Club Mtgs,
that he has takzn ftc thz exypznsive habit of sznding mz a postal or
so beftwezan Thursdavs., Somz timzs hz torgzts to stamp them, then
thzy arrive surchargzd "Onz Scznt Due". Sometimzs he ecvzn forgets
toimai‘l  thzm--ttizsz agrz thz onzs L get th2 greatzst "kick out of.
Anyway, ¢ havz dzcidzd not to' hoard thzsz pzstcards, but to pass
on to U bits of thzir dzathlezss humor. For zxampl:, on thz 8th of
April he informd mz.
"This card is your authority  to tzil avzryonz you arz
S~-L'A's official reprzszntativz tor thz Paciticon. Show
this to anybody you wish fo - imprazss, ‘and thzy will at once
give out with copy for thz Pacificen issuz of S-L'A, which
s duz on onz datec or anothzr, PSs Thanks for Glom. S=2nd
mz Vom but kzz:p th: atomic bomb.™
| showd this <caerd to a dozzn ditfzrznt mzmbz2rs and sawattzd
th21r cooperation; but, alas, as | sit hzrz amona th2 Zmbers of my
glowing hopz:s, without a singlz Titzm submitted for STATICN EBC,
| rz2aliz: that Burbae's abraCARDabra was a promisz as hollow sas
lelUCidarovo
On thz 14th k= statzds
"It has bz2n coursing
thru my mind tor many moonsessswhilz | marched wundzr a
blistzrinag sur derpzr Into znlemy tzerritory {(feze, Camp Rob-
srts) | us2d to musz uypon it == 3 poll in Shanari-ztc! a
polll  But tor postcards it would cost thz tr=zasury $1.90,
tor w2 have that many on th=: mailing list. ls "that good?
How do:s it strik: you, lad2"
| must havz bz:n suttaring from
sunstroke whan | r:plyd that | tound th: conczption quite touch-



las Ao raha fat:r remindzd mz ot my remark, which hz interprected
as auvthorizing him to touch me tor 90c, somez othzr $ucker having
donatzd thz additional dollar,

On 22 Aprll hz complaind:

"Thos: stzncils ar: lousay=whzr> thzll dya gzttum? My
typzr can scarccly bang thruum=~| want no morz of that kind
--get somzthing my typzr can make holzs in or ‘thz duplica-
tion of S-L'A, th: Family Fanzlne, will b2 prztty bad. ' D=
ya tzz2likz stznclnag a 7500-wd stry tor S<~L'A tn -litz type
eeel thot note Ch w:ll. #Sincz you havz subsidizzd th>

Poll to th: o_.xt at of 90c, can you suqgazst any questions
oth:r than th: on:s in th:z NFFF pol!l, which:!l am aping to a
gr:at zxtant? #You ar- privilzgzd: | will ignor= your sug- -

g:stions tirst. Think of that."
Her @ is my suaazstions A=
ar::d, that Burb:: shoud b: given back to: th2 Indians--what 11

th: sugg:estion mak:is th:m rzd in thz facz?

21st CENTUKY FROCKS

Du: to porular demand, public approval & local pressure lat
f:ast onc paerson askt me) | wili bow to th: clamor tor glamor and
app:ar oncz again, or oraps | shoud say twicec aqgain, or, cvzn morz
accuratcly, thricz again, in my Things-to-Comzly costumz. This’
will b:, naturally, an adsptation ot my tuturisticostumz, tinnova-
tod at th:z Nycon and r novatzd for th= Chicon. Wait til U scz the
razar rain=-r:p:flor chapzau, and th: atommyc-gun (a n:ccssary ad-
junct of thz soldiz:r-citizzn ot the futurzl, Giving me somz tutt
comp:tition, | rzckon, will bz ‘E€Evans, whos: D2nvention Bird-
man of Rhza will bz but a tladallng, bh-> has gltvzn ma to undzr~
stand, comparzd to th: tull-tl:dg:d Intzrplanztarian he'll attzmpt
tor thz Paciflicostumz Ball. Arz U hzt up about your gzt-up???2

ENCHANTED, FORREST -

So "Woody"™ Ack:rman sald to Tigrina, "How woud U Ilkz to sce
'Th= Bandit of Shzrvood Forz:st'? and shz+ rzplyd, 'l 'Sherwond,
Forras b il (R:m:mber, U got thz mag fr2z: wait til nextime, when
U havz: to pay, .to complaind)

CONTINUING " THZ LOG CF THZ LASFS"
|3 Nov 45, Acky r-portirgs "t'm atraid #13 bproves unlucky
tor m:, tonitz, ftolks--taving tidied up thz placz, |'m dzpartinge--
I'2aving thz Log bziorz it kindlasy !\ have to bz up til midnite
tomoro nite For th: Army & get up at 445 tomoro (as | did this
morning) & | am just BEAT. | lzavz thz "Clubroom to the mander
tareies: ofy Rogirs...GoldstonzesaHew:ztt & Himzll, Standfng 1In

for mzg Tripoli." |
"Thz Log of thz Logy Oid Lasstass", by Lanzys
"A quict avening (14 Nov 45), | straightenad out thz clube Ash=
| 2y came ovar and worked on his FAPA rzport for at lzast ten min=~
utzs, spznding thz rest of my 2«1/2 hour sentzncz *alklng to me
about all sorts of fhings. Goldston=z and kogzrs wz2rc in momen-
tar ily, as was Hzwctt. Perduz came and sat on his wide posterlior,
"soothing and rzirechina his w2ary old sinzws by rzading intent-

ly the Dunklzbzrg Fenzws.!"

Nzxt nitz, Hzwctte "Apothzr typtlcal

Lasfas z2vening---a f{f2w ccrpszs wandzr=d 1In, l ook 2d around ,
scrzam:d in horror, ard dzpartzd. Amona atorcsaid werc Elmer,
Deugh:rty, Himm:!, Andy, and som=z Army s2rgzant (not Ackcrman)
who was wunfortunat znouah  to be with th- last two things mezn-

tionzd. | was hzra foq, for som~ stranaqz rzasons"
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cLMER PERDUE

1Pl

Gentlemen: A plea. A request. Jdrom more or less bended knee. A
whole-hearted question from lil Elmer which in ‘essence crieth unto
teaven, "Wry not®" .

Simply, baldly stated, with not so much as a faint wisp of hair of
circumlocution, what I want is a batch of stock names for characters.
Lovely names; heautiful names; names that will stand the test in
judgment -before time and the all too voluble readers' section. (And
which of the mags titled its section similarly, but in the singular
possessive? I have forgottea....)

Think of the &dvantages which would no doubt accrue t0 the bhenefit

of the reader.: Think. You pick up the 'story, there's a psycholog-
ical block to be-avercome before starting to read. Say it's a com-
mon six thousand word short. 3By the time he's fini'shed, the reader
has to take a set of unfamiliar names, establish an identity between
each name and its unnamed archetype somewhere in the unique, isolated
background of each individual reader's head, be able to idenfify
through the semantic mess of given name and archetype which is
speaking, and moreover finish the tale satisfled.

It's tough.

But on the other (if I may coin a phrase} hand, consider if in each
and every pul, written, similar characters have identic names. No
confusion. Two characters conversing for the heginning hook--we Jjust
look at the names and presto! we know who is hero and who villain.

And detective. stories. Theoretically you gotta read each one twice
(if it's at all well donec) first so you can find out who is guilty
and second time to See how the clues are covered up and/or integrated
by the author. ot so under this improvement. All murderers are to
be named Clayton G Stackpool of Zast Passalc, New Jersey. If mul-
tiple murderers, we have another name for the secondary killer.

Gee, looirit all the time you'd save just on detectives alone!

All right. ©Now, let's put down another advantage. IEvery once in a
whi le, somehody sots sued hecause the author has unsed their name
(all unthtLQOLy, no douht) in an unsavory crcation. So. Names
must be selected idyllic for the mood and non-sueable. Take Clayton
G Stackpool. Every time, you mention thet he's from East Passaic,
New Jersey. And likewise Rudolph Rassingdalc, time-tried and true
villain name, must have an origin. The publlshers bec ome auto-
“maticalljifreed of embarrassing and usually rather costly lawsults.
“Actors? :What clse than Georgo Spelvin? 1've never yet encountered
‘any Spelvin, lct alone the- theatric alias of Georgé Spelvin.

You Want sﬁlll more rcasons for standardizstion? Oh, Gawd yes,
there are dozens more of them. Take so many of our would-be writers.



A third of the nation, my dear dear readers, believes it can write.

A third of that third, which my good friend Oxnard C. B. Hemmel ob-
ligingly figurcd for me as approximately one ninth, actuslly has writ-
ten. And the other two ninths? Ohviously! ‘They were never able to
think of nemes for their characters, hence their overa were never
written. Alas, dear readcrs! Who knows how many

"Plowers were (never) born to blush unsecn
And waste their fragrance on the desert air!"
---Coleridge

merely bececause they could not pass the first hurdle--th.t of who sald
what |

Even to the professional author, this system has much to recommend
it. Considcr L Spraguc ée Camp's tale of the "Merman" wherein was
called the protagonist by the name Vernon Brock. Reference is made
to letter column, two or three issucs later, containing letter fron
actually existing Vernon 3Brock, who was also (hold onto your hats,
boys, here we go) an ichthyologist and aquarium worker! Now, kiddi-
kins, there's a statcment in the front of books that says something
like all charactcrs named in this book arc fictitious and have no
conceivable corrclatory characteristics with other characters living
or dead. Well, Strect and Smith? Well, L Sprague de Camp? (While
we 'ro about it, how about asking Felix Frankfurter too). Isn't that
far within the bounds of coincidence, and is not onc¢ Vernon Brock of
Seatt le, Washington, in an actionahle position?

Whercas, if the anthor had takean the system's name for juvenile, un-
married hero, everything would he hunky dunky.

Now to get down to cases.

The hero will have several names to choose from. In unmarried, only
one name availahle---I don't think age matters. But it's too much
trouble to shift vicwpoint for same perSon from marriage to divorce
each time. (If I may again become parenthcticasl, it doesn't matter

a damn bit in the love pulps, which always cnd in marriage. So every
single son of a story in that class of magazines will always have the
same male neme for horo.) Then we'll have another for the married
hero.

Then there's the 'subsidiary hero, too.. And here starts the 4iffi-
culty. You sce, we've also got to foreshadow (&n odd word to teke
literally!) the marital conscquences of the tale. So let's say that
the hero by definition is the one thaut gets the girl. If it's a
story of decision, a triangle story....it could be thet the main con-
flict was performed by the one that loscs the girl; forget it. It
will never happen in the pulps---the sitanation of shall we say the
Sydney Carton story. (Exception--rcower klanet, kurray ILecinster,
Amazing about Feb or so of 1931). OSo the hero gets the girl, so he's
named Henry Ballentyne. His chum is named Richard Fordyce.

Okle dokle. Thc girl? What's wrong with calling her by the name of
Frances fairchild? She ncver matters anyway, and of course she's got
a friend, so the hero's friend can get his matrimonial knot tied. In-
asmuch as she (the fricnd) exists for that sole purpose, any name is
good enough. Marie Belinda Doveccote might be satisfactory.

Villain? Rudolph Rassingdale, as I ssid.



I dunno--3Burblc asked lil Slmer to turn out a page article for that
curious fanzinc¢ Shaggy la, and here we¢ start on the third pagec.

In pulp stfiction come othecr complications. We have the name for the
scientist's dauzhter, the scientist. No doudbt the same name would be
usable for.a scicntist es such; but it might lead to complecxities if
in the one case she were wcll versed both in the humanities and in
scientific knowlcdge, and in the other if she were hut a knowledre-
less swoet unspoiled daughter of immaculate conception and woman of
pure clean conceptions! 4And has anyone any recollection of a case
where the scientist had & wife and mother of the daughter? I think
there existed a rs Vaneman, but I wouldn't be sure....

But you get the idea. I have hysterical historical precedent for
this icdea--one Joseph Skidmore of the Los angeles vicinity, who when
he wasn't turning out the Posi and Nega series, was doing other stuff
in the Sloane groove (you'll pardon me, I'm sure, for coining another
phrase ) wherein every heroine hight Joane Cromwell after she who was
the sharer of his joys, comforter of his sorrows; the maiden name of
his wife. It was a touching thought.

And other precedents? I refer you to Doc Savage, to The Shadow, to
Superman, to Captain Future (wizard of science), to Hawk Carse, to
Seaton and Dufuesne and Clark Kent and Walter E Traprock and the
Campfire Girls ané Llsie Dinsmore and innumerahle others of like ilk.

Why not? ~ All names might as well he similar. The situation has
always heen more or less the same, of one man arainst odds (the con-
flict story) or one man making decision (the story of decision)
between two courses of action (The Winged lien, the love triangle
story in general, Coonerate--or Else!) and we 've fairly well covered
them. 7 75 R ST

Almost all heroes are the same-~-why bother with learning a new name
with esch new story you read? He gets married. So when you see the
name Frances #airchild you know that it'll end nicelr and they'll
live happily ever after. He overcomes obstacles thrown in his way
by the villain. OK. (You'll pardon the slang vernacular--or is
that phrase redundant?) ‘e see Rudolph Rassingdale, and we know
that he's the opponent. You may call him LuQuesne, you may call

him Satan, you may call him Hellion Liurdoch, Sandra Blake, or what
have you; it's still Rudolph Rassingdale under an alias. He may
have a pal, he may he alone; the villain may have toadies interfering
with the course of justice and true llovghllnghdud. (That, dear
readers, is a Welsh word pronounced "love".) Give the toadies names
too: but you see.

It's all for you, beloved readers; all for your simple-minded, ig-
norant selves, that I sound the clarion call for simplification and
for standardization. So pardon me a moment, and I shall sound the
clarion.

Beep beep. Beep beep. Beep heop. DBeep heep.
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SHANGRI-L AFFAIRES

Stapled to this page you should see a card (if you don't see it,
don't worry-~it probably isn't there). This card has a number of
spaces to fill on it. You are invited, requested, urged, to fill
out these spaces with reasonable care, and &rop the card in some
mailbox. Add labor-saving devices: The card is already addressed.

You should take care in detaching the card, lest you tear the page,
for in eightesn months this magazine will he a collector's item,
and will provably be worth its face value at least.

This poll is being helé at an enormous outlay of time, labor, ané
money. The sum of $1.90 cash was spent in a lump sum For post-
cards. This money was cadged at great loss of dignity and with
infinite pain (judging from their expressions) from F Towner Laney
and FPForrest J Ackerman. A staff of highly-trained, courteous
assistants has been engaged to tabulate the results as the cards
come pouring in.

On the bottom of some of the .cards is enough space for you to write
a personal message at no expense
to you. Another Shangri-IL'AZ-
faires Special Service..

SHANGRI-I'AFFAIRBS POLL

Top Pan Poet = fap Hamorist ~ =

1 1 Why, it's all s9o simple ané con-
2 2 venient and labor-saving ané
E) 3 timely thaet I am going to be
i verrrry surprized not to get
Top Pan Bditor Top Newszin 100% response on this. In other
1 ik : words, I am going to be sur-
2 2 : prized. ?
3 3

I am not asking money for this

Best Fan of

Top Fanzine issue of this fevered fanzine;

4 Year 1 am asking you to 7£ill out a

2 1 little card and return 1t cuick-

5 2 like. How many of you ungrate-
3 "ful lugs are going to throw the

Top Man Piction
Writer

Worst Pan of

magazine away with the card
still stapled to it? (Oifhané

1 Year I can think of only one person
2 A likely to do it.)
3 2

Top Fan Article

Anyhow, the results shouléd all
be in by the time the next issue

Wri ter Top Fan Artist of this mag is out. I hope to
i 1 publish the results in the next
2 2 fssue. Sorry, no medsls.

3 3
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Now that things are gradually settling back to a near nor-
nal stete, it would be wise for many a fan to sit down and take
stock of hig own personal situation. Fandom's big boom =-~- the
one that everyone was prophesying es due when the war ended ---
is at hand. The stefnistic population will be augmented by both
returning warriors and the civvies who will once more find them-
selves with such a luxury on hand as leigure time. ZPublishing
materials --- that new Underwood or Speecdoprint you've been
thinking about, and substantial 20 1b mimeo stock again --- will
be avallable in gquentities in not too great = period of time.
Pro-mags will appear: some we've iigsed, some we hsven't missed,
and some we've never heard of before. Stf anthologies and books
will be published, occasioned largely, I would suspect, by the
strong interest in such matters brought sbout by wartime devel-
opments tending in that direction. Traveling is easier, simpler
and infinitely more pleasant now, and what is perhapys nost im-
portant of all), we'll be conventioning agein. The Pacificon
this Independence Day; the Fifth iorld Science Fiction Convent-
. ion (Philly in '47), and the others to follow will add mueh to

the enjoyment of our hobby.

Therefore, we shonld evvect this mierncosmic society of
ours to change, fairly fast and fairly radically. We hope it
will be for the better, but hoping isn't enouvgh.' What is needed
is a sound, carefully considered evaluation by each of us of the
rroportion of fan esctivity desirable in aur lives. We would de-
ride anyone who lived and breathed stamy collecting; a sinmilar
view should be taken towards fandom. Each person will heve a
sonewhat different result, of ecourse, but in this seribe's hum-
ble opinion, all should have one festure in common: that is the
realization that fandom is merely a hobby and should not be tak-
en too seriously, lest the crackpot fever get us all and make us
think we are the homo superior.

Fan ethics raises its grubby head.

It should lower it again, with dispatch. It might be well
within the scope of this exposition to deal with it, but I'd’
rather not; at least not the to audience who are likely to be
reading this publication. Too many, I would venture to say, o



£AKe fandom too seriously to appreciate in the slightest some of
the opinions and tenets which I might expound on. Suffice it to
say that my own actions in fandom are largely based upon what I
find entertaining, interesting, or of definite value on the bas-
is of mducation and/or (watch it Dunk!) experience. If I could
get sufficient kick out of it (and was convinced that the Ikick
outweighed the other congiderations), I might do all sorts of
immoral and lecherous things in fandom just to see how black ny
name could get. ZEthics be damnedl

Nl N i
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It might be permissible to say a few words here on the
subject of the forthcoming Fourth World Science Fiction Conven-
tion. Not a few words in the way of an out-and-out plug for the
affair (although, in fear of being misinterpreted, I hasten to
add that I am wholeheartedly and steadfastly in support of it),
only a few random thoughts in connection with it.

For one thing, the Pacificon, to me at any rate, is pri-
marily wonderful because I will get an opportunity to meet and
talk to all sorts of people I've wanted to meet and talk to for
guite some time. And I hope that the convention program is or-
#anized in such a manner as to facllitate that Aesgire, That is,
I am of the opinion that everything should be as informal as ab-
solutely possible in accord with good orgenization. Beach par-
ties and stuff are fine, as they afford ample opportunity for
gahbing. Speeches and lengthy auctions or quiz-programs should
be either brought down to a minimum or dropped entirely. I am
not advocating a weelzend of sheer revelry or anything of that
nature, but I don't want to find I've wasted an entire after-
noon or evening on a boring, artificial progran of one sort or
enother, such as is occasionally sprung on the TASFS.

Guest speakers will be much in order, as will some of the
smaller gpecialized programns that have been suggested by several
Persons. Dry business should be avoided as much as is practica-
ble. The emphasis ghould be on getting acquainted; a pleasant
Place to dn it in and coffee and nourishment to do it over are
the big things the convention committee should strive for. Those
should be inducenments enough to keep the mob together, which is
essential for a convention, and I'll bet that almost everyone
will leave Tos Angeles satisfied.

There are yet innumerable details which must be ironed
out by the convention committee, such as site, program, accomod-
ations and stuff, but there is a considerable amount of fanpower
available in this corner of the country tn earry out thet worl,
Granted that the racificon got off to a sonewhat later start
than it should have, I believe that things will be worked aut
okay, and that it will prove a bang-up success well worth a long
trip out here.

Be sure to fix things up so that you can come early and
stay late!l
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The meeting came to order et 8:55. Twenty-five were present,
Vicitors were £, E, vzn Vogt, Mr, end ilrs. Ross rocklynne, bir, and
Mr.,, Charles Hornig, =nd Oliver K, Smith, recently cischargec from
the ermed services,

In consideration of guests present, discussion of Russ Hodghins'
proposed new constitution was postponed until the following week,

Director Hodglkins asked Charles Hornig, &s founder of the Science

Fiction League, to say & few words about the Club, Director Hodg-
kins next cail u upon Rloss Rocklynne, who znswered cucstions about
the Chicago Convention,

Elmcr Perdue said a few words about Bob Tucker uzn¢ his pseudonym,
Oliver- K, Saith, Our new visitor, the actual 0, K. Smith, was in-
formecd as gently and teactfully as wossible of the past of the fic-
titious Oliver, '

Oliver Smith, in turn, rclated the tale of the freuculent ERarl
Singleton suicice, which created quite a stir in  Fencdom several
yelrs ago,

E. Evcrett Fvens announccd that the Buffelo Buok Co,, «na also
August Derleth, scnt sume bocks in peyment for their cdvertisement
in the Pacificon Booklet, He offercd the becoks for sale at ten
pereent below price,

Lacking anything of furthcr interest, the mecting ecjourncd . at
9:05,

‘-Agril 4th, ’

The mecting comwenced =2t 8:02, Litnough only ten were pres-
cnt, more wancercG in curing the meetng untii there were (ighteen
an s a1y,

Qur n.w visitor, Robert Pattrick, was persucded to come by Dale
Hart, «uring & chance moeting i & megazine shop, We welcomed a
new lemb  1nte the feld, Gene Hunter having sign.¢ the necessary
papers transforming hiw inte & member,

Treasurer Ack.orman ro.orted only $17.64 in our trcasurc box. Dis-
cussion .nsucd how to railsc more moncey for Club maintenence,
Cherles Burbe. suggusted charging subscriptions for "Shengri-L'Af-
fairest, L1 £shley cuggcsted soliciting cdvertiscments for our
Club magezin. from soz. book stor.s @oing meil oruer business, I
suggestea that fans try thoir lucic &t rewio contest DrOErams., I
volunteirea to obtein tickets of eccdmission,

Forrcst fcuw rman annouhcce that he hed porsucaca Thoowor. Gottiicb,

of "Arabesque With Horror" fame, to give ¢ spucicl Comvention per-
formunce,



Director Hodgkins'! proposed constitution wes rezd in its entirety for
approval of members present, wnqd wes adopted as read.

Art Joquel znnounced resignetion as editor of "Ehangri-Li', Follow-
ing this stertling bit of news, the mecting wes adjourned &t 9:45,

Lprii lith,

8:15 sew us morc or 1liss quicted aown es Dircctor Hocdgkins! gevel
ennounced thaet the mecting wes in order, Twenty-throc wttendcd,

Eerl Leeth, long-time membir cnd magnenimous monc tery contributor dur-
ing his sojourn oversces in scrvice, wos on hend rencwing old ccquein-
tances, Oliver K, Smith signea up a8 ¢ member, R. i. Hoffmen beceme
an essocicte member, Robert Pcttrick, wvisiting for the second time,
brought « fricnd, Jocu Crewford,

Trecsurcer Ackermen's report wes more encouraging this time, cmounting
to (27,44, but wes still for from being sctisfoctory.

Upon enquiry of my ridio contest plens, I replicd thot tickits had
been requested cnd would be reeccived next week, ot which time I would
distribute them to interested fons wnd errangc 2 redio theetre perty.

Since Convintion membcrship cerdas, stickcrs, wnd the Pecificon news
megezine were rcady, "elly Dougherty distributcc them to Pocificon
mcubers, '

It wes suggested 2nd ogroed that ¢ dence c¢liss hold swey in the Club
on :ondey nights, betwixt 8 snd 10, for not wore thin 6 weeks, Welly
Daugherty presiding ¢s professor of chorcography ¢t ¢ nomincl fee.
Strenge fomales will be cilowed in the Club ot thie cppointed time to
serve os dancing purtuners,

Forrest cnquircd if cnyoni knew whot hid become of the Ciub's "Foncy-
clopcdiar, No onc could furnish cny informction., Feorl Lecth sugges-
ted thot the jumbled interior of Forrcst'!'s trunk be scorched,

Amongst gules of merriwment ct Eorl's Lecth-cl humour, the mccting ais-
cnded ¢t 9:21,

April 18th,

Dircetor Hougkine <f{inclily got us quictea dowm by 8:21, quite &n
cccomplishment, since thcrce were. 21 fans niliing cbout in the Club,

Attcnding ¢n L.A,S,.F.5. mecting for the first time wes Betty Browder,
Ert Jogucl'!s cwnswer to o want-cd inserted in ¢ writcers! migozine some
tizme ZgO, Anothcer guest wes Len Moffott, Pennsylvonic lid, who his
with his femily, cmigretca to Bedil Gerdens,

Two inore now members werce incorporated into our orgoenisction: Robert
Pettrick cna Len Moffeott,

Treasurcr. Lckermen reportecd we were  just 11¢€ short of the cmount to
pay the rent, ‘huving cnly £8.89. Everctt Fvins very kindly donetcd
the cextre dime, end A1 Ashlcy doncted the remecining penny,



Director Hodgkins enquired concerning progress of the radio contest per-
ty plans. I reported thot I had obtained 12 tickets to "Carnival of
Quiz",

The subject was revived concerning Fverctt Fvens! suggestion of some
time ago that the Club sponsor & book of 20 short storics or chapters
written by the 20 best professionel fentesy cuthors, It wes finally de-
¢ided such & project woulé be beyond us finencielly, ond to ¢bendon the
jdea until we could riisc cdequete funds for such :n undertiking.

£1 Ashley beweiled the lick of intercesting orginiscd pregrims in the L.
A S FuS,. end. sugeested the Club offer o prize fornthe: 5 'best suggdsted
progrims submitted, two wirks to be the deidline.

"Greb Beg' Fvens ¢nd Art Joguel disposed of sume books, Iverctt dispos-
ing of his "grab bug!" style, ¢t §1 &« greb, ond Joqucl <cuctioning his
books to the highcst bidder.

Lt 9:12, book-luden but penniliss fen shufflcd out into the nisht to the
tune of Dircctor Hodgkins'! guvel.:

April 25th.

Twenty-seven poeirs of ¢ors heard the rowtr of Di-wreck-tor Hodgkins'!
givel, calling the mecting to order ot 8:24,

Gus Villmorth, ccting ¢s mister of ceremonics, introduced our guests,
Just for vericty, Dircctor Hodgkins end Fred Shroycr ™ breught their
spouscs clong to the mecting, for s everyone knows, "Vericty 1s the
spouse of life', Other visiturs were Kerl MceNoil, former member, ond
Hel Curtis, cottired in the blue scrge of the Nevy, who visitcd us for
the thira time, bringing ¢ fricnd in similcr uniform, Deve Priest.

Treasurcr Ackermen rerorted poyment of rent cnd pover bill left only
L o0 in e Mbunk, Eceguatiis £6.30 rcceived from the dence cless tnd
the poker poarty coumbined, with the $€4 winnings from the ridio brocdeost
perty, were included in this sun. Wally D:ufhertvirove *nother 304566
the Club trecsury from the lost week's dunce cliss proceeds.

Dircctur Hodgkins requcstea from the instigotor of the rodiv brocdceost
party ‘e report of thce pruccedings. I complicd with ¢ bricf rdsune.

A petition that the dincing cliss be clluwed to usé the Club Ruom for
prectice purposcs un other nirhts than its rogulcr Miondey scssion, pro-
vided this aves nut interfere with fon zetivity, wes put to notion and
passed by the Club, clthourh the Fxccutive Coummittec hid not epproved.

Russ Hudgkins wusked fur sucrestiuns on whot t. include in our Club dis-
cussions, or prugrams, tu lend new interost to ocur mcctings. With the
helpful  suggestions  of sure of the menmbors, it wes thought thot nore
interesting mcetings could  be presented., £1l Eshliy  cgrecd tu et os
prugrin chairman.

With these wurthy resolutions in mind, fons left the Club fivua &t 9:53.
And that's 30 for this time, except to remind you that if you want the

next issue of this febrile fanzine, which will be loaded with goodies,
you'é better sené¢ in your sub now, since no extras will be printed.



A sort of chess
without fairles

Imagine playing a game 0f chess without knowing what moves your
opponent is makinz. That's Kriegspiel. It is not new, but since none
of you have heard of it, it may as well be new.

Iscaeits amusxnp to pldy--not 80 radically ¢éifferent as the so-called
"fairy chess"; since the regular rules of chess apnly, and no strange
Eieces catch the eye and confuse the mind, as strange pieces are wont

o do.

The opponents never see each other's moves. They do not know
what sort of move the other anas made. Anc when they capture a piece
they have no way of knowing what sort of piece they have captured.

It sounds stupid. It is stupid. It is Kriegspiel. It's fun to play
a couple of times.

Three people play, with or without kibitzers. Three boards and
three complete sets of chessmen are needed. The opposing players sit
with their backs to each other and the referee sits hetween them.

Each has a board and a set of men. Neither player sees the rereree’s
bozrd or the opposing player's. The referece is the only person who is
permitted to see all three boards. The reieree serves the function oZ
Seeing that only legal moves are made, &nd o0f inrormine the players

of their turns to move and informing them of checks and captures. He
is permitted to give certain "informations". When, tfor example, one
of the players attempts a move that is illegal, the referee informs

him of this by simply saying "No."  When a plece is place en prise to
an enemy Pawn, the referee tells the player whose Pawn it is, "You
have a try at (for example) KB4." 17 the player does not capture, bhut

makes another move, and the opposing player moves another piece en
prise to the same or another Pawn, the referee ssays "You have the same
try and another one." He coes not indicate the position of the second
"try." When the XKine is placed in check, the referee says "Check on
the long dlaganal," or "Gheck on the short diagonal,”" in case a 3Bishop
Queen or Pawn is giving check. (Notice, in exanining the board, that
unless the King is located in a corner square, there is always a long
diagonal ané a short alaganal) Also, if s Rook or Queen is the
check-~giving piece, the reileree says "Check on the file" (the vertical
rows) or "Check on the rank"(the horizontal rows). Notice he does

not indicate the direction of the attack It could bhe from hehind but
he does not say this. 1t a Knisht gzives check, he says "Check with a
Knight." O0f course he always knows the actual positions on both
sides ané cen readlly give this information. 4

When a capture is mace, the referee says (7or example) "Capture
at QR5".

There is no "experimenting" permitted. PFor example, a player
micht try to sound out the suspected location of an enemy plece and
try to move his King to & square he thinks is in check. 1If it is
in check, of course he cannot move there, as the referee will tell
him "No" but if the square is not in check &nd the move is legal, it
has to stand. A move, once made, unless illegal, must stand.

The referee should kcep a play-by-play record of the game and
play it arfterward ror the edification of the players, who are always
vast ly amused at the stupidity of thelr moves. Also, they are often
surprized at the seeming wisdom of other moves.

Burbee, Percdue, and Ashley are the local exponents of Kriegspiel,
that stupid variant of chess. .



UHERE ARE YOU, KEPNER?

I had been working in this isolated machine shop for about a week
when Elmer Perdue and P Towner Laney both came to work. I knew my
way about only vaguely. Laney and Perdue were lodkdng for the oil barrel
and asked me to go along to find it for them. I only half remembered
where it was, so we had quite a time. We waded for a long time
through grease nearly knee-dgep. It was covered with about an inch
of dirt through which we sank easily into the greasy muck. On and on
we went, looking Tor the oll barrel. At length we said the hell with
it and threw our buckets away. We began skirting the grease area as
best we could and fopnd ourselves beating through underbrush that
seemed to have spent centuries getting tangled. We came to the base
of a lowering cliff and we saw, Set near the level on which we stood,
a malachite panel. It looked ancient; it was crecked in several
?laces and had writiine on it. Due to my training in forbidden lore

derived through the pagzes of Weilrd Tales arnd Unknown Vorlés and

otaer esoteric publications) I recognizecd the writing as the dangling
Hyranian script. In fact, I could read some of it. It said some-
thing about Cthulhu and this being the entrance to his leir, and thsat
visitors were welcome proviced they came prepared to stay for eternity.
I brushed away some of the dirt anc all of us bent closer to read
part of the inscription that was nearly illegible. The ancient thing,
frazile with age, crumbled away and revealed a passageway into the
cliff. Out of it hlew warm aromatic air. Lapgey said we ought to go
away. EBlmer laughed happily, shouting some obscenity, and said we
ought to go in. I next remember walking éown the dimly glowing way.
The others were following. :

Suddenly we entered a room. Well-lit it was, lined with shelves
whioh were piled untidily with various pleces of alchemical apparatus
and books. Working in the midst of the junk, gently tending an atha-
nor, was a genial o0ld gentleman, rather plump, about 65 years of age.
His noble brow was crownod with a heavy growth of white hair. He
turned to us wich & pleasant smile and & word of greeting. Laney ..
asked him who he was and he answered, smiling politely, "Cthulhu".
Laney suggested we go andé Zlmer agreed ané »oth bolted for the door.
Cthulhu threw a gunnysack at them and it oneneé¢ andé caught them and
dragged them back into the room. Cthulhu érew a circle in red about
them and said they were imprisoned and woulc have to stay there till
he was ready to get arosund to them, say in two or three hundred years.
laney began to fume aad frev, saying he woulén't meet Acolyte's dead-
lire and he knew the mag would fold L1f it were leif to vam Russell to
turn out. Elme:xr laughed happily and muttered some obscenity. Cthulhu
seemed unaware of my presence so 1 headed quietly for the door, grab-
bing one of the tali, tihick books from a shelf as T ieft. 1 went
like mad and ths next scone found me in the TU3PS clubroom telling
the whole incredible story to Kepner and some others. Iobhody Seemed
to care. Only Kevneyr seemed the least bit impressed. Where are you,
Kepner? He looked at the book I had stolen and expressed a desire to
ow.1 the thing. It was a book of maglc---seemingly an anthology of
the best in magic. It contained a thousand or more pages, crammed
with t iny print. ‘Phe spine said it was the Book of Cthulhu.




While Kepner thumbed through the book I felt the room beginning
to turn, slowly, inexorably, resistlessly. I cried out to Kepner
that Cthulhu had searched the dimension for me ané had found me ané
was taking me back. 1 begzan to turn slowly and the clubroom vanished,
belng replaced by a pastel green polyhedron big as & room. I was in
the center, floating in mid-air. Suddenly, as I turned, I saw a
doorway out of which a cheery rosy light flowed. Ané there was Cthulhu
working busily at his alembies, not even noticing me, and there were
Laney ané Perdue, still imprisoned in the sack in the center of the
red gircle. :

Somehow, I had learned of a counterspell. I recited Lt now.

The rosy rectangle of the coorway disappeared as I rotated in the
other direction in the pastel polyhedron. Then came the original
compulsion again., I coulé not-withstané it. I rotated once more in
the original direction. There was the cheery room agein with the
pleasant face of white-haired Cthulhu. This time he was standing in
the docrway. ‘

Something plucked me out of the cuhlistic room and I found myself
in the ecircle with laney and Perdus. We sat:there, paralyzed somehow,
for what appeared to be months, and then Cthulhu turned to us and
glared. "Where is my Book? My Book of Cthulhu?" he roared. Nohody
answered. He grew angry.  "Get me that book!" he thundered.

He made a pass in the air. "Now you are bottled up. You are
enc losed in a force field, such as we employed on Saturn in 100,0Q0 BOC..
You will be immensely uncomfortable."

We hegan to writhe in nameless pain.

"Eventually you will die, and that will compensate me far the
loss of my book., I took five hundred years to write it and I cannot
bear its loss easily.’

I don't know why 1 didn't tell him where the book was. It would
have saved us some discomfort. I suppose it didn't occur to me.

Right-away it got harder to breathe, and the pain grew much
worse. 1 really felt nothing, but 1 xnew I was experiencing a great
deal of pain.

Then all of a sudden Cthulhu began to flail at the air as though
he fought an invisible opponent. He lurched about the room, cursing
violently.

Pictures began to flicker on the wall and in the air. They told
the story. Kepner, fearing for us in our plight, had stenciled and
mimeographed ‘several chapters out of the Book of Cthulhu. He had
distributed them through fandom (getting FAPA activity credit, too),
with the exhortatign to work the spells at once upon receipt of the
material.

Two hundred fans were chanting ané@ squeaking spells and runes
simultaneously and Cthulhu was unable to fight them all off. At
length he fell into a sort of trance, or stupor.

Kepner then materialized out of the air and cut the circle with
a paper knife. The sack attacked him but he spoke a word which
caused it to fall to ashes. He went over to Cthulhu and drew a
pentagon about him. He took us through the pastel green crazily
dimensioned polyhedron and returned us to the clubroom and--it mlght
bs said--sanity and mundane things. The sun was shining brightly
outside.

We were grateful to Kepner, I suppose, though we did not show it
at the time, - ,

Where are you, Kepner? We never did thank you enough. Where
are you?



SHQGGQ ’S BQEK' D 3 Thompson

holés his »reath

Greetines, Ch High Burbler: Well it is gosd to have Shagry hack in
the groove azain. Hewitt dic¢ rather well under what, from this éist-
ance, ajpeared to he somewhat alverse circumstances; it-is, of course,
osbvious that you will be expected to do better, regardless orf clrcum-~
stences; and, of course, Ah reckon as haow you will. I am holding my
breath (hy proxy, o°f course; I have a couple hundred trainel whales,
accustomed to visitinn the Great Deep at regular intervals, teking
turns) in avid anticipation of that Pentennial issue.

It is & little hard to select a top item. The whole thing is
goo0l, & judgement which, beyond doubt, is more than slizhtly cdue to
the fact that 1 have only recently nerused several very sed imitations
of fanzines. The contrast is readily ¢isceranible, even to my undis-
cerning eye. However, I have Ceciced to pive top spot to the lanisec,
for matters of policy, or something. Hemmel is slightly helow stan-
dard this time, partly heceause the sunject is less susceptihle to his
"style". It is still quite enjoyahle, however.

‘T can't evaluate "Thurscay" since L've never had the exjerience
of attending a meeting of the LAS®S, my only experience with fans in
the mass having occurred at the Denveation ((where, some say, the
rolls of fandom were closed Zor ell time)). Ackerman, as usual, is
reasonebly amusing (how ¢id that word “reasonsbhly" ~et in there;
strike it out!) ané 3ratton’'s account of the develoyment of the Man-
tasy Catalog i3 well worth careful recacing. ((I couldn't understand
it myself)) Which reminds me that the title attractecd me in rart,
since I have recently embarked on the tremencdous joh 0¢ reading my
newly-acquireé copy °f the second ecition of Korgyhski's "Science and
Saalty." ['ve already gotten thru the rirst 35 papes of the Preface
to the Second Ecdition; only about 800 pages to z¢o. Timrina, as
usual, coes quite well as Sec'y. Least enjoyed was "Don't Let Your
Tract Die" ((this remark smecks of heresy)%. 1 can understand the
crusading Christian, since "brincing others into the folé" is part of
his duty, i1f he really »elieves; but an-atheist is, supposedly, s
non-believer, and, tiaereiore, has nothing to crusacde about. To Ack-
err.n and Morojo, of course, atheism is as much a religicn as Zmperor
Worship is to the Japanese; I didn't know that you were in the same
boet. ((I thought it was merely a satire)) Me, I'm what might he
termed an atheistic apgnostic, and very much a materialist. Now,
please, can I have the next three-issues of Shancri-L'aAffaires? ((10ec
a copy, 5/25c, 7/500....ann3ying, this subscription bhusiness---1
won't be getting so maay interesting leiters any more))

T'G’?lr]ﬂls P[Jf]g Jack Speer and a

cament Jdr two

A comment or three on Shazry. Cover I liked. Also laney; hut me-
- thinks you-all are likely to hust hefore retting a one-shot on Sjt
Saturn's A list, if TWS follows the Newarkon's recommencdation and
dispenses with the Sjt. :
Vho was A S Quirrel this time?
Re E3C: One

gets the impression that Morry enterteins his fiancee solely by taking
her around to contests.: 3She seems to &9 all right at them, though.

KFC: Porcing the searcher t5 go from the cross-reference card to the
mein entry carc to find what he wants will meke a lot o9f work for



anyone Who has to look throurh a whole bunch of cardas. I2 the cards
were beinz printed, it'd he easy to use duplicates ifor cross-releren-
ces.

I still think Tigrinds puns would@ he better if she dian't draw
arrows all around the dounle entendre pointing it out.

‘. Sam Moskowit i
"CLASS” hcky, 2o 5ame reason

Dear Art:- I greatly enjoyed the extremely neat issue 28 of "Shangri-
l'affaires. The issue had the air of "class". FPMorrest J Ackermens
"Atomicon Report" was well told ané proved very interesting. ZIither
Ackerman has steadily improved or I'm getting used to him, hut I find
his written material o>f the past six months or more unusually well.
¢one, easy to real and understand, snd o2ften clever.

The subject of "Vulcan" has always intrigued me since 1 first
learned of its existence unon reading Harl Vincent's "Vulcan's Work-

shop" in the Clayton Astounding. I appreciated the summary of avail-
able informstion dn the subject.

I don't know who "Al>jo" is ((send 50c ané I'll send you the
information in a plain-wrapped peckage)) but all three of his/her
pieces made good readinz. DIspecially appreciated was the first fan
viewpoint on Franz Weriel's "Star of the Unhorn." Veriel's excursion
into science-fiction is & very, very important milestone in science-
fiction. Particularly in view of "Time" magazines relevant comments
listing it as the story he haéd wanted to write all his life. at
heart ol¢ PFranz was nothing but a ray-gun toteing world saver.

MBS F O TPl P o R R

Dear 3urbee, Hai! I sure enjoyed Shancri-etc. #29! I tare open the
wrapper s9 earerly when I saw it in the mail hasket that 1 tore a
hunk out of the issue: Do you think the article will go over very
well? I have my douts. Maybe I am giving t050 much the impression
that the catalog is s> complicatel, involveéd, etc., thet nosody will
dare poke his nose into it for fear 9of metting tancled ud in the »ro-
cess. I hope not. Will try t0 emphasize other aspects of the cata-
log in the future.

honk

-000-

ROY PAETZKE: No. 28~-cover, very impressive andé (i~nifieé. Best in
the issue were "Hymn to Prorress" ané "Unéiscovered Worlés". No. 29--
cover not fignified “mt very r£ood. No contents nage--why not? "Un~
discovered Planets" was very good. I had no icea there were s> many.

303 NORTON: I 4o wish to continue to receive "Shangri" but it?s
kinda haré to write a "letter of comment." To comment I must disa-
gree.. Sure, I can say I like to read your 'zine just Zor the kicks--
which I do---I1 can also say that you've =2t some pretty clever writ-
ers---which you have---but that is pure unadulterated mush. No, just
puhlish something I &on't like, or that is, to me, debhatahle, and
then you'll really sce something. ((Will somebody wire me a moot
point for the next issue?)) ' '



MILTON A ROTHMAN: Tine €9 kill before taliing off for a PSKF> meeting so
I write you a letter re your April issue. I1'm taking the issue to the
meeting so as to show the guys there what a club publication is like.
We paut out a thing called the PSFS News, but if it had half the 1life
that Shagey has 1'd be happy. In short, I think that this Aprll issue
is pretty damn good.

Highlight of the thing is the Undiscovered rlanets bit by this
Oxnard Hemmel, who, if the beard were lifted, would turn out to be
Burthee, no donbt. The satire on Joquel's article is most precious.

Of course, sometimes I got the suspicion that Joguel was puliling my
leg, too. I wish somebody would pull the other leg for a change. I'm
growing at an angle. :

Re the PFaatacy Catalopne: 3Brentano's has a copy cf Korzybski's
Science and Sanity for me, and I am going %o read it, and efter 1 read
it . hope I will be ahle ©0 tell whether this guy Von bratton and
othar peoovle like Eziniein eni van Vogt who talk aboul ssmaintics and
non-ariststelian logic kaow what they are teliking sbout. &0 far
they've been getting . eway with it because I don't know anvthing about
semant ics, either.

Except that, by gift of Douglas Webster, I am the proud possessor
of Vol. 1, no, 1, of "etc." a Review of General Semantics, official
organ of the Soclety for General Semantics. It is not for sale.

Tell Walt Liebscher foof for me. Give LElmer my love. ((Elmer
read this before I 4id)) Ask Acky what has happened to VoM., ({(Tig:ina,
I puess)) Tell E.E.Bvans I never got the fAZA mailing with his Time-
binder with my article and could he please send me & copy if he has
on:., If any Pacificon publications are being put out 1'd like to get
them. )

DICK WILSON: ZProbably I won't attend that big hairy old Pacificon....
The April S-L'A popped into my box yesterday. I'm gled to see you
back on the throttle, Burb. But if you want to cut the number of
cooies still further just see that I get the page on which your edit-
orial appears each issue and I'll be happy. That's the only page

wo. th reading. ({(Darn it, I meant to edit out those two sentences))
Don't accept this as & creed, tho. Next time I may he in an entirely
different mood.

DONN BRAZIER: Burbee: #29 L'Affaires received and enjoyed. I 1liked
Hemmel's scholarly article on Thor, though in several instances I am
inclined to disagree with his conclusions. In studying Prinn's
Clavierubung und Todesbanden 1 found that lobar flatulence was glven
as 16.800dvbh. demmel omitted the "b". dvb spelled backwards is bvd,
ané anything with 1. flatulence 4th order needs lots of bvd's. The
gasaous emission and accldental discharge extends 637 googols into
space. B. S. Brochure himself admits this. (page 637%). Palmer,
p637%, states "Thor may be ancient home of Dero"--both are 4-letter
words, you see.

RTCK SNEARY: THURSDAY was great. Knowjng, or reather having seen thos
queer people that hang around there I can well belive it. There is
mo=8 truth than meets the eye one might say. Come to think of it I
just did. Any way it was good. Why not write up the miments lixe
that.? Ok, okay, it was only a ldea, .

The fantasy catalog I just couldn't understand. I don't know
why, maybe I should try reading it when I'm awake.
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