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humour meg, for 25 dollars. Fach vol
contains & gix—month run of the mag;
they_ are mostly conscoutive through
%18 18508 and 1860s, with a fow ifi the

s

George also would like to contact Anglo-
fans with an interest in supernatural
and fantasy writers (notably MRJames,
Blackwood, Machen) .

LARS-ERIK HELIN. Eaggoledsgatan 8,
Gothenburg, Swoden, is a ’c.cen—aﬁo fan
and would 1iko contacts in the fnglish-
specking countrics. Ho's active In a
group of Swodish fan-eclubs.

ANDROMEDA will fold after No.l4 is out.

X~WORD ANSWERS ‘000 72
“ounjdon /T f9uBF 180T 8T ‘unsmous 9T
‘snyodey GT °OWOUOILDW IT ° ©pPOIR0oTe §T
‘oxq T ‘o%wTpaX 9 ‘Aumyyed g ‘Sxool

¥ ‘UOTOS ¢ ‘OTQOUUD g ‘OATOADI T
*OPNIIXO

2 ‘ooudTTs G¥ ‘NNN ¥ ‘JJOMOYS £F

9
‘0TI 22 ‘dore T3 ‘suox&oato 02 UsmrTBY
4T ‘oyergut T ‘oroddem _jT ‘ouvedrde
2T _feoq TT ‘mespust 0T ‘30T 6§ ‘pox 8
‘quoutTiuoe J, ‘IoqTdnp § fSyoNo0I T :SSOUDY

o

quarterly edited by D. Richard Hughes.

L S mmer

sve.And having dug, send your order to
Pete Campbell---The 0lde Firm !

-
gk
"l

ASTOUNDING (USA}L |
19_4‘:6 Kaarclsn Ap(:)::t]b 11\'T;ay June July 2/~

v e o y =
1947 Jan Feb oo o D°° /

AUTHENTIC (UK)
Nos. 45 46 47 48 49

PANTASTIC UNI ‘
1554 LSept VERSE (US4)

5

6d

2/~

MYSTERIOUS TRAVEL X
1952 Jan LR (USh) 6d

SCIRNCE PICTION (USi
1939 March (nc ccgve;?s

STARTLING (USA)
129 3% oo 1

3 an tarch May July Nov
1952 Jen April J N

198% Jan Fob Mar‘é%x‘vogfp g

SUSPENSE (USA)
1951 Spring Summer

6d

ll%é:

6d
LAST AND FIRST MEN, Stapledon, SFBC/
2/ —

edition, no deje

« ~ ~ — g
Intarestod in Sowoers ? Then why mot get [HIYING <CJAUGIR DS, tho printed

This is obtainable from Pcto Campbell

ot 1/6d (25€) a ocopy. The world's loading seuccr journzl...scnd for it todav
[SSUe

Ayt DCw




(illo by Terry Jeevos)

Lost in Jime

by TOM A. B. WHITE

. IT IS THR year 2180. In the"
Time Travel Research Institute.
Operator 69 is mak1n§ the final
adjustment to a new long-dis-
tance Robot machine, prior to
its first trip--a leap of five
million years into the future.

The ingtitute is a magnifi-
cent and imposing pile o
chromium and marble, built as a
meworial to the discoverer of
the time-travel principal. Over
the main entrance in letters of
gold are the words of his
epitaph:

"From this gite in the year
1980, Mark Setty disappeared
whilst testing & model of
his invention, the first
successtul time-traveling
machine."

In tho ground floor_labora-
torg, Operator 69 completed the
loading of the automatic
cameras and stepﬁag over to the
control board. en he prossed
the master switch, the machine
would travel into the far dis-
tant future, remain for a few
minutes, and then sutomatically
return.

The hand of the chronometer
moved to the hour and the switch
wag made. The robot travelle:
hummed as the valves warmed, and
then vanished.....

 Mark Setty was happy, and
with_cause. From e compara-
tively unlmown and st
scientist, his exhibition of the
first successful Time Travel
Machine had made him overnight
the mogt famous person in the
scientific world.

Now with an improved model of
bis machine, he was about to

-veature on a jowmey two hundred

years into the future, The
machinerK was strapped to his
body; although the weight was
over fifty pounds he had decided
upon this method as ths most
suditable.

As the clock struck ihe hour,
he closed the switch. He became
blind and deaf. enclosed by
blackness. Only his brain
remained alive. There was —-—
or scemed to bo —-- a brightly
lit room, then all was blackhess
agﬂm .

He found himself gesgping for
breath and shivering with intense
cold, He was standing within a
metal cage, around the sidc of
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LOST IV TIMR (ocontinucd)

which worc chattering gauges and mcters,

Comeras
semples.
the door and opehcd 1it,

whirrcd and Bollow rods took soil
In sudden ponic ho blundercd to
staggering out

into the air. -

fine grey sand.

of

sun glowed dully.
Not §ne dro +
spark o
any

He was on a flat, featureless plein_of
There was no sign of life
In the black_sky a huge red
The world wos dead.

of moisturc remainod, not onec
f lifo; no roclks nor trocs, nor
remant of man's handiwork. all

any sort.

dircetions strctohed tho plain, without
veriotion.

eir tore at his

He sank woo to his kmees. The ey

hroat, and his hoart

poundod with thc cxertion of moving a fow
paccs. Dimly, he roalisod what ha hagf
nod —- the mochine bohind him wog o timc-

rayvel wachine |
lighted roon

at nis gial

The glimpge of the |
w.38 & fac% ! "He had orrivod
in tho yoar 2180, only to bo

Moon meter. (Anagram). 15. Two million miles
Nova. (le3¢3.) from Saturn.
iThat thc obese space travellor will have
17% times Rarth. 24. Usc. done.

cauggp, by & sardonic twist of fote
the £icld of o wmachine moving into

distont futurc.

WOakix, o honds and knoos ho crowled
back to the latticework door, to be grected
by_silcnoc.  The meters wero stopped, tho
volves doad. Tho door was fittcd with
currcnt breckers oo o safety dovico; the
machine would neover return.

Mark Sctt,
Boréh which ha
miliion yoaors.

in
%hc for

aspod out his life on an
scen no human life for a
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AMNERICAN

AFTER READING scicnce-fiction
for somc yoars,certain idcas have
formed in mind regarding the
American eaad_ the_ British vari-
ctiéds, and I feel it would be
interésting to compare then, Th-
@se improgsions are rcally no
more than tho residuc,as it wore,
left in the wind like silt in a
river, after thc storios the-
selvos have probably boen forgot-
ten —— and arc therofore not a
rolisble guide oxoopt to my own
personsl idiosyncrasies. For ox-
amplc, onc Amorican gtory may
noke such a powcrful improssion
on o +that hundrcds of  othcr
storics with en oppositc point of
vicew may pess uanoticod.

In any case,colparing American
and British s-f can be quite
fruitless in sowme ways. — aeny
Britigsh writers write Ior U.S.s.
nagazines, and perhaps vwrite fox
bo British and Amdcrican pub-
lishers under different nsues.
Williax Tcuple, John Beynon (John
Boynon Harris), Arthur C. Clarks,
Joln Christophor (G
Bertram Chandler {John Whitley)--
to mention only a fow -- wwritc in
both with thc idiow of Dboth.
Morcovor, orogs—-fertilisation ta-
kcs placc; idoas arc ‘talken from
othor authors and cxpandcd and
rmoh scichoc-fiction springs fron
o cormion tradition-—--Jules vVerne,
He Ge Wells, ctc.

However,when_all that has been
szid,therc still romedin differ-
cnceg.  Bven the British author
who writos for Amcrican magazlnes
writes in a  diffdrent ZTcghion
from +the native-borm Awcrican.
This type of author (the British
writer | who publishos his work in
Amcrica) dovelops ¢ soxt of time-

hristopher Youd),

losgs intcrnational citizen—of—the-
world type of story, vwnich gives

no ciuc to the laad of thc atthor's
birth or to any of the characters'
country of origin. Therc is, as
& £inc exawplld of this typo of
yern, & story I have rcad 1d two
ogozincs (ono British, one U.S.) .
It~ concems o spaccship lemding
on the woon and finding tragcs o

exjothcr landing canturiocs, if not
millenic cgo. Aftor tuming over
the debris, space-suits cte., and
deciding that whocver thesc other
pcople “worc they wore ccortainly

a comparison

a giant type, +the orew realise
that they could only have conc
from their own plenet ia the dis
and distont past. The story ends
with & member of the crew holding
up & bottle with o picture of a
whitce horse on tho lebol, and
wishing that hc could deciphor
the sc@ipt. In the Amorican vew-
sion the author movely changod
tho last linc or two, so that %ho
crow-mcrbor now holds up o packe
age with & comol on thc Iroant.ond
wonders what voe in tho packot.

It is quite understandable why
British &uthors develop this ap-
proach when writing for publica-
tion in Awerica. Alerican publi-
shers would oot teke kindly to a
hero with a British backgiound,
while at the pawmz tiwme the auvthor
cannot fcal himself ontirely at
bope making his horo Awerican.
Thig rcminds me that  cartoon in
PUNCH drew forth commnat in an
oditorial in an Awcrican s-f mag-
azinc quite recently. The cartoon
bg SproG oyndentlg showed o crcsh-
od spuccship on tho woorn, and ono
spocosuited figure saying to ano-
ther "Ah, woll,thonk goodness we
still have our sensc of humoup.®
Tho editor cowmcnted saying that
onc of the bosic assumptions is
that o sgaooshia flying the Union
Jack will be thce Tirst to rcach
the moon. He folt that this pro-
diction may be parsces off the
orbit, but ho opprovod of.the
hunmousr. FPersornally, I doa't think
thot that wes tho artist's intond
tion ot all -—- I foecl the Uaion
Joeek was Just ciother crack—-1.0.
no-onc-but-tho-British-hoyvo—-this—
sensc—of~humour sort of thing.

Wact are the diffcrcnoces be-



there is_never an unfaithful wife
and rarely an illegitimate child
in Amerivan s-f.....although much
moyre prowise of illicit bliss. In
British s—f women ssom to be more
feminine but almost entircly sex-
legs. Theo numerous women writing
s—f in Amexrice even the balance——
however much the male writer in-
sists thet their women are space-
hands, weehanics, pilots ete. the
wioren writers contre their tales

about the feminine interests.

Although American writers seem
more Ereoccupied with_ present pol-
itieal and socologicel problens
—-—the machine, féar of dictator-
ship, hatred of communism, advert—
ising, big business, theg do seem
more ready to explore other types
of social organiswms—-anarchistic,
Siﬂd}cdllstlc and streightforward
utopian The aversge BIitish au-
thor seems to miss_ both of these
extremes,though we do get stories
of authoriterian sociéties quite
often, along with a sort of sSoci-
oty holfwey between the two--—the
gorporation o tiust form of soe-

tween +these notional 't%‘pes_ of lal orgenism. Another critic in
imaginative fiotion? In the first THE OBSZRVER spoke of the American
place, Americen s—f is on & much utopian story &s a treaud-softly—
~vester seale than British. Space- lest—you-step—on—my—dreams sort of
ships are bhuger, oconocepts are yarm.
ider, Jjourneys are greater and
catas%rophes are more ombracing. With regard to violence, both
Even the charaoters have genercl- American spd British authors use
y & touoh of the supermal about it rather more than I would lixe,
them. Stories move along at a but in Americen fiction it seems
faster pace and violence is vexy part of the action,whilst British
near the surface. British s-f is writers use it 1n 2 ocontrolled
more Iantimate, almost private, fashion-—cruelty, as it _were ) in-
cosy and less S&Yaggs_ more con- gtead of brutality. I can't do
cerned with the individusl. Amer- better than quote’ Alistais Cook
ica has +the pioncer +tradition in this resgect. In his book 4
still, and a spaoceship pilot is GENFRATION ON TRIAL he says of
likely to be a big, broad-should- the Jlmericans "In a nation of a
ered_gioant with great hands and hundred amnd fifty millions of
gentle blue eyes.  The British wixed blood where 1t often appears
e ilot is often a nagty lit- that sheer energy is +the only
tle rat trying to_hide his weak- specifiic for survivcl,violence is
ness from the world. acgver far below the surface. In
. . good timos it cxplodes in its
American s-f is far more sent- surface form of sentimerrtelity——-
imental abpout children. women and in bad times it finds its trus
old people; it is ‘as if the level and brutality is accepted
writers have an ideal oconeeption as the one sure path to power.!
a.le preseat in their heads and
are rgmg to write up to it. Yet Finally, I am of the opinion
there does not always appear to that_these two types of story are
be this jdealisation — Ameriecang couplimentary one to the other.
can be truthful to the point of If mmerican s—f is too expansive,
brutality. A eritic writing in congerned more with baskground,
TEE OBSERVER said an Amerioan s-f British is too ocautious, mostly
story made hinm feel as if he was concerned with charactciisation.
cating chooolate fudge wmjixed with One acts as a foil and eontrast
bits “of oopger wire (Theodore to the other,and I only hope that
Sturgeon's hronium Helmet!" was the bolp given by tlr/lo Baitish
the story). In oontrast, British magazines (which don't appear of-
s—f seeus almost to ignore whild- ten enough-Tor my liking] +to the
ren——although therec are some fine development of native scicnce-
stories about teenagers. _ This fiction succeeds in creating even
sentinentality and idealisation more typically British fiction.

exteands to women and merriago ——
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Derrick was novor a talkative chap, but usually ofter his return
home fyom one of his summeor walking holidays so doar to his hoart,he
scomod rcady cnough to tcll mc some of the highlights thot had made
the groatost impressions.

This tiwe, howovor, ho had somchow withdrewm from all offorts of
pine to nakc conversation on the subjoet. His faco still earricd tho
tan acquired from three weeks of Eire's sun andwinds, but one thing
gtruck me rather forcibly: under his new tan therc was a drawm look
of a strange nature—--I oould say of supprosscd fcor, almost as if he
had aged since I saw him _sot out on his holiday ncarly four wecks
boforé. I also thought I eould dotcet o fow stronds of whitc in his
shock of rich auburn hair.

Somehow I felt I mugt f£ind out what was behind this change in wy
friend. It was not idlo ouriosity, but rathor a conyiction that it
would hclp him if ho couwld sharc his burdcn and so balve it. And as
his clos¢ friend, I felt ho might tell we what otherwisc might provo
to bo bad if kept penned up indofinitely.

It was with this objoctive in mind that I finally cornerog him on
his way bhomc from work ono ovcning, after we had both boon detaincd
with somc work that had overlappod from the holiday period.

As ho had to pass uy homc on the way io hig,I mnoged to porsuada
hinm to call in for a drink. Over this I groadually bTrought the con-
vorsation round to his holiday. He tricd to turn thce subjoet but I
wos adamnont.

"Lock horo, Derrick," I prcsscd, '"you cannot go on liko you have
bcon doing those lapgt faw wocks. —Sinec your holiday you have ghut
yoursclf off from over¥body, and only suoccedod in making yoursclf
and all the office starf very wncomfortable.”

“Sorr¥ Bill," he replied, "but I just couldn't bring myself to
talk of the experienco I have hed. Althdugh I supposc you are right;
porhaps it would be better if T could tell you about it.

npfraid I've boen through a bit of an ordcal -- in fact I foel T
could do with another holiday right now, to get over iti® He warmcd
to0 his subjcct as he talkod.

"As you know, I had doocidod to sgond this holiday wollding in
southorn Ircland: I had cven loormed o forw basic pbrusos in Gaclic
to holp me got along botter with the local inhabitants in tho out of
the woy placos.

For ovor two wecks I had o warvellous tiwe, sceing things I had
boforc only droamed oxistod,in o countrysidc that was . continuously
unfolding vista of indecscribable beouty and intorost.



CRANOGUE

s ocbout the Tucsdoy in the last weck. I had docided to put
in gg g&ﬁh aa]kinc as possgble that day,to enable we to reach one of
the main towns beforc nightfall. Bg mid-afternoon I realised that
this wes impossible on foot. I was desconding fwoml one of tho low
foothills and beforo me lay a swull hamlot on thc shores of what
nopcarcd to bo o good-sized loko. Ia the middle of the lnke was a
rugeod island on which was built onc of tho Irish cronogucs or luke-
dwellings. In oasc you wmay not have heard of those, they ro roiments
of thc Middlc Agos, when thc nobility bhad tolbualé thoir homces on
such islands to protoct thelr fanilics ond possesslons 10U the
wondcring bonds of muraudors.

difference in this ocage was_that it was not possible to make
outhgv deginite shapo_of the dwelling itself, duc to a migt-like
cloud ~that scemed to clook west of thc island and rcached down to
the sand and shalc at the water s cdge.

This mistiness intrigued me no end, and avith many an inguisitive
glance aoross the water, I descendod to thc hougos clustorod along a
Wooded shore of the meifland. Local inhabitants were consplicuous by
their scarcity, but broaking through a clump of trcos I camc upon a
young collcan gothorin wood into . bundlc. As apporently she had
ot seon mc I spoke to hor.

"Good ovining."
She sproug oroot, looking at me ag if sho had scon a ghost.

"'y goryy if I startlod you.but I was wondering cbout the island
over therc."” I soid. Sho ~cithor did not undorstand o or was too
gstertlod to cnswer, so I tricd a§a1n. Tointing to the islind I ven-
turcd the Gaolic word "Cranoguc 7"

At thig, +the colour drainod from hor rosy checks, and then fronm
hor lips burst o strean of Gaolic.

"Oilean Cheoidh, ns daoine a contonn ar oileain cheoidh,Dacine aith
is eadh ied.” With +this outburst she grabbed the bundle she had
dropped end ren like one quscssqd in tho dircction of the cottagos,
gasping out as she ron, "Aith, aith." -

I did not know whothcor to lau or run aftcr hor. I caded up by
gshouldoring my rucksaclk and wmaking my way towards the houscs whero
the girl apparontly livcd, glancing towards the loke on my right,now
worc curious _than over. It scemed that my orude 'Crunogud' "was
soncthing to de with hor 'Oilcan Cheoidh', but what, I was lator to
loaran in a surprising wy.

As tho girl had cntorcd onc of the cottoages, I decidod to try the
first of them. %% Imocliing, however, brougnt no :igly, so I travol-
od further dowa _what appoared to be the main and only astrcect.  All
the houscs fooed towards the loke. Agoin I Inockod upon one of the
doors but still without avail, eclthough I could hove sworn I saw
soncone move in the dim iaterior of o roopd. _This was o bit discon-
corting to mo, o stranger, ond as I walked clong this little strcet
I fclt cyos wi.tehing m¥ passoge.  Somconc ust have socn ne-——-but
sorleona who did not intcnd opdning thoir door to we.

. By this time the late afternoon was #durning to the chill of evcn.
ing, and I had no inolination to spend thc night out of doors, altho
it "would not have boon the first tiwoc I had donc Just that. So
agoin picking up m¥ ruckseck I madec my way along that strongely
silent stroot —— gtronge _insofor os it was dovoid of tho sounds onc
esgociatos with tho noral activitics of hows—life. It wos as if the
oomlgﬁ of cvoning had brought a ccssction of all the nprnel sounds
of villogo life. Tt was with doterminetion thercfore thot 1 dceided
to try o larger housc at the fer and of thce hamlot, onc that scomcd
dif eront gonidhow, morce modern in this old-world place.

My loud knoecking brought to tho door a typieczl Irishian but onc
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A
who seemed rather out of place in this countryside: 1 3 vk
that he wag dressed differently from the loca Sinﬁébitggtgﬁjﬁig gﬁ%ﬁ

looked as if it must have been bought in one of 4 A30c Bnelis
towns . and I would say at a fairly gogd quality gailgg'éa;%cfﬁa'%lnh

.. "Good evening," I veutured, in as fricndly a monncr o
"I wondered if ySu could possihly put me up %or the ngvﬁi ! ggu%éé
%ﬁi%lg it is impossible for mc to rosch the hoxt town bofore night-

He looked at me with a twinkle in his blue eyes. "Good evenine +o
E?u too mi boy; surs we ean put you up, bul there's no neo% to
nock the housc down to got ingide of it no less." EHc held opca the
door for me to enter. "Come right in and mekc yoursclf st home. You
3gglqﬁétchw€l%gmcdto anyth%ﬁg Wg havglto‘%ffﬁr.”h And with that re-
narlk shu ¢ door-—rathcr forei ought—-thon fasta i

with two vory large bolts. v s S s e

The room was reasonably large but not over furnished. In the open
hearth was a fire that _seem%d to_ send o glow right to my inwgrd
parts. Two bigh-backed fireside chairs were pleced one on cieh side
of the fireplace; tho floor was of bright cogourcd tilecs. At one
side of the room was a large carpot,and in front of the fire a thick
TUg,.

A smallish woman entered the roow from another door. She looked
neat and clean and, like the man, reminded we of English things in
the way she wore her clothes, and her hair-style lookcd as if it had
bcon used to boeuty-parlour {rcataoent in tho past.

"This is my wifc." tho man informed wme.

Shc swmiled swectly. "Good evening to you."  Her voilce held only
a tracc of Irish broguc, »sut her face bore cvery mark of the Irish
collegen. Shec bogan to busy horsclf with +tha proeparetion of the
ovaning moal.

My host spoke again. '"lly nawe is Patrick 0O'Brien. TYou have
probobly noticed that I seew a bit out of place here in this village;
we have only becn here for three years.” He secmed inelined to talk
freoly, and I listened with interest.

"I have lived most of my life in England. iost of wy working life
I was in oharge of construction works. I seem to have had a good
way with workmen, particularly Irish labourors. A few yeurs ago 1
found an aunt_had left mwe this house and & nice littlec lcgomoy to go
with it; so I docided to retire. Yos, I can sco you arc fThinking I
dock young to be rotiring. I am guitc a way off sixty yot, but it
looked tod good to be wasted, out hore, so herc we camc.”

I was very pleascd to find such o fricndly host, so I thinked him
end introduccd mysclf.

"mi newe is DorrickForbes. It was very good of you to offoer the
hospitality of your howe to a stranger. was beginning to think I
would have to spend the night in the woods. I had almost despaired
of getting accomodation. tried two houses higher up the road, but
either theére was no—one at home or they did not wish <o opon their
doors_to a stranger. You did not seeu to mind opening your door to
me, although I notice you keep it well barrcd at night,  ovaan though
it is not Teally dark yot."

At this, Patrick's face became more serious._ "To a stranger that
might seex unusual," he explained, "but in Ballinashee one does not
welk out much in the evenings, or loayve one's doors opcnr for anyonc
or anything to entor," With his last phrasc, his oyes hold a stronge
look. His face brightened up, however, as his wifc brought in a
large pot of stoaming Irish stow.

I have never known that famous dish smell so inviting. Ho sgige-
O
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nalled wme to draw up & ohair, and for +ten wminutes ccaversation
flagoed whilst we set to with hearty appetites in thc consumption of
that homely repast.

Supper over, we instinctively drow our chairp towards the warm
glow of tho fire. I brought the conversation round to my awrival
therc. I told him of my cncountcr with the little Irish girl cnd oy
puzzlament at her odd_bchavior. Also of uy iotorust in the cranoguc.
I told him of the girl's outburst in Geaclic and, as nccxr as I conld,
told him what I thought she had suid.

"Yes !" he exolaimed, "I should think that any onc_of the local
People would have answered something similer to thc girl. Tt means,
The peoplc who live on thea misty island-—oilcan chcoidh—--.,..they
arc a strange pcoplc. '™

"Are the people often sccn, then 7" was my quory.
"As far as 1 know, no-one living has evor sccn thcom.”
"Then why do they feaxr thes ?°

"Why do people fear ghosts, even though they may acver have sccn
one ?% I saw his point.

He continued. "In a plaocc likc this, onc doos not have to sco
somcthing to be_afraid of it but thu fear ean bo there Jjust the semo
and just as roal."

"Does anyonc over go out to the islend to seo whow or what lives
thore, to find out for thouwsclves....surcly it would be quite simple
%o roghout to_tbe &sland in a boat. It is only about half a mile

rom thc ma .

The_linos of his faoce bocamo hard. "Liston mi boy, +thoro's no
boat alcong the wholc of thesc shorcs, and if there worc no onc would
evor drccm of using it to go out to tho island.”

Perhaps my u€bringing had mwade me a little wmore skeptical than
usual ebout such_ things so I pressed him for wore detalils. "Has
anyone gvei tried to go thero %7

"®ll...yes." His reply camc a bit hesitantly. "About <on ycars
ago. A local boy by the namc of Shamus Mellally, on holidey frol his
collegc in Dublin, decided it was a lot of hecathon humbug which
should be sgttlod onoc and for all. So one day_ he row.d out to the
island in_the only good bout in the district. Hc never camc back...
Two days_latcr the boat was scon drifting boack towards the meinland.

ty.  Its owmor docided it shouid ncver hoppon cgein and forthwith
proccedod to broak it up. No sight or sound of Shimus hos boen sccn
or hocrd to this dey. That is why you will not seo o boust anywhere
along tho lakeogide.

A notc of sadncss had orcpt into his voicc. The mottor wes to hiwm
of great signifiocance, sc I thought I would show my respect to his
opinion by dTopping the subject. I wade my excuses for o %'ring day,
chd retired to the room prepared for mc.

It was not_to sleep, however, for quite a while. I, who noimally
drop off to sleep_in a few minutes tossed about fox what scomed like
hours. I just could not forget the story of thc cranogue, as told to
me by my host Peforc retiring. I felt that, come what way, 1 would
find out something of the scéret of the island.

Bvontuzlly 1 did sink into a sound aslcep, and wokc carly noxt
morning focling very raofreshed-——-and with iho idea of sccing  tho
island at closc quartors still din wmind.

. A fine breakfast, beautifully cooked by rs. O'Brien, put me in
fine feeling, so voicing a desire for a walk along the lokeside,
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without mentioning the cranocgue, I mads w e ‘ M{;_'
sunshine. & & gy way out into the morning

Without appesring to hurry, I mads wy way along the north side of
the lake, away from the houses until {hoyywerc %iddcn frow view by
the treos. I found myself standing on a smull strip of sand. Facing
we wag_the island, and right opposite wancre I stood was just visibld
a similar sandy slopc.

I figured that, being a good swinmer., the nine huadred yards of
water separating we frow the island would offer no great obs%gole to
mX plan.” On dressing that morning I had put on o swimsuit under my
clothes, so that it wos & simplc moatter to divest wyself of my Wa?ﬁ—
ing rig-out and make rcady for my swim. On top of uy swim-suit I
fastenad my belt with its leathsr pouch and bowic-knife. This I
docidod to tcke din casc I moy need it for an emergeney,zlthough what
form this nmight take I had not the faintaest ddoal . ....onyhow it was
therc in oosc it was ncodod.

So with this 1ight load I slipped quietly into the cold waters of
the lake anc struck off for the sandy shore ahead.

As I have already seid, +the island seemed to be shrouded in =&
strangg pist and even as 1 approached its shores thc mist still hung
over the rocky formation. My easy approach did not briag any better
view—--in feot the nist seomod rather a little morc donse.

I turned over on uy back to see _what the little hamlet looked
like frow that view-point. _It sparkled in the morning sunlight like
a jewel rcsting on an emerald oushion; but this was hardly the_tiwme
or placo for sightsecing, so I startcd out oncc morc for tnc island.

A few minutes of strong swimming brought me within whet I eonsid-
ered to be wading distence of the beach, but I found that I couldn't
touch the bottom with my fect. I had to swim within a yard of the
sand beforo I could do so, —and even then it shelved vory rapidly
downwards. Oncc on the solid ground agsin, I stood up and took in
good dcop breaths. Then, Ercssinf the wator from my suit, I sot foot
on thc rocky path up which I must climb beBorc I could discover whet
lay at the summit of the wist-cushroudod island.

The path started from s large rock, which was worn slightly flat,
aeither gy the weather of the yéars or by the passuge of many feet,
As I stepped_cnto this_stone, something wmade me turm to look cncc
wore at the little villagc 1 Hed just Ieft so scerctly.  But to my
ssozenent I found I could no longer_sco any sign of Ballinashco. In
faot no lend was visiblo at all. It wes_just as_if I _had landcd on
an island in the oiddle of a vast spa. _AlL that I sould sec wac the
water of tne lako, broken up into little choppy wevelets. It wes
beyond py comprchcnsion. For a moment I had the unoasy fecling that
I should bavc hoodod the warning of those simple poople and lct well
ajonc. But I think my natural curiosity was the dociding faotor,
elthough it wog with wixed feelings that I turned ny back on Belldin-
agheo to make the c¢lich to the ramparts that T fclt tmst tower wcll
above o,

The way up these ovranogue approaches wes usually in the form of
stesp steps in_rough hewn Tocks, set in the form of a zig-zag path,
sometimes doubling back on itseif——apgargntly wade thus t0 throw off
the attacking partics +that must 2t times have attempted to wake
asscult on thosc dislend homes, with the hopoe of worthy loot as a
roward for their cfforts. Most of the path was now ovirgrown with
vegitation _through lack of usc over the intorvening +time sinec it
wog occupicd so miny ycars ago.

It took mc noarly ten minutes to scole this rocky approach. At
the ond of the olimb I was fceling the ceffcets of doing such a job
without .the ﬁ;otcotion of o pair of shocs. Even a pair of light
gsandals would have becen verg walcome at that mouant. The cfforts and
discorforts woro soon rowardod with tho sight of the summit ahead,and
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it wos with relief that 1 steppod onto grass again.

My phydical rolief at roaching the sumit wes quickly forgotten,
for as I stood upright to regain ﬁi breath aftcr my exertions,
faced in the dircction of whet should havo beoen the ruins of the
cranoguc-——at lcast that is what I cxpcctod to find, What I saw wes
somcthing so cantircly opposite to my oxpoctations thatl could only
stand an§ gapc st what lay beforc mo.

To say that it wag alien would be to make an understatement;
words oouXd not adequately describe it. The edifice which lay boforo
mc was for all thc world likc a hugo mctal canistor of box -- yot it
was not ncarly so symctricul., Thorc did mot scow to be any opening,
oither_as a window or a door, It was like somc futwristic mausoloum
———or likc somcthing seen only in 2 vaguc drcam. The next impression
I got was on¢ of fcar, of cold wibridlced terror. Only a suprcme ef-
fort wnd an insetjable euriosity kopt me frow yclling in shecr funl:
ond tumbling headlong down that stony path. But I hold my growund,
and with wy hoort pounding ot my ribs, stepped delibratoly but fear-
fully towards that stronge placo.

The dew-damped gress felt very soothing to my poor foct;
strangely cnough tho grass wes very short, almost as 1f it had bosh
wowil. Twenty Jards from thc point at which I had roachod the summit
of the path, the grass finished suddonly, os though it hed boen
recwoved, as onc rcmoves turf for laying a.lawn. On¢ moment I was
woelking on cool grass, the next I was stépping on a strcteh of sond.
It folf worm bonoath my fcot, but it was not like walking on tho
sand onc finds at thc avercge souside resort; I have nover scon the
likxe of it beforg in all my lifc. and I havc been to overy kind of
seasido town on tho wholc of FEnglond's coust-linc.

Thg sand was very fine, but not in the way that nature pounds the
garth s rocks +to the fiae gowder that we know; the only wey I can
degeribe it 1s to suy that this kind of sand was the result of some
poworful scicentific pr009531n§; it _may souad o bit wild, bub I
would say +that it was 1ike the rosult of some kind of citooic dis-
intogration.

#Hth these thoughts running through my mind, I walked slowly to-
wards the building, I edgéd wrowad it slightly, and in so doins
rought wyself to view it from a slightly differont angle. Frod
hero™I saw that on this side wes a large opcning.

Well, my sdvanturc had brought me to the entrancce of this place.
If my natural instincts had ruled my actions at that moment,I should
have hurricd away. But somchow I put my fcars bchind me wnd stepped
warily into the comparative gloom of tho antrance. =

The mowent 1 stepped over thut forbidding threshold I wes con-
scious of a new fear, My whole being was suddenly subijected to
gtrange vibrations, It brought to wind sn occusicn when, as’ a little
boy, wy father +took me through the local power—sta%ion, and we
entered the turbine-generator xoom; the throbbing of thosc wighty
cngines had made me feel quoer as thelr vibrations filled my head
with their torrific drwamiag. That suame foclingassailed my body
now, exccpt that in this casc it wus from a moro aiion sourcc. )

As 1 progresscd into the place. tho vibrations increascd. I tadied
to put away the focling, but it was liko +trying to forgot that onc
has toothaohe: it is Just thereo 2ll the time. did, howcver, mon-
ege to keop it to ‘the bock of my mind as I progresscd info tho
interior and tried to fathow the cnighe of this plaed.

.The floor was a continuation of the san%i ground outside the
building, and was resasonably level. The walls were of some smooth
bard substance, end from the interior of the fabrioc itsclf, light
emanataed as_thogﬁh lemps were containcd within cach portion. When
I touchcd this we 1-fabric, my fingers ancounterod a hard metollie
surfecc, cool to the touch.
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I oontinued my slow progress along the corridor,end soon the sandy
substance of the floor ga%e way to § hard bu% mat’surfacg, S0 tﬁQtJ
it seewed that one eould not slip———it would have boen almost impos-
sible to slide anytbing along that floow. )

. Presently I came to a bulge in the ocorvidor —- o widening whioh
mlght virtually be described as & room. Like the corridor, the room
had the same wnotural illumination.

Ag_ T coatinued wy stealthy wey past the room, _into the interior,
the floor sloped steadily dovmwerds; ond as it sloped it turned in
o gentlc downward spiral. Every twenty or thirty yards therc appeared
a roow off thc corridor.

After I had passed perhaps three or four of these rooms, slowl
spiraling to_the right, I estimated +that I should be bencath <the
place whére I had started.

It wag strange to me that thers werc no steps in this placc, only
the_gently sloping floor. With this idca joITing through my mind, 1L
reolised ~that whntever had its abode in this alicn hospice did not
wolk as docs o normal human boing. Tho ocecupants would bo incapeble
of using steps as we would. Tho very thought of this made the hair
ot the napc of my nock stand on cnd.

I begen to realige, +1oo, that the terrible drumming vibrationg
were becoming more insistent as I progressed downwards. Tha thought
struck & new terror in m¥ fast-beating hoart.....what strenge beings
was I likely to meot in this uncarthly place ?

At this momont torxor got the better of me, I turnod in my +tracks
and ren headlong up the slope. But after fifty yards of ruaning I
gtoppcd as suddenly as I had started, onc fact foreing its way ifto
mg pounding brein:  the vibrations did not got any loss as I neaxrcd
the entrancée ! They were still as strong.....so thot thoy must not
incroase the further I ventured into the interior, but the longar T
stayed in this plaoce. In other words, the fiendish pulsing was be-
g Higeotoq at me, wherever I wont, dirrespeotivo of whether I wont
up or down !

, My natural urge was to rece with all my strength for the upper
alir and civilisation somewherse above me, Then my curiosity agein
overcame uy mounting terror...after all, I had come too fax to reéturn
without lknowing moré of the inhabitants of this bizarre place. So,
fighting baok the growing fear within my breast, I started off back
aga%n dowvn the gently sloping spiral, iInto the bowols of this weird
abodo.

As I made wy docision to turn again down that sloping way,I ocould
have gworn that I felt a now surgc in the throbbing which permeated
my whole body, as if the power %hat sent out thet inbumon drumain
worc exulting at my docision. There was a notce of triumph in tha
bellish pulsing.

So with this additional strain on my near-frayed nervesms systew, I
stepped warily and fearfully again into the easy wndulating depths.

I followed the path downwards for a good half mile;  still with
its glowing walls and bulginﬁ rooms, but with the air still reason-
ably fresh. In fact, if it had not been for that infernal throbb1n§
I think I would have enjoyed my little adventure into that unusua
underworld. But the drumnnné_was not_to be pushed aside, trg ag 1
would. I continued on down this spirel road, but ageinst my better
Judgement and mownting fears.

Suddenly my searching glance brought my eyes to rest on something
that pulled we up with & terrific jerk..... My common sense told me
what it was that lay on the floor ahead of me, but my throbbing mind
tried to meke beliove that my syes were decoiving mc. I s%opped
foarfully forward.
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In that eerie illumination I stooped to touch the object. It was
the huddled form of a man —- & young men, Jjudging by the olothing;
rey flannels and a sports shirt. _He bore no signs_of violence b{
eing torn or damaged in any way._ It was his unusual position tha
gave mc a bit of a shock. His body was turned towards the dowmward-
Sloping path, but as though he had bcon moving in o backwards dirce-
tion---perhaps backing away frow sowething cofing uﬁ from the depths
below him. He hod fallen with his head ngoinst thc luminous wall.

His posturc wes onc of crouching awey from o great toerror.  His
bod{ wos supported on his right arl, whioh was doubled undcr him,his
loft arm oovering his head t6 werd off whatever thrcatonod him. "The
body wes rceduccd clmost to o skelcton, but the flesh scomed to be in
o normol state of docay ~—— it had not hoen destroyed by_any outwoxrd
forec, nor had it been cttockad by any inscet or animal” 1lifa.

Ag 1 looked more ologely at the position of the body, I realised
that deocay had altered slightly the original poise of the arm:
would say thet this fellow died with his hands over his ears, as if
to shut out some droad sound that was too groet to boax.

With this realisation_genetrating uy benumbed brain, I was again
brought face to face with the fact that this vile pulsing was
inereéasging ia intensiﬁi, evenr as I looked wupon this poor ill-fated
creaturs. I knew only +too surcly +thot the corpse was the ovoer-
aavemturous sollege—boy, Shamus, of whom my host” had told me_the
evening before....owelve hours ago.....it was beginning to focl like
ages sinoo I hed scen thosc fricndly huwan faces.....sinee I had set
off for this hecllish labyrinth.

My terror mounted, evea as_I thought of what it might bhave been
that had struck down so ruthlessly this yound adventurer. TFor a
moment I was rooted to the spot in petrificd immobildity. Then sud-
denly, with a sorcam tearing ot vocal chords, I sprang to con-
gcious aotion with a wild lcap round and upwoards in the dirdetion of
the upper air.

Synchronoug with my terror-ingspired leap for the upper reaches,
was the roealisation that I had descended quitc some distanoc into
the bowels fo tho placc, and also that wy return journcy was not
the casy opproach of my downward wolk. Instcoad I had to face g oldub
of noarly a milo ~- a Irightful milc with my very lifc dcpending on
t?gmbaffort whioh my body could producc to overcoms that grudling
o .

Fear lent speed to my feet, but even as I strained to get away
from +that wmknown hozror, I could fcel those horrible vibrations
beating into my brain with renewed force.

After half a mile of that incline, wmy muscles werc_begimaiag to
feel the strain, and I wondered if I was going to be able to make it
to the top. With an cffort of will I tried to kcop my mind off any
thought of failure. Any weakcpln% now might causc mc to losc this
fight, Jjust as that poor soul in the_depths below me had succumbod
to the power of the beix that ocould " scnd out vibrutions strong
gngygh t0 break down the humen mind and bring death in sueh fright-

ul form.

Those vibrations had now reached almost uipearable proportions, as
if the creature +that emenated thow werc scending them out in a last
bid to prevent wmy roach1n§ the c<ntrance to this inbhuman mausoleun
and the safot¥ whicn lay bcyond its confines. | I began to focl
thankful for thc cnergy which had beoon storcd up in my body by the
healthy holiday I had spent in thc past fow weoks., cund prayced that
the vital storc would not run out before I could attain my goal.

In the last fow hundired yards of that soul-blasting milo I could
feel my lungs giving wader the strain, as @y broath cahc in labourcd
gasps. At last I Felt onco moro the mat surfaco of thc runway give
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way to_thc oourse sand towards the antrancg. 1 saw the gleam of
natural light ahead of me, then I was staggering into the full light
of day a%aln. I did not stop_to regein x Tailing breath, but
lurchcd Towards the spot whore I knew was the path the lako and
frcedom. In soconds I wag treadln% once uorc thc cool grass at tho
top of theo rise, and then I was on the top step of the rocky path.

How I reached the bottom of thaet stony way to the lake without
breaking my neck is still a mystery to me: but meke it I did, _All
I can remember is stuwbling down that nigly eausway wntil I finally
felt the cold water touch my feet. I plunged headlong into that
watery oxpanse,regardless of the faot that in iy dxhausted condition
I might never maké the swin to the mainland.

The gsudden irmersion into the ohill water must have revived me
quite & lot, for I found myself swimming steudily outwards and away
frow that terror whieh lay bpehind me. I must hove been within a few
yards of the mainland, when I began to feel uysclf §r0w1n' suddenly
very weak. The gtriin wndor which I had becn in the last hour vos
gﬁgv1nm too much for my overtaxcd body. Herc I was...a oalligﬁ dis-

nco from safely, and foiling on the throshold of succous. v in-
stinct kopt my arms meking the motion of swirming...then I felt thot
it wos all ovor...

I was wrong. as you can ses. I wakened to find myself in a soft,
warn bed, with wy host end hostess bending over we, their voices
coming slowly to wy returning conscioushess. Strong arus lifted me
to a Wore upright position, and tender hends gently Fed pe with warn
broth. A few Spoonfuls of that warming fluid revived Ly senses suf-
fiociently to allow me to partake morg. frcely of fho food; them I
sank thaakfully back into the soft pillow and drifted onecc orc into
a droeanless slocp.

I found later that I had slept for almost twenty-four hours. In
three days I wes almost normal again, but did not feel like talking,
My host was_kind enough not_to ask about my adventure, and I did not
wish to toll anyore, but I did +try to make gsolf "as sociable as

ossible to the peoplc who had shown me so rmuch kindncss. I tricd
go makc convergation whencver I could.

I asked Patrick how this strange little villagce camc to bo called
Ballinashca.

"Ballinaeshee," he oxplained, "means the village of the fairies.™
"But I thought fairies werc benign little oreatures 7% I guoried.

"Yos,some of them are, but thorc arc ovil fairios as well as good
oncs, you know."

I fclt I owed hiz an oxplanation, +too, so I proeceded to tell
him in outline of ny adventurcs in the eranogue, but did not aticupt
to offer eny explanation of what kind of crcature oxistod in thet
alion building — not that I could haye donc go in an lan%ua%o that
would havc pade sensc to him, I told him of my find in that weird
cotacotb, and he agroed that it wes the boy of whom ho had told me.

Two days later I thanked those_kindly people, said my 'goodbyes,'’
and set off for howe. That is all there is to it; now you Inow the
whole of nmy story."

L L ) . * * L] L . ° L L L L] L] *

I gaused for a fow mdnutes to let this strangc account siak into
my astounded thoughts.

"Wnat do you think of tho occupant of thc oranoguc, Derrick 7" I
asked,. "Do” you +think it was some form of advancdd human or animal .
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He hesitated. "Whetever it is that inhabits that fantastic place,
Bill, it cannot possibly be any form of life that we can even begii
to imagine, with our limited intelligence. No...whatover it is ovor
there, 1t 1s something as far advanced abovc us as wo arc above the
most primitive savage ¥hat over oxistod.

‘What possible from of life is there in our kaowledge that could
gend out vibrations in such a form as to concentrate. them against
the will-powor, as it did, so as almost to force the mind to give way
to the power being radiated ¢

"Then_ageine... there wag tho naturc of tho placc: no steps, always

& gradual slopln%'from ong lovel to another. That can only mean onc
thing to mo--whatover used thosc paths did not,bcecusc it could not,
walk 1like a_humon boings....or oven an onimel for that mattor. The
only thing I con think of in that hcllish structurc; is sow: sort of
SUPCY—IN.CRiNC. « o s YO8« . camachine: +that's the only viord that describes
what I experienced in that_ploce;  some great monstor of uncarthly
aotal or mettor, so uttorly forcign to our thought proccsses as to
boggar any dcsoription I could cvor hopc to give.

"Whetever it _was, it was able to pmobe into wmy inner being as a
psychiatrist delves into the subconscious;  but in this case it wasg
capable of sending +those searching vibrations into my body and
against my will., = To that oreaturs, I was not & human being, but
something to bo analysed. It could not understond oy physical und
mental proccsses, so it tricd to destroy me.®

In spite_of the harrowing experience through which Derrick had
gonac, fclt somchow that he was not cntirely satisficd with the
idca of loaving it out of his wind forever. hc thought was con-
firwed with his noxt words.

"1 wonder what lies behind that great eni%ma? Surely an intelli-
éenoe as great as tho one +that oxists on that littlc lsland in the
cert of Wirc is not content tglgzs@ stay thorc and wait. 1 wondcx
what would beo_in store for the inhabitants of that littlc villege if
over that alien orcsturc decided to emcrge frow its lair. “What
would be in storo for humanity if cver it wos at lorge on tho faoc
of this puny plonet 27

He seemed to be thinking aloud, and with these spoken thoughts he
senk intc a mood of deep concentration.

Somshow I fecel that, in spite of all he has experiencad, ho might

one day rocturn onec morc to try to solve the riddlc of {hat aliem
ocrcaturc on Oilcan Chcoidh.
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37 ; (compiled by His High
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g ’ JIX DG A Doktor Dorekot 2,
Willicmzowski, B3qa.)
Callous: give mc an carly call. Cornga: cven_oldcy jokos.
Catacomb: pussy at ber toilet. Cornicc: woll I 1iks old jokes !
Catkin: feline relatives. Cornucopia: o gnradisc for old jokes.
Centigrade: promoted. Corseir: when the comb won't, go through
Centipedo: domoted. ) Countcrfiet: 1If she's got thHrec, she's
Charlatan: Charlie sunbathing. an alien.
Cinmnawon: Bastern gentlemen. Counterpoisc: add up hor melc offspring

Climate: ascend theé ladder, ocook. (Crackling: see "fluff.

Climax: as above, but mere infor- Crapulous: suffering from dysentery.
mally. Cutlass: an injured woman.

Copious: do tho samec as me.



