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— DITORIAL

Science-fiction fans are a lazy pack of individuwals! Or,
rather, a large proportion of those who call themselves fans.
The true enthusiasts spend all their spare time (and all their
money) wroducing magazines and sending out large gquantities of
correspondence in the endeazvour to draw fans together. ‘When
they succeed a few more people join the SFA; receive NOVAE
TERRAE and all the other publications, and just read them,
without realising that these fan-mags are really and truly
dependent on readers' opinions. If you don't write to these
magezines cvery month, you are not getting your money's worth!
The magazines are run entirely to put over your opinions. If
you are a true fan, not just o blood-and-thunder meniac, still
lost in wonder over the genius of men who can write stories
about death reys and space warps, you have very decided opinions
of your own - ALL SF fans have. These magazines are for you to
spread your views to others. The Bditors of professional
magazines; run for profit, cannot and will not devote a large
proportion of their space to the propaganda some keen enthus-
iast of some "ism" is trying to thrust upon the public; we are
impartial, and are only too glad to put anything in our pages,
providing it is reasonably scnsiblc and logieally written.

DOIT'T BE LAZY! -~ if you see sometlhing you don't like
in this mogazine, don't just make & rude noise ond then go on
rcading - sit right down and write tp us! Write {o 211 the
fan mags, and show the editors there are more than just & few
brainless morons reacing their outpourings.

If you sce something in ASTOUIDIIIG, by all means write to
Campbell and tell him about it - in cny case write to us cbout
it, and sce what other reoders and fans think,

It will be scen that we have taken the "Satellite” into a
new format, which we trust will prove popular. This new size
and style costs us o great deal more than before, and we hope y
you will heln us along by teliing your Iriends all about the
magazine, and, don't forget - WRITE IN¥ AWD TELL US WHAT YOU
THINET A1l articles, short stories, comments, and letters of
criticism will be appreciated.

A R R R EEEEE,
THE SATHIIITH
3d. per copy. 33d. post frece
Six months subscription - 1/6d. post free,

Amcrican readers - 4d. per cony post free
Six months subscription - 2/~ post frec.
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(BEING A LITSRARY GAME, WHERBIN BACH PLAYER IS REQUIRED TO WRITE
AN INSTALMENT OF THE STORY, CARKYING ON FROM WHBRE THI FREVIQUS
PLAYBR LEFT Oy, AND FINISHING HIS INSTALMENT IN SUCH A MANNER AS
TO HMAKE IT A3 AWKWARD AS FOSSIBLE FOR THE WBXT WRITER TO CONTIN-
Ui, Tnk PLAYERS' RUTA IS AS FOLLOWS:

Beginning...« ... David McIlwain,

Part ONC ecveccoo.frank D. Wilson.

Part WO sccca b o.Co5, Youd,

Conclusion. ... ...Jdohn ¥, Burkc.
IT I3 IMPORTART THAT THE GENLRAL THEME Or THE STORY SBOULDL, AS
FAR A3 POS3IBLE, ADHLRE TO TH& PRB-AR.ANUED TITLBL)

PART Ol

Thore is a place, sheltcercd by towering hills, and watercd by the
dancing rivulets of the mountainside, wherc man is at last cont-
¢nt. WNo petty hatred cver secks to shatter thc placid peacc of
Lantozh, and no spy from th¢ malignant outer world cver pecrs acr-
oss the green mcadows and the c¢bon forests that conceal the per-
fect city. For Lanoah is in the hcart of the forests, and therc,
among the tall trees, onec may gliwmpsc transicnt visions of
crystal spires and citadels, and onc may hear the faint, whisp-
ering music which floais on the perfumcd air like heoven born
stardust, mingling in ¢uaint harmony with thc rustling leaves,
and the sighing of the zephyr-blown boughs,

Meny men have sought Lanoah, but very few hove ever found
it., idony have kxnown of its c¢xistence, and many have disbelicve
cd the storics told about it, but few have realiscd that concrete
proof lies in thc very legends and myths of the world. Heavenyp

Paradise, Zion, Elysium, Ufkopia.. ..211 arc one; oll are Lanoah!

Mcen likes gods inhabit Lanoah , men proved worthy of its
citizenship., Men vho have attained the state of mental pocrfec-
tion necver found in the outer wvorld, for zll mcn, having achicv-
cd such perfection, find the shaded towers of Lonoah before themp
and leave the outer world for cver. '

And there chanced one day, into the drowsy forest, a small
stout man, who pushed his way through thc untainted wilderness
of the undergrowth with feverish haste. At intervals he stopped
and pulled o large vipolet handlkcrchici out of his  pocket,
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to mop his brow. He would gazc into the surrounding feliage and
SOrans, ag thought searching for some familiar landmark, and then,
disappcianted, continug on hls crratic trail, as thought pursuzd
hy a devil.

Iyentually he camr acrogs a gtream, and he sat wearily on
the grassy bank. Again he wiped his Torchead with the wvivid
handlkerchief; and blinked rapidiy at the trickling stroam, and
the smbreo-trocs ecross the watoer.

“"Foolt" ho muttorad savagely, clenching his fists, "Damncd
fooli"

Hz fumbled in his coat pocket, and 'brou%ht out a tiny blue
hottls. Pulling out the eerk with his testh, he sprinkled a
small nmount of groyish powder ento the palm of hilsg hand, and
pocred at it with wrapt eoncontratisn. "Curged gtuff?” he
hroathed, thon he flung the pewdor and the bottle inte the brook,

And ng ho did so, a shadow foll acress him. With a cry  of
torror he gsprang 2racw, and turnid to face th2 new comor. He .
found befer2 him o tall impassive man, arrayed 1n whitc garments,
and instinetiv:ly ha falt awed Tn. ethor spoka, in a doop, Xp-
rzasive voice, which indieatod oxtrome culturs and raefincoment.

"How cam> you tc th: woods of Lnnsah?" asked the ptranger.

]Tha 1itt 1> man just stead staring, as thought unabls te
spank.

"Yeu ar2 noet of our type" centinusd the othor, "Turthermore,
y-u did nct antor by th» orthndmx r-uta”.

ng }niguder'f$und hindt’nguc ag len%tgid ?I did not kncw
it wou cill mef" hg gagnad miserably, n't knewt I
wouldn't 2&{3 Tadcon” 1t°1F %'d %ﬁown;.j’ . e

} o, an wa arplaxed. v o ne q0Y (2 of
thougﬁ?" ha pf%tgsteg.phﬁgeggécbe 103%0&3"? Ssiauaaugetrain of

"Are you a Phost™" The small man blanched at the thought.

"I am not eI the world from whieh you have evidently come;
but, on the cther hand, I live, and have substance. Therefore
I &sn no ghogt. But the mystery »f ¥y ur entraneg int~ Iancah is
as yct vns~lved. Te&ll mey, hew did ¥ u get here§ You did nct
dise~ver the amental vibration by accident?"

The little man was plainly agitated. "Am I deadqor am I
still alive?" he gried, as th-ugh his very exlstence depended
upcn the angwer.

The reply was unassuring. "Y u may be dead, bhut on the
~ther hand, y-u may be alive. But answer my questieng: how did
you gat hare?

n WL X " o YD 2 L]

T means® 1 Bodind 1tn20 Per THILREL °de PR S ERRE1 302 and o R IEEASA
%X%glf' Th= beok said that zize raing ¢f the gowdeﬁ,_taken

with Water, wopld induec a gtote 8f p“rfac% cadce, an efﬁtasy

in the mind. wag depressad, and I fock e graing. ¥ ‘muat
haye poelgenced me, for when I recovered crnscl~usness, I wag in

this foreast. T nusgt bz dead, and this muat be heavent T nust

e deadf®
The tall man smiled grinly. "Y-u are dead" he anncunced to

the shivering mortal, "But not gso¢ dead that you ocannot raturn to
yeur fermer life". He waved his am in a vague circla. "Thig

place 1s Ianoah, the abnde ~f the philosophers, the home of the
poets. The passport te Taneah, and particularly to tha city of
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lanoah, desn in the forest, is mental harmony end poise, which
you 4o not possess. This is Heaven, but one out of a million
million ever reaches here. You found the formula, the recipe
which was known orly to the wizard Elther, in the days when
Bgypt was o mighty nation. The formula that few posscss, and
such as possess it have never found causc to exceed the dose
as did you! Therc fore you must come with me t0.sasos”

He brokxe off abruptly as o slithering and crashing scund
camc from.the trees to: the right. The little non gave & ery
of clarmn. and would hawxs run awny, but for the restroining arn
of th¢. other. ¥

"Wo have riorc visitors" said the clder.

(ANOTHER INSTALMENT OF THIS WILL APFEAR IN OUR MEXT ISSUE -
SER HOW FRANK D. WILSON WORKS ON FROL HHRE!)

“EACKH IN HIS OwWN ToNGUEM

"B~1 C.3 Youd

A spacec-ship and o plonet,

Soric red-hot Jovian nhcll,
ilckey~nouse ond Tarzan,.

And caves whore the apce~nen dwells
With & Big White Carstaire hero
Aand a drunken, villainous sot,
Sori¢ cnll it science-~fiction

and others - tomnmy-rot.

A Prenchrion - rother spurious;

nd Trwebridge his oafish friund,

4 enll ot holf-past nidnight,

and soriconc's sticky cndg

Yith sone breasts like "pink-noscd kittens"
and gracoful, swan-like nccls,

Some call it Quinn'a best yarn to datc
Whilc others call it SEX.

Ten pages of nmimeographed tyning,

Aan ortiele or two,

A thricc-rojzcted story

And an asininz letter fron YOUs

And this norass of ink-sgains,

Thig greoat, big, nasty sneil -«

Sovie call it ths vicrld's best fan-nng.
and others nall it --well:

(SEE FOOT OF IWAT PAGE)


plo.net

L

oy =T A ey
EO U N .’) ANLD BA&S \/ ’}

Mourice K, Honson gives up NOVAY THRAAE to Ted Carnell, who
plans a magnzine thot will shake up the fans 2 bit. Quarto
size (we know that Mr. Carnell dida't copy off this issue of
THE SATELLITE, so there must be something in telepathy), tho
first new issue is duc about February, with & cover by harry
Turncr, fiction by well-knovm authors, and brond-ncw, up-to-
date fentures. We wish the magnzine thoe best of luck, and
hovne that it will keep up to the high standard Mr. Carncll
howes t0 SCL.coececa-acoas

Jemeg Hilton, author of *Lost Horizon®, writes from
Hollywond to o well-known Sunday paper that Columbiz are
planning » film nbout the lost contincin of Atlontis, and he
predicts o big boom in scicnce fantasy films.....

€Th. Devil Dell®, film of the Merritt novel "Burn Wktch
Burn®, showing in Liverpe-l roccently.

Bumble npologics to NOVAE TERRAE for not mentioning in
our Movember issue that "All is Dust® was originally printcd
in 82id MASRZINCe, o s sevcssconoa

A cortain duo of Livernool fans loosed off a mighty guff-
av vhen they rend in NOVal TERRAE that D.R. Smith considered
Rudy Vallec's was 2 sWing bands...ceeeeer s

Liverpool Branch humwing of late - Ped Cornell paid a
vigit Sunday, December 6th, giving o gripping talk that so
parched him he vanishoed for about holf-on-hour to swill down
beor with aboe Blocm. Ken Chapmon duce Decenmber lith -~ maybe we
can 1oy im o supply for him - moybe not.sea

A Merry Christmns to you all.

pror————n

{ CONTINHED RO FREVIOQUS PAGE)

Thon once in o million stories
To whot our grent desire,
We find onc wondrous fantosy,
FPraught trith supernal fire.
And tho Cohorts cry: “That foolishness!
Go pour it down the sinkl®
But wo who have known its glory --
e sit “lonce and think,
{(WITH APOLOGIUS TO A VIRY
PEAUTINUL PORM)
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{
B\/ Leslie j- Tol-mson

There is a sitr.ing in the dovecots of British fandom, and
ever and anon the restless crooning rises to a shrill wail. Some-
thing is wrong in the state of fandom; initial enthusiasm gives
way to gloom; fans ask one another '"Whither British science-
fiction?" -~ and find no answer.

The publication of FAUTASY shed temporary light in pere
gistenttgloom, only te return comet-like into the emptiness
whence it came.

Now, again, we have only TAllS OF VONIER; once ngain we
must pin our hopes to the Worlid's Work publication,

H

Before proceeding further due credit must be given Mr.
Gillings for his unrelenting eflorts to bring to pass the pube~
lication ol the magazinz in the first instance. Once public-
ation has vocome fact, hoviever, one must consider matters in a
totally differont light, and in so doing cast no aspersions on
Mr. Gillings' ploncering effaorts.

Enthuaiasm for the first issuc of TALLS OF WONLER gave
way later to mixed feclings. Sunned up, it was resolved that
the sole merit of TALZES OF VionweER llo. 1 was that it was Talus
OF WONDER Mo. 1L ! That it was thc first professional British
science~fiction magazine. i'ans whispered that after all it
was a start; they must be tolerant, 1t was good cnough to
havy a British magazine at all; why then drown the Infant in
g flood of eriticism, cither destructive or constructive?

Henge the whispors: the delicatc Infant must be prescr-
ved and carcfully nursed to maturity,

The Infant survived its birth, was duly registorcd as in
existenco, and promised to survive indoefinitely, all other
things deing cqual.

Having paiéd its way, it was rumourcd far and widc that
th. Infant was a succcsis; @ big future vas in store for it,
and before much Time hod sltjpcd into thoe Ximbo o Thoe past
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No. 5 iz due this month, and enthusiasm is wvaning. And the rea-
son for this? The Infant offers nothing of value to the world,
There are those who declare thoe world would be botter without the
Infant and plan furtively to do avay with it. Othcrs think an
opecration might be beneficial, whilo still other foster-parcnts «
overcous with scntincent - are content to oaintain the Infant per
5C,

Scicnce~fiction megozines of various types serve various pur-
poscs: clementary magozinoes can aitrect the hesitants to read
scicnec-fiction and nurture then until they can appreciate more
advanced works. Thesc nagazines lead up in stages to the best
"class” publications presenting a worth-vhilc nessage to the world
as a whoie. Theso diffcrent publications ali serve their purpose,

Into wh~t category, thon, does TALES OF WONDER (our rocaleite
rant Infant) £211? Honestly, I think that as ot progsent constite
utcd it comes outside these categorius altogether. 4 nognzine
that can regard a story such as #0ut of the kast® os a worthy
soccimen of all that is nost desirable for proesentation, and that
only prints (so we arc given to understand) on unwsual story like
"8mile of the Sphinx® undoer pressurce - such o »ublication has
littlc to offer to the scicnce-~fiction world in particular and the
osutgide world in goncral.

Thuere is no usc denying that kMr, Gillinzs nry be besct with
dif¥i~eultics of onc kind or ~nother., Tirst of all, has he a
complet 1y 7 e hond in rurning TWLES OF WOHDER? I understand
he hoas, but this nust not be reoarded as gospel.

Ther, although World's Work Ltd., are cat-like in their capo-
city for survyival, the nogazine's circulation is a factor to be
reckoncd with oven with fthai.

In sonnexion with the illustirations it is knavm for a facet
thot if the publishers had their way there would mosi likely be
only sne art ¢ifari: the coverd It i3 only b¢ superhwicn off-
orts that the hard-workced Editor contrives to have Turncr's draws
ings included, 2nd c¢ven then he is conpelled to usc cach of them
twiece ~ or none at ~ll in the subs.quent issue, .

Space rates for TALES OF WONDEHR arc not such as to delight
the hooart of the nceoediest of writers; but ny ovm views is thot
enthusiasm of scicnce-fiction writers is such ag to overlook
this roint to n considerable ¢xtceni. In this, howvever, os in
other points in this nriiele, I om always opun te contrrRistinp,,

Blnnmc for the present state of afinirs may rest fairly uwoon
any or all - or any coabination - of o nuaber of shoulders. The
Editor, the publishers, the renders, the authors: one or sang
conbinntion of these is to blame  Which is it? Personally, with
all e o st~ and ceuby i 3 ivnliand e blame the
Edlfof . Tpean't WeliayFine rygi? WG Teall s mInpihteElmar for
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Me nagazine in its present forn; nor that the authors cannot
Setter; as for the publishers, whe have an infinite scope

-OT Intoilorooen with editorship, knowing whot I do about World's

dork Ltd., I w inclinad te think that vhile they will not put

themsclves out to help the Tiditor, ncither will they tread on

his toes. ITf he praduces n tagazine that will sell well cnough,

that's as wuch os they sxpect fron hin.

Responsibility for reprinting storics unwirihy of even ini-
tinl prescntation rests with the ditsr Clone. and in this res -
cet dr. Gillings would appoar to be focing life with an intoler-
able burden,

Providing previous facts ~ne reasoning are correct we arc
driven to the conclusion that if Kr. Gillings scts hissolf out
to produce o really ®class® scicnce-fiction dublication thore
would be few obgtacles in his way.

I am driven to belicve that the prosent TalsS O WwONLSH
reprint policy has o decp psycholopical source inasiuch as itis
demonatrably easy to ceccopt ~ story ~lrceady aceoarded recognition,
rather thnon to take a chance with o svory chatl has failcd as yet
ty get boyond the tyvewriter. But thin, Mr. Gillings, cvery
story starts ~t the typewriter or 53 lopzhond | This is fact,
not just foney. Thenvhy not tak. = chanse ond print stories
townrds whiclhi you arc not binecascd ig ~dvance by previous, printe
sa, il ustrated presentations '

Detnils of T4ALES OF WONDER N. 5 just to band scen to indic~
e 2 soniewhnt better Tuture in stors with loss unprogressive
recprints, and if this is so I, for onc, will be Plecsed indeud.
But dctails I howe concerning TaLbS 02 WONWER No. € scun to indi-
caite thoat this particular No. will b. - Mall siericon Reprint
B¢ition®.

Possibly I nm onc of those sentilcntal foster-narcnta who
would rathexr suckle the Infant in agony thon have it destroyed -
cven though it nny be foeble-minded - ond yet I cannot help
thinking that if it were nnounced onc day that henceforth TALRS

OF WONDER would becoue o thing of the past (meaning that even
reprints would not be roprinted!) my regret would most likely
be as that for nn ailing relative rolonsced at last from o long
peisd of suffering.

In conclusinn, I do not wish tho “ditor f TwilS OF WONDER
to dnngine hhat I an cendennins hin aff.mand th-ut considers~

ctien TUE LGSt eiRgs vii Suliio ol 57 oLish sziencoe-fiction.

Fcw know better thon nysell cexactly how ¢iffa. 1% it has beon for

kr. Gillings to have the magazinc publishod of ol The foct
ren~ins, howgver, that Tuli3 0F WONDER as ot proscent w.oetitutod
has little to off'er to the progress of = branca of litern..-.

that is esscentinlly the mest oragressive in existence,  Talis o0
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WONDER is =n nnnchronisn; sonethin: «»ut 1 the kast®., and whilc
it may eontinue to survive as such, it will ¢ver be reminiscont of
a aried-up oasis in the descrt thot sroniscd se mumh and offercd
50 little.

Nothing would plonsc ne better than thnt Talils O WOINUBK
should song day be everyvmerc ~cclained the *Best in Sciuvnce-
Fiction", ~nd until what appooars ot the oresent to be the nost
fantastic concept in scicnce-fiction becomes £foet I will wish dir.
Gillings nnd TaLES 0F WONDER ~11 the luck in the woarle, ond hope
this article ngy assist their drogress.

M 0 0 N 8 H I N B .

R, VRS ' LaTTERS

FROM uBRIC C. WILLIAMS...-.

My first bit of praisc for the “S~tellite® is that it is the
past cheorful fan-nag that I knov of ... .1 Supposc, s o sSWing
f~n, that I should be pl wscd nbout the coveir, but the only
thin~ I 1like ~bout it is thc chap's b tio, It sceas that your
only nrtist in Liverpo:l is MaCK (though I oxpcet 4aSTR. 1s just
~an~ther namc for the samac, so I wish you would pleasc ask hig to
keed on the front page = in short, let's have batter covers.

*Groan Corner® is a go-d idva, though I wonuer how long it
will continuc. Most groans have becn vaiced agnin ~nd ngain,
and it secms to ne that the only thinsgs left to be kicked about

are the ninor ones.....but still, th-t's what they thought about
scicnece onee upon o ting.

The printing, as usual, wng terrible, and sone of the art-
icles - Frank Wilson's “Crazy S-P® especially - werc unrendable!
1 uncerstand the diffienlty of turning out heeotgraphed stuff
end don't blame you for the fault, but thorl hoswvons you are
zetting o Cuplicater  The 1ues of 8nanky scratching u'= pimples
wns rather sickening to my tender stomach, but the thenc sduns
interesting, so lct Snooky o ntinuc.

“Moopnshine® is, in ny opinion, the best part of the vwag, and
vh~tever you do, don't cut out the reolies te the readers' acti-
CTS....bhey nake it scon as thourh you are really interested
in whot the writers-have to sny, ond it nokes thom write oll
thenere. Psychalogyl! To swa up, the S804 4to® 1s an GLUS-
inr naz and well worth the ehormous fec charzed for 1t,

17

(We thonk Mr. Williams for his Tami mare 7, Teave seen
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to et the most fricndly letters fron ocur foreign readers,
particularly those in that far off an unciviliscd ploce. .., .
Loncon, artist MaCK, we regrot to annmounce, has collapscd f£eom
overwork, ond wilis not appear for...oh, years and years! Vo
gertainly will no€ Clacontinuc our practice of cnswering reod-
ers' letters, for how ¢lsc could we held our wn against ye
brickbnatters., ancd finally, re the %terrible printing®, what
about thig issue?)

¥ROM RICHWRD WILSON JR, NBW YOQRK.

The horridle hecotgraphing is naturally nauseous, as I gos youtve
been told nltogether too often 2lrenl¥..e.s.l s2u also where you
plon to suddenly blassom out into large size, which ig rogrett-
able - :lon't you know that fans hate and lonthe editors who
prance Joliily about, playing hod with the size of thoir pub-
lications? This sort »f thing nerits o Pote Worse than beath,
“Forcunrnced is Forearned® - ics8op...or unybe Wilson,

Th~t bow-tice fcllow who was cnught red-handed{laushter)
on the Deocember issuc is guite clover - not T. Cornell, is 147
*The Music War® wasn't bod, thoe the unling was nuessy...C.5.Youdds
~ro~n re titlus ig o business that's been long neglected - titles
arc iuprrtant - ask Hollywood.

(%o hate to questionyou when you Joubt our wisdom in changing
sizc, but we nust quote an cninent cuthority, and say thot,
belicveing as we G0 that most 8 our reacers will prefer this
siz¢ - "You ecnn't plcense averybody®)

FROM WILLL R F. (9SPHINX®) TEMPLE

THE COVER. Didn't like the expression on the drumier's {ace,
but i like the noushts and erosscs square you so thoughtfully
orovided. Floyed o game with Ejo, ond 1ost.

Bricts "Music Wa." ks original cenough to keep one's intercat
but foils in eredibility becouse relotively few pooplo arc renlly
gcnsitive to nusic, ond even they have their own indlvidual
reactions to it.

bir. Youd is soncwhat unfalr to cuthors in his article. In
the najority of cases it is the waitor who chooses the title,
unless tho outhor is of sufileient stonding to insist upon his

avm. 1I'm afrnil nest editors chnnot apprecinte intriguing titles,

but nrefer things that are supgosed to hit the casual rsader in
the eye. Hostly they don't, becruse they are nade up of worcs
thnt archne noyeo to death.

3til: ssnething wrons nbsut the back page. Soneonc's bunged
1 cartouche on nin., instend of readnble matter.
(We hnd soreawfully witty crocks to nnke here, but there’s no
nsre ro-n, so you'll just have to gucss what they were )



