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We have now complectcd the first
six nonths of thc Satcllitc'd car-
cer, and for thc past few wecks'
it was fcarcd that this six nonths
would bc all. This issue is about
a fortnight latc, duc to the fact
that we had to suspend producticn
until we could definitcly say if
the uogn21nc “would corttinue., It
has now bebn“dpc1dcd that Sally
will go on o trial voyage of 3
morc nonths. Ths subscriptions
of most of our rcaders arc¢ now
conplectcd, and we offer thenm for
rencwal at 1Qd. per 3 nonths,
vostyfriec. ‘For ithosc who buy
the nagazinc from these officces
personally, or from a Gistrib-
uting agent in London, thec pricc
will bc rcduced to 2d. per copy,
but post frcc pricc is still 33d
post free. Thils heavy postage
is, unfortunatcly, unavoidablc -
out of a cirgulation of 50-60 we
have not 20 pail-order readers,
and thus cannot scnd out at the
ratc of 1d. per copy. If YOU
will gain us ncw readers, the
price will go: down - and the
anount of naterial in our pages
will zo up!

We arc scnding out wgirculars
to Ancrica in an cndeavour to
gain nore rcaders, but there
again postage is cxcessive.  If
every onc¢ cf ou recadcrs could
gain us ONZ ncw readcr, wc would
be ablc to alwost double the size
of the magazine, yct sell at a
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is'to run’level - which it is
NOT doing &t thc goment, it is
cssential that we should have

‘nore readers - and if you will

get then for us, you will be
the first to benefit by. the
reauced cost, as we shall see.
that our carlicst and nost loy--
6l rcadcrs get speccial concess-

" ions on any subscrlptlons thcy

have scnt 1n, " .

If your subscription has now
lapsed, please lct us have your
rcnewal in a fortnight, so that
we nay judge how umatters stand,
and gect the magazinc out on
tinme; it may be necessary to
come out about a fortnight latec,
so we hope that our rcadcers will
bc lenient, and realisc just
how we are situatcd. If all
of you can rcnew your subscr-
iptions, and gct us onc new
rcaacr cach, ‘the Satellite will
go even further than it has
donc¢ - and itt*s still YQUR
magazine -~ for your artlcles
and lctters.

COMING IN IUTURE ISSUES:

N The Complctc S-F Fran" by
- R. Holmcs,

'-“Welrd and Scientific Flctlon"

b by Maurice K. Hanson.

"pParade® by Frank D. Wilson.
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by lsaurice K, Hanson

SCIENCL-FFICTION

RuLIGIONW.

There is quite a chance, my
dear reader, that you have made
a god of science-fiction. You
nay be a practising Christian
or an agnostic, but to all in-
tents and purposes science-
fiction is for you the one god.
You worship it more fervently
than many churchgoers worship
their own divinity. You rev-
erc it and are utterly depen-
dent upon it.

It has its high-priests and
its canting archbishops, 1its
heretics and its martyrs. As
firmly cstablished are its own
particular dogmas. Incompat-
ible with science are many of
its hallowed and cherished
beliefs -- that a material
body can travel at a speed
exceeding that ot light, or:
that mad scientists invariably
have beautiful daughters. It
is as intolerant of other
points of vicw as any hell-
fire religion. You, one of.
its followers, press close
upon the heels of many Chris-
tians in your failure to
apply the principles and
precepts of your belief to
the world of everyday life.
You, too, are addicted to
meaningless obscure metaphor
and idolatry in your worship.
And no one can say that you
do not know the value of

WONEY »

You, in all likelihood, have

your regular periodic meetings
with other worshippers at the
shrine of fantasy, which take on
a solemn ritual -- the passing
from hand to hand of treasured
collection pieces, the solenn
recounting of the success of
your missionaries among the un-
converted, and of course the tak-
inz of a monetary collection.
Your most solemn ritual and most
transcendental experience, how-
ever, lics in communicating not
with your god but with your
fellow worshippers through the
medium of the mail.

No word of blasphemy is all-
owed among your ranks; no one
must question the unreasoning
worship of your god. If some
rash individual 1like kilton
Kaletsky breaks this tabu he is
a “crank", to be pitied and con-
demned, certainly not to be rca-
soned with or forgiven. The
hcretical pair, Swith and Youd,
are laughcd at for their deri-
sion of the magazines that you
adore and they way yet onc of
these days be publicly burned.
These or other heretics have
scofred at the insincere post-
urings of the Archbishop Gern-
sback with his sermon of sugar-
coated science. The martyrdom
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of the British authors he refused
to pay is well-known, but who
cares about it? Thc high priests
of the comncercial associations
preach thcir star-spangled sern-
ons with an anxious eye on the
circulation figure. They exhort
with outmoded cliches and sinister
threcats of damnation if you do not
heed then, to rise from your
slothful indolencc and convert
your fellow-imen so that togcther
you may forin a triumphant band
marching gloriously with those
magic names on your lips - -
Schachner, Binder, ¥earn -- to
your ecstatic Utopnia. You listcn
to them and beliceve them; and

then in the Sunday newspapers you
dabble in astrology.

s/lhilc the berobed priests of
orthodox religions bless phe
battleships and bombers of their
nations: you toy with the devel-
opment of death-rays and gernm
plagues; the more callous anongst
you would sce space congucred on
the money paid by war ninistries
for super-lcthel rockets. Reli-
gion and science-fiction have
inddec¢ rmuch in couwon in the way
in which thc seclfish few eaploy
for their own c¢nds thc oafish
multitudes. '

and yet both have produccd
much that is beautiful and
npoble.

OUR DUlB FLIENDS' LEAGUE: - The
girl who thought the “Legion-of
Tiie" was a play about convicts,

TANTASY comes out again liarch
15th. - 's a long wait!

“4T THL BOTTOH
‘0P kY

GARDzN

by "FANTACYNICHY

In these days when nobody
writes exccpt for money it :is
a refreshing change to find an
altruistic person like nysclf.
willing to write at grcat
length without any pecuniary
reconpensc at all. 1In fact, I
think I shall burst into tcars
of frustration if I think wuch
longer about this, and start
writing prose¢ poems of incred-
ible slush for the daily tab-
loids. o

THs '43  ELWCTION

1t has becn 'ruioured by war-
jous irrcsponsiblc persons that
DAY (which I understand to bc a
reccnt acquisition by the New
York Zoo and coumonly known as
lichy, the Alwost human) is
standing for rresidency of the
U.S.A. in 1943. Thc sanc very
inpeachablé authority reports
that the party slogan will bc
Wphemocracy rorever®, but this
is not official.

When onc of our special rep-
orters called on Lichy, he
apparently nistook his uniforu
for hc said immediately: "I an
complctely innocent - it was
him what did it ---you can't do
this to nc¥ Qur reporter
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gently enlightened him as to his
identity and received the foll-
owing message:-

"“Fellow workers unite! In
the last issue of 'Orrible Sto-
ries was published a story in .
which the villain was a Russian.
Let us march in a body to the
Editorial Offices of this
anachronistic, anti-progressive
periodical and hang the rat of
an dditor. Be brave, Comrades,
your Leader is with you!?

Our reporter was so moved by
this stirring proclamation that
he ccmpletely forgot to ask him
of his intentions for the elec-
tion. ‘ '

AS THZ PO®T SEES IT
The cowmbat deepens. On ye brave
Who rush to glory or the grave!
Wave, lMunich,all thy banners wave
And charge with all thy chivalry!

Or, as another versifier al-
most said, "Godesberg, Godesbergy
know ye not Godcsberg?®

1938

In a ycar which has seen the
beginning of four new S.F. mag-
azines, it would normally be
hard to award the honour of the
year's most idiotic story.
Claims have been put forward for
stories as farapart as "Strip-
teasers of Space", "Outhout, the
Big Spout® and "The Flymng
Chinaman®, but as usual Zddy
pips the rest at the post with
his latest and grecatest, "The
Borror in the Horoscope%. For
shcer, unparallelled lunacy,

for Hamiltonian characters and
Haiaiiltonian science, this is

for crying out very loud, suprcme!
In fan circles there is a ;
close tussle between D.W.F. Mayer
for the "Scicentimuchtoomuch" and
dear old stand-by . Lowndes for his
reverent unveiling of the Wollheim
god. Thce latter is so good that
I must quote for the benefit of
the unfortunate few who may have
missed it.

"Becausec he is an extrcmely .
sensitive individual, a visionary
of the highest type, and a keen
intellect, he realises that, under-
neath all shallowness and child-
ishness of fans lies the sanme
soulfelt (sic) desires for a
finer, better world and higher
devcloned humanity that he feels..
««.He cannot eddure to see them
in a mental rut, and al. unaware
of it.....After all he's humnan'.

This last sentence is thc cream
of thc whole array of sycophantic
tripe. Blazon it abroad, Comrades.
Wollheim ks human! Let us hear
no moreveiled accusations that he
has been seen climbing trees in
one of the larger New York parks
and eating monkey nuts at FAPA
meetings. Play the game, you
cads!

Really you know, this bloke
Lowndes ‘'shouldn't be allowed to
hog it as he does. First he
pinches the credit for inventing
Escapism, and now he blossoms
out as one of the more exalted
Michelist yes-men. I shall
certainly inform my Trade Union
as soon as 1 pay my back subs-
cription.

FANBANE I must deplore this
impudent and foolish chatter. It
is wasting space which might well
be occupied by important discus-
sion. It is also rather insulting
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to people who are progressivc and

in advance of their age. Could
you invent a ncw party?
MYSELF. - Quict, poodle! All this

progressive tosh has already worn
my tcmpcr to breaking point; cxc-
ite me further at your peril. 4s
for new partics, I would invent.a
Society Tor the prevention of

Wollheim and kicIlwain were it not

that it would flatter the Wretches.-

ZPILOGUR -

——— = ——

141 CHALITUS
{after - long after - Cory)

They told mce, lichelitus, they
told ¢ you were mad,

Thcy told me you- were up the pole
and made mc feel quite sad;

I wept as I rcmcaberced how often
you and 1

Ead rcad our mags together,
praising Schachner to the sky.

And now. that thou art lying, my
dcar old fantas-friend,

And making propaganda towards somc
aoubhtiul e¢nd; -

Still is thy lack of logic, thy
super~-daftness plain,

For Tine he changeth many things, -’
but Dponny stays insanc.

‘maids, plus pimples,

Knock Knock|!

Who's therc?

Reporter.

Reporter what?

Repp orter take up knitting if he
can't writc anything better than
"I,ost on thc Sea Botton®,

In our ncxt issuz - "PARADE® by
Fraonk D. Wilson.

MOONSHINE
Let's have your

opinions !

-

FROM L. TURNER, SHEFLIGLD.

The altered mag is rather good,
as a whole, with the¢ better pap-
er, clcarer type and general lay-
out., It only needs a few com-
petent writers te make it alm-
ost normal. I should 1like
to sec Snooky continue his ad-
ventures, plus Kuttner, plus
Keep your
captive poet at it; chain him up
at night., “Citadel of Drcams"
looks good, but will it suit my
tender mind?

(Glad you 'likec the wmag as a whele.

“You think we now necd competcmt
“writers.
a better whole, go to it - 1D)

Wcll, 1if you know of

FROM WILLIal: F. TEMPL., LOIIDON.

kr. Gabrielson puts his argumcnts
quite fairly, even if his pers-
onal opinions arc punk. [Mr.

Boud ccrtainly caught ‘a bit of
atmosphere . inc his ode, .but I
thought “Senachrome® was a make

._of roll-film,

(We are taking the latter wmatter

up with lLir, Youd, and will make

it quite clecar that, like the

BBC, we shall allow mo advert-

ising unless we:are well b§ibed
- D

{CONTINUED ON Til BiCK PAGE)
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Part 3

by C.S. YOUD

(Into the peaccful land of Lanoah, inahbited by men who have attained

mental perfection,

stumbles a small,

stout man, who shows fear at

having drunX some liquid and thus found himself in this strange land.
4 native cof Lancah accosts hiwn, and realiscs hc has stumbled across
the "rccipce wvhich was known only to the wizard ¥lther, in the days

when Zgypt was a mighty nation,

Tubby meets two charming girls,

but his enjoyment is spoilcd when he is taken into the city, and

inagincs he will be wadce a slave.

He cscapes, and after some adven-

turcs underground coucs out into a forest clcaring)

NOW

RiinDh ON

Wild vortices of multi-coloured pgther sheophish figurc in the

light broke oround him; lightning

zig-2zagzcd across skies of ycllow

and purnlc and thunder sounded
fanfarcs of dcafcning intensity.
He shut his cyes, and heard fron
far oaway voices spcaking. Slow-
ly hc¢ opcencd then again, and
gazcd ud into the sercnc face of
thc »1¢ Lonochn, {raacd against
the forcst in which he had first
mct hini,

“You arc fcceling better now?®
hc quericd.

“j -~ I don't undcrstand", -

muttcred the little man, "wherc
arc Daphn¢ and koya -- and the
driver of the car -- and the

tomb? /ind that horrible faccl!®
Hc buricd his head in his hands.
“fho's got a horrible face?"
rumblcd an indignant Bass, "You
nind your step, Tubby my lad, or
your own will look pretty bad".
Tubby looked up, joyfully,
incrcdulously. "Great God, it
can't bc you, Bill"™ he cried,
and then, catching sight of a

background, "and y> u too, Fred!
But how on -- how did you gct here?

Ircd looked shy and reddcned.
#ycll, it's like this, Tubby. Ve
found ycu lying all in a huddle ove
your desk at homc. At first we
thought you werc dmunk and shook
you, but thcn Bill spotted the bosk
you pickcd up acmong that job lot
in thc aucticn thce other day, and
it was opcn at the page describing
that Egypotian drug. We rcad a
little bit and soon spottcd that
you had becn trying it out, and
you lookeéd so darncd happy that
Bill suggestced we try it as a
changc to bittcers. Wwell, the
bottlc was still pretty full (we
found it lying about six fcct away
from you) and y-u had put a label
on it -- tcn grains -- so we sat
down and took a dosec. It took
about five minutes to lay me out
but Bill was snoring almost
straight away.

"when I woke up I was lying on ar
overgrown mushrooi and Bill was
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rubbing his back and cussing some-

thing terriblc. Apparently hec
landcd on a cactus -- one of the
prickly sort. ‘We pickecd ourselvces
up and startcd to 1l>2k for you.
Your spoor was plain cenough in a
Junglec liic this and we just bar-
ged through-those bushes to find
you fainting in the arms of this
gentlcnan®. He waved an arn
towards.thc¢ smiling Lanoahn. _

Tubby turned to the strangcer.
"Was it all a drcam, thcn® he
cried, "The.crystal city, the car
breakdowun, the underground tomb --
and thc girls?® :

"You werce distraught® rceplicd
the Lanoahn, “The aftcr cffects of

the drug on a weak system, you know.

As for thc girls --% hc smiled
expansively. "Therec arc no wonen
in Lanoch. Temalc intelligcence
naintains an average; it docs not,
Like malc gunius,-'rise to the
zenith of intclligent contciaplot-
ign, Just“a®s #impgveridesecnds té
nale depths of stupidity. 4s for
our city -- coic and sce".

K¢ lcd then across the clecar-
ing and caividced sowc thick-growing
bushes with his arn. AL1l1l thrcc
gasped and gazed at each other
in astonishiient.

Below them stretched no
grecat metropoclis of the future,
no wild drean of an abnormal
adolescent. Instead they saw,
spaced widcly among brightly

flowering gardcns and silver pools,

hundrecds of villas, builtin cvcery
style from Greck to Jurcrican, but
all tastcful and soichow individ-
ual., '
Thc Larnoahn pointed proudly
to a splendid porticoced nansion
right undcr their fect. "I dwcll
there. That Greek temple is the
abode of Homecr and the Greck.

pocts and -~ Oh yes, I forgot,

there is one woman cmong us.
Yonder is the home of Sapphot.

Tubby oncc wore¢ turncd grecn,
and his companions lookcd as cn-
barasscd as if thcy werc holding
converse with a lunatic.

"Did you say Sappho and
Homcr?" whispcred Fred, "But
they're decad -- they died thous-
ands of ycars: ago®.

"~ " %70 the world they arc dead¥,

‘rcplicd the Lanocahn, "but their

genius can never dic. They
reachcd Lanoaht,
Tubby brokc in with a snatch
&1 WIEIESE":
"and for the countless centurics
will cbidc;
the genius that no dcath can
ever take
Crowns him immortal, though a
man has died.

Do you really iaican that all the
great ninds of the race arc to
be found hcre, in Lamoah?¢

"It is so% rcplied thce Lan-
oahn, "Only onc imortality is
possible -- when greatness of
nind at last puts away thc tawvdry
cloak of flesh. That is Lanoah®.

“But you are substantial®,
protcsted Tubby, “"you told ue
you werc®,

"In a way I am substantizal®,
their guide answered, "and then
again I an not. This ny body is
but a link-with Naturc; and can
bc discarded like theycllowing
lcaves of an oak trec. But
conc, you rmust be weary and in
ny housc there is food and drink*.

411 threc aric.cd up their
cars. "Did I hear you say
rdrink'?" npurnurcd Tubby happa-
ily, "Whatcever it is, lead wme to
it o
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Slowly the littlc procession
wound its way down the hillside

through thce thinning undergrowth.

The gladc was alive with birds
and sioll animals, whilc oecas-
ionally they would pass a decr
or pany, cropping thc short
grass contcntedly. Therc was
no frightcned scurrying when
the hand ofmen passed. Tubby
wondcrcd vaguely if these, too,
hacd re~ched Lanoah,

Thce gtranger answered his
unspokcn thought. ®All these

arc the doscendants of the ani-

nals who wercherc when the
carly Dwcllers dcecided to shut
Lanoah off from thc outer
world. If you wcre to cxanine
theua closely you would notice
nany diffcrences to the creat-
urcs of thce carth®,

By now they were out of the
wond, andé verce approaching a
hedge, couposed of o plant-
Tubby had ncver scen beforc,
The lcaves were dork and glossy
so that thev sccened to burn in
thce carcss of the golden-
riimed sun, and here and there
could bc scen great red bloss-
oi3s tossing in the scented air
like bright flames. As thoy
drew necarcr n gatc grew cut of
thce luxuriosus foliage. They
cntcred and found thceaselves
at the head of a 1-ong grassy
walk, winding through starry
gardens, scattercd with pools
of grcen, bluc, red and silver.
In a drecam they rcached the
portico of thc villa and sat,
where the Lanoahn requested
theiz, on silken couchces.

Thceir fricnd -~ for it
sccinecd obvious he was their
friend -- disgppcared for a

while and recturned with glasses

brimiing with o sparkling -red
wine. While thcy drank, and
ate sizall sweet biscuits, he
asked then questions and cour-

_teously drew from thew dctails

of thcir lives.

Waving abiscuit in the air,
Tubby interrupted: "But if all
Lanoahns are the great acn of
carth, who are you? Do wc¢ know
you?®

The Lanoahn smiled. "I have

_been expecting that. Ly name is

Howard +hillips Lovccraft®.

(TO Bl COWCLUDL=D BY JOHN ¥.
BURKE IN OUR NEXT ISSUE - DON'T
MISs IT!)

OUR FANTASININE ARTIST

"THE wAW WHO AWOKE" was
what we asked hin to illustrate,
and this is what he did!
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MUSEUM

R

MEANDER

FOREWORD: Mauricc K. Hanson once’
said the British Museum was onc of
the dullecst spots in London, that
no "inagination had been used in
arranging it. 1 opined that the
imagination should be supplied

by. the visitor, and I threatened
to writc an article in dcfcence of
the "dunp®. This is the recsult.

It was dull, drizzling Sat-

~ urday aftcrnoon in January when I
mounted the stgns-of the British
Muscun in sgarch of th:t roaantic,
wondcring ntinosphdre that makes
‘thc best s-f. wcrc-appcaling thon
‘any othcr type of fiction. A4t

- the very cntrancce was a sight to
stir thc inmagination cf any s-f.
fan., Storing stonily at cach
other' dovwn between the nighty
pillars of thc colonnadc, watch-
ing cvery visitor who passcd thie
portals, werc two of thosc ayst-
crious images found on Baster
Island, far cway in the Pacific.
The racc thnt carved them out of
the granite has vanishcd - utterly.
No onc fs surc wherce or who they
werc. Lnd yct herc wvas their
handiwork, naterial and clcan-
‘cut, standing in the Bloosbury
rain.

I went in through the rcvolv-
ing door and lecft, past the ¥lgin
narbles, into the Ninrud Gallcry.
1 stoond in n room of thc exact

by WILLIAM F. TEMPLE

'size and shape as onec in the
palace of a king who dicd
hundreds of years before Christ
was born,. Ashur-nasir-pal, King
of Assyria. 4l1 around the
walls werc the very same battle
sculpturcs which had decoratcd
the now cruubled palace at
Ninevech., Herce I began to sense
that iliusive atwospherce which I
had coie to scek - the alnost
nostalgic feeling of the infinite
Tine which stretches away on
cither side of us and our bricf
lives.

Perhaps the Sciencc liuseun,
with its push buttons and work-
ing nodels, wight have sccned a
betterplace to hunt thc spirit
of s-f. But I don't think so.
For thcrc you don't get that
awarencss of distant worlds in
distant tine, but only of cold
mechanical and intcllcctual
ingddity. I don't think any
s-f. story that dcals solely
with tcchnicalities is the
genuine article. The wost
nenorable. storics arc thosc with
a flavour of real atmosphere,
alien, cxotiec, sinister, beaut-
iful, with thc hcroes continually
skirting the cdge of the unknowm,
sometimes plunging boldly into
it and coming up against the nost
surprising things: strange cities,
strange forms of life speaking
strange languages - "An oo case
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O ¢ er a ow?™
I started out of ny reverie
to bchold a quedr figurc rcgard-
ing mc interrogatively. It was

a very old and bent littlc mon
with ~ long whitc beard, fantas-
tically dresscd in faded short
knickcrbockers and a fraycd
jackcet that had split threc ways

~on cven his snnll france. I had

not noticed hin arrive. Ec

" scened to have materialiscd out

of th¢ ancicnt saulpturced wall.
“.nn oo easc o e.cr a ow?" he
repeatod,

I's afraid I just goggsled at
him. FXerc was o character who
night have stcecpped out of a s-f.
fantasy, an increcdibly agcd nan
sncaking an unearthlylonguagc,

~ He 1lost paticnce immcdiately.

"0 oo uddi oo!® hc¢ piped petul-
antly, ond scuttlcd away.

I carried on with my your. I
was nondcring on that proecious
slab of black basalt, thc Rosctta
Stony, with its inscriptions in
thrc. langaagces wvhich turncd
out to be a kcy to the unystery
of. thc Ancggnt Hgyptian hicr-
oglyphics, and thinking that
therc could be no such lucky

accident for the first expl-
orcrs of another planct (say
liars, and any -probably inscribed
ruins upon it) when I cqught

" sight of thc littlc old fellow
"again, Hc appenred to be ask-

ing his poculiar conundrun of
onc of thc uniformcd atiendants,
but thc attcendant took no

notice of hin at all, and starcd
unsceingly across at-the head

of 2 colossal seated statuc

fro:: thc Bubastis of 4000 years

“age, which starcd as unsccingly

back., Was then the old man a
wraith, not secn by other

‘wortals, but sowchow visible

to we? When I looked again,
hc had gone.

I nounted the nmain stair-
case¢, and in thc cntrancc to
the Prehistoric Gallery I saw a
casc containing specinens of
the carlicst known flint inpl-
cacnts to the latest,: arrangced
in periods. Through thousands
and thousands of ycars, through
thrce glaciations of the Great
Ice Age, ranged thesc flints,
and in all that timc han inpr-
oved but slightly on his carliess
stoncs - thc Loliths, "Dawn
Stones", of thc Tertiary Age,
whosc¢ hunan origina had cven
been disputced: perhaps they.
were just stones that lay there
unhccded by thce brute that wvas
not yet kon,

I leant upon another show-
casc, nnd bro>ded upon a grcat
Ncolithic axc-huad of grey
flint, o fo:t long. It was the
largest specinien of its kind
found in Southcrn EZngland (it
was disovercd on Box Hill). To
think that that stone biforo ne
had Actually becn nandled by
the hairy fingers of soue for-
gottcn cavenar unthinkable
ages before I, or anyonc liv-
ing, had opencd our cyes upon
this planet. That it wmight
have becn uscd against those
alnost lcgcendary animals, the
sabrc-toothed tiger and the
namxnoth.  How inscnsitive
Liaurice nust be ifhe could
regard those solid links with
such a wild, faontastic world
and not fecl some sort of
thrill. And therc undcr
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another shcect of glass were little

iron inplcuents fashioned by the
Ronmans in primitive Britain. Not

only had they felt the fingers of

the peoplc of a great, vanishcd
chpire, but also the fingers of
one of the ten greatest s-f.
authors (who can cver tarc of
®She“, of whon Margaret of Urbs
is but o faintcr copy?) - Sir H.
Rider Hagzard. W»r they werc
donatcd by hin, '

It was whilc I was cxanining
a scalc model of Stonchenge, and
regretting that the snow-blocked
roads on Salisbury Flain at
Christuas had stoppcd we fron
reaching that ¢nignatical, lonely
tenplce,  that the little old man
appcared ogain and gazed at ne
pleadingly. - i o

%An oo -case o ¢ er & ow?"

"I"3 sorry, but I can't catch
what you'rc saying®, I said.

"ALL AND ARST!® he replicd
ctiphatically, and went coff in a
huff.
~ I:joincd on the cend of a
conductcd tour, led by a whitc-
haired rrofessor of Bgyptology,
and soaked in the atnospherc of
Ancieént Bgypt. That is the fas-
cinaticn of these museuns; to be
able to sink oncself in alnost
any ronantic age onc chooscs.

In the Munmy Room I was attracted

by the nuwuy of. a young girl of
0ld Thebes. Her naine was Kleop-
atra Xlandakc, nand her face vas
paintcd on hcr outcr vrappings.
It was so young and fresh that
it was hard to grasp thc fact
that she had been dead for
thousands of years., Her hair-
coub and other intimate things
lay on hcrbreast.

out of the peculiar pusty

*ruriting®s

aroma of the [wwany Roon I
wandcred, sonetines finding
nyself quitec alone in & roon

of lcering gargoylces or blank
masks, or full‘*of barmbaric
wcapons that a Burroughs hero
night have handled with his
usual super huaon skill. At
last I canc into the Lianuscript
Saloon. Herc were letters and
folio books in the actual hand-
writing of the earliest pionecrs
in imaginative fantasy, and in
science itsclf. The writing of
Jonathon Swift (of "Gulliver's
Travels®) of Tennyson, who wrote
s-f. poetry, andd Colcridge,
whose "Kubla Khan" is unsurpass-

-ed for shecer mystic atnosphcre.

Also a letter of Darwin's, coun-
cnting on his own shattcring
“Origin of Spccies", and one of

_ 8ir Isaac Newton's, congratulat-

ing a certain Dr. Briggs on his
“new, ingenious Theory of Vis-
icn®. Also "The Bookc cf Sir
Thonas More® thce crcator of

the original "Utopia®, of which
so nany versions have followed
in the forn of s-f. '

Most imtercsting of all, to
i¢, was one of the famous note-
books of thec man I consider to
be the World's Greatcst Geniug
(pre-Wclls) -- Leconardo da
Vinci. 1In ink, fadcd Brown
with age, were scrawlced diagrans
and ‘notes in thc peavliar rcv-

¢rsc writing of this astonish-
“ing nan, who cxperiucnted with
~ flying wachines hundreds of
“years ‘before the Wright Bros.

1 wondered about his ‘pmirror
Was it becausec sonc
part of his being had soriehow
been turned around through the
Fourth Dinension? Could that
in any way account for hius

VD0
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almost inhwian ability? Hcre
was an idea for a s-f. story!
Mauricc was 2 nit. To any
syupathetic pecrson, the Brit-
ish liuscunr sinply abounds with
starting-off placcs for roian-
tic stories.

“If ercs o o in iss pacc,
ercs 2 a ow. I cua oo o c¢re
i iSl“

It was the old man again,

And this tinc it dancd on ne

what hc said: "If there's a way
in this place, there's a way
out, I dcoand to know where

it is!" Hc was onc of thosc
pcoplc with "no ronf to his
nouth® - he had a faulty pal-
ate..

"Why, ccrtainly. I can?t1_
dircct you, but I can lcad you
out", I said. Hc followed at
ny hecls, p,oascdas runch that
at last he had found soniconc
vho could understand hiir, chat-
tcring away at his life story
likec a retired Scocland Yard
Detective~Inspector. It bec-
ae casy to fit in the nissing
consonants. His aunt had
brouzht hin on a visit to the
HMuscunl when he was a little
boy. Thecy had got separated,
and hc never saw her again.

Ee viondercd along the niles of
galleries, but could not find
the way out. Hc couldn't
read, so thc notices wcant
pothing to him. XZvcryonc he
askcd couléd not understand
wh~t hc was sgring. When the
Museun shut for the night, he
was locked in.

®"yhen did this happen?® I
asked.

9In 1830" he wvheczed (I
translate into English), "I'vc
been wendering around cver since,
but do yvbu know, I can't find
that damnned cntrance! Talk about
Hompton Court Maze! I kecp on
hoping it will be around thc
next corner, but it ncver is.

Thc attendants ignore nc oonpl-

. ¢tely now. They think I'a a

harnléss lunatic who conies herc
cvery day%. '

“In hcaven's naile, what have
you livcd on all this timce?"

It appeared that hce literally
devow c¢d bo-ks. He'd discoverced
that old papcr, scasoncd with
orinter's ink, was cuinecntly
cdible., Hc had bccone quite a
connoisscur of the various vin-
tagcs - 18th. and 19th. Ccntur-
ics, and so on - and had a prec-
ious store of early Caxton
stowed away in a forgottcn ccll-
ar. He said that through his
dcpredations, all thc books on
the upper shclves of the Brit-

~ ish liuscun were rcally only

covers standing there - hollow
shuis. He had caten the inter-
iors. "But no one uver takes
theis down, so it doesn't matter]
he said..

At night hc slept in a sar-
cophagus in thc Hunoy Roou. All
the numnices arosc at midnight
to do a spot of haunting up and
down the¢ gallerics, and then
they had o high old tine togeth-
¢r: dancing, gouecs, singngg. He
got on with then well. “They're
a decent lot“ he said. He was
rather friendly with Klcopatra
Klandak€eeroow

At this noncnt we rcached
the revolving door, and went
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THrough, out into thc colonnade.
He stopped, and looked out  at

Bleoonsbury rather fcarfully. The
rain ;slanted down from a slate-

.grey sky, the traffic went by,

splashing up fountains of nud,
It wasn't very shecerful, and I su-
ppose the "horscless carriages®
must have lo-ked very guccr to
hinr, Anyway, hc drew back
agoainst the wall.

"I con't go out there" e
quiverced, "It's too - open! I
can't stand it®,
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FROM ROLAND FORSTER,

The nost outstanding fcatures of
the magazine arc San Youd's pociis.
In thce February issue Mr. Gabricl-
son draws a clever analigy boet-
ween the astronomcr with his tele-
sconc and a boy looking out of the
window of a housc wvhich he cannot
leave. But he forgets that astr-.
onoricrs do not rcly upon the
telescope alonc. Spcctrum anal-
ysis, for cxamplc, lcaves 1ittie
toonn for doubt, sincc its acclr-
acy uay be tested right herc on
arth., Ir. Gabrielson is nore
ingcnious than convincing, al-
though I imagine thc astroncncers
thcensclves would be the last to
clain finality for somc of their
nore speculative theorics.

(Thcre has becen much disagrccenent
with Mr. Gabriclson's crticlc in
our last issuc. Have we no read-
¢rs who ngrcc This colunn is
youruoa..ou,ooo.oo.nn.,.n..,,uD)
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With a suddcn gos», he tuimed !
and flcd baclk through the .door,
and vanished. I lcu hin goo.

0f course, all these years in
the building had naturally

built up an uncuspected agora-
phobia. He would ba happier
vithia Toafieverkis head, in
the wern and dry, with his °
cclliar of Caxton, and Klccpaira..

I wish I could convert ;
Kaurice to rmscuna life,
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CONTIKUED Flidu_FaGE SIX
FROM FRANK D. WILSON, SOJTHFORT.

-

Thiss nonthts MEpl lyfads; great. I
arnglad we had mo lolaing tonguc
this month. Kecp the front like
this and pcrharc feature an insg-
jde illusiration to tliz currciad
serial or storv...an illuskrat-
ion to a story wil:l arousg far
norc intercs® than amn invcntion
of some Denented artistis imng--
ination.

I should 1likc to crecatc an
arcunient:  prul ic by foar a opet-
ter stf mlivesiratlor than wesso,
Krupa, or Vireil ¥Finlay:

-
(Go ahcad and shoot, fams. Apd
what do other “eﬁuers thinl. of
our covers? 1D,

TTM3E GENTLEMEN PLEASEH!

FTROM G. XEM CHALIAN - Sally carn
always bco re¥licd vpon Lo sive an
cntertaining half-houw's raadi

thin

S
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(HALF AN HOUR?7? ¢
Mr. Kolpes'! record 5.
~+ nins
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