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England Builds thE 
First liBrary oF thE 

FuturE!
Dear readers, today the citizens of London 
attended the ribbon-cutting ceremony 
for the first library in the world that 
was completed and celebrated before it 
was sealed for 1000 years! No one will set 
foot into this building until the year 2014, 
and the books inside will be enjoyed by the 
world’s future children. The decision to 
invest in this nation’s future was prompted 
by the discovery of a papyrus scroll from 
the Royal Library of Alexandria was 
discovered by archaeologists, having 
been miraculously preserved in the 
Academy of Gondishapur in what was 
Gundeshapur, Iran. The discovery of this 
scroll represented one of the few tenuous 
surviving links to what was one of the 
most significant libraries in the world.2 
The Ancient Library of Alexandria was 
a locus of learning, the most famous 
thinkers of the ancient world sought 
answers there, and the Library itself 
acted as a beacon of civilization and 
higher thinking to the world. 2 And yet, 
following the burning of the Library of 

Alexandria, researchers can only guess 
at the depth and wonder 
of the writings that 
must have existed within 
its hallowed walls. To 
prevent such a gap in our 
world’s history from occurring again, 
the British Government commissioned the 

glorious Bodleian Library 
to be built and sealed, so 
the epitome of this world’s 
knowledge might be 
preserved and secured for 

future generations. However, this noble 
endeavour has been hotly debated amongst 
the seats of Parliament, forcing the Queen 
to utilize her authority to bring this 
issue to a close, so the library could be 
completed on schedule. 

CitizEns Complain: sir 
arthur Conan doylE’s 
rECEnt Work Won’t 
BE rEad For 1000 

yEars!
A small but vocal minority amongst 
the citizens and educators of London 
immediately objected to the ethos of 
this noble endeavour. During a number 
of peaceful protests, these intellectual 
groups claimed that the very notion of a 
sealed library is in direct conflict with 
the purpose of a library in the first place.  
The Royal Library of Alexandria was 
designed to make all knowledge accessible 
to the public, not to hoard it for a select 
few in years to come. Every public library 
since the Library of Alexandria has been 
unlocked and free to use by anyone. 

A number of significant and celebrated 
writers have been invited to take part 
in this “Future Library”, and many have 
chosen to not publish their highly 
anticipated works, and instead have only 
had a few copies printed to be sealed in 
the library. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle is 
among these select few; his first work 
since The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 
has been promoted with much fanfare 
by his publisher. Fans were shocked and 
disappointed to learn that they would 
never be fortunate enough to read this 
masterpiece, unless they found a way to 
live for another 1000 years.

The building’s original design was 

commissioned by one Sir Reginald
Beauchamps, who received his 
education at Oxford, and went on to 
design the remodel of Her Majesty’s 
private powder room, to much 
acclaim.  
“Creating a design for a building that 
will still be standing for another 
thousand years is a daunting a 
gruelling task,” he explained. “The 
most significant buildings in London 
are all blessed with a dignified, 
eternal aesthetic. But architectural 
trends come in and out of fashion, 
just as clothing and music has its 
period of lionization which then 
slowly declines. This building’s design 
had to be so forward-thinking that 
its period of renown will not even 
begin for at least another 500 years. 
Therefore, I fell back upon a style 
of architecture that has never been 
promoted in the modern world, and is 
actually rumoured to be inconvenient 
and structurally unsound by less 
forward-thinking chaps than myself.  
The notion of the “Round-Room” 
design originated in the Middle East, 
and was restricted to funeral tombs. 
Today it is drawn on “religiously” in 
Safavid, purely for the construction 
of Mosques. The notion of buildings 
created spherically, or as “domes” is 
meant to increase brain activity and 
convey a feeling of security, without 
ever saying a word!” 3  In any case, dear 
readers, the ribbon-cutting ceremony 
for the Bodleian Library took place 
at 11:00 a.m. on August 30th, followed 
by the cementing of the doors and 
windows, and the deployment of 
the “Library Guard” commissioned 
and trained for just this purpose: 
preserving the world’s knowledge for 
future generations.  

Master Architect Sir Reginald Beauchamps Claims This 
Octagonal Building Design Will Be The Norm in 1000 
Years. 1
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haphazardly and strewn about the floor.  
Devices beyond this reporter’s description 
hung from the ceiling and sat placidly 
upon bookshelves, along with a single 
lazy black cat who slept the entirety of 
my visit.

Professor Einhardt greeted me in his 
laboratory/observatory and, after 
dismissing Edgar, sat me down and so 
that he could discuss his observations in 
greater detail.  It was at that time that 
he revealed his marvel, a giant telescope 
capable of observing the surface of our 
nearby neighbour.  “I have made a point 
to observe Mars as closely as possible,” 
Professor Einhardt said, “The canals are 
real, and what’s more I have seen other 
evidence of life!”  Belief in his claims was 
dubious for my part, until he invited me to 
observe for myself, and I saw through his 
lens was marvellous and dreadful indeed!

Not only were the canals real, great 
waterways flowing with the sustaining 
waters of a desert planet, but wherever 
those canals connected sat great cities.  
While I could not see life, as it were, the 
evidence of such life lay across the entire 
surface of the planet.

“Water is scarce on Mars,” Professor 
Einhardt remarked.  “While we have it 
in abundance, the canals seem to be the 
only source available, perhaps stemming 
from some underground aquifer.  I 
have seen no crops and little if any 
greenery, suggesting that any food the 
Martians produce is likely either grown 
in greenhouses or underground as well, 
such as mushrooms and fungus.”

This information concerns Professor 
Einhardt due to the fact that he believes 
that if we can see them, they can most 
assuredly observe our world as well.  “I 
have seen signs of military craft on the 
surface as well,” he went on to say. “It is 
my belief that it is only a matter of time 
before the martians begin planning for 
an invasion.  I believe that it is in the 
governments best interest to begin plans 
to either retaliate or create a preemptive 
strike against the Martians before they 
strike.”

It was at this point during my visit that 
the professor showed me his solution.  It 
was a model of a spacecraft, little more 
than six inches in height.  He assured 
me that this was merely a replica of the 
armada he was proposing to the Empire 
for a preemptive invasion force to Mars.  
The model ship had been latched down 
onto a tabletop, but once released, began 
to float into the air in earnest until it 
finally stopped to rest upon the ceiling.  
It was, to say the least, amazing.

I inquired as to the source of the lift, 
whether the professor was proposing 
some sort of hydrogen powered airship.  
He laughed then, and spoke of a strange 
element he had discovered from a meteor 
crash some months ago.  The element, 

liFE on mars?
onE man thinks so 
and is prEparing For 

invasion

by Kent Whittington

It was my great pleasure to meet 
Professor Emile Einhardt several weeks 
ago while taking part in the 10th Annual 
Steamship Race held at Lord Preston’s 
estate in Ipswich.  As you may recall, 
Professor Einhardt was the Pilot of 
the Excelsior/Excelsior II, a man/steam 
powered ornithopter.  While he did not 
win (kudos to Miss Sally Sundail), he was 
a very good sport about it.  I found the 
man very entertaining and a wonderful 
conversationalist, and he regaled me 
and several others endlessly with his 
wonderful stories and theories.

One of his theories that I found most 
intriguing was his thoughts regarding 
life on the planet Mars.  Many 
astronomers and scientist, such as 
himself, have postulated the idea that 
life exists on the red planet.  It was 
Italian astronomer Giovanni Schiaparelli 
who recently announced the discovery of 
a network of narrow lines on Mars, which 
he described as canals.  This discovery 
had caused quite a stir in the scientific 
community, suggesting that life on Mars 
did in fact exist.  Professor Einhardt, 
chief among this group of intellectuals, 
assures this reporter that life on Mars is 
more than theory.  Moreso, he says he can 
prove it.

I was invited and met with the professor 
a few days after the race at his modest 
home in Ipswich.  It was not difficult 
to find his home, as the lawn is strewn 
with a number of inventions and 
devices, including the remnants of his 
downed ornithopter.  I was greeted by 
the professor’s “manservant,” Edgar, 
an automaton butler.  Edgar lead me 
through the home, winding around 
piles of books and periodicals stacked 

when employed with machines, seemed to 
negate gravity, allowing the vessel to 
float.  The element, dubbed Aetherium, 
provided unlimited lift, but not 
propulsion.  “I hope to have this problem 
solved in the weeks to come,” he said.

Whether any of Professor Einhardt’s 
theories hold true remain to be seen.  
I am told that he will be addressing 
the Queen’s parliament as well as Her 
Majesty’s science advisers within the 
week to inform them of his observations 
and suggest a proper course of action.  
While my own thoughts about a Martian 
invasion force are dubious at best, 
one cannot deny what one’s own eyes 
have seen.  Whatever is true, it is this 
reporter’s belief that life does in fact 
exist upon the red planet’s surface and 
they have their eyes aimed at our blue 
world.  For what remains to be seen.

An artist’s rendering of Professor Einhardt’s 
hypothetical city on Mars.

An impression of the planet Mars taken from 
the view of Italian astronomer Giovanni 
Schiaparelli’s impressive telescope.
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A light breeze stirs me 
slowly to a reluctant 
consciousness. I musta 

stumbled off to bed after 
lots of wild cavortin’ and 
carryin’ on with all them 

monster mashers. I had forgotten how weary 
I was for a little while there. I hope Miss 

Plumtartt got to bed all right.
Looks like I accidentally fell asleep without 
blowin’ the candle out. I guess I just stripped 
outta all my clothes and fell asleep as soon 

as my head hit the pillow. That candle is 
sputtering in that light breeze that awakened 

me. It must be coming through that tall, 
latticed, diamond pane window that is pushed 
open, inviting the silvery blue beams of a full, 
frosty moon to fill the spacious bedchamber. 
Pale white, diaphanous curtains dance in the 

unearthly glow of the wintry beams.
Inexplicably, my body tingles with an un-named 
expectancy. My heart is a flutter, like that of 
a rabbit, being pursued by a ravenous animal. 

Why is it that I have the feeling of being 
trapped and helpless before an overpowering 

predator?
I feel as if I am awaiting someone’s arrival.

I hear fluttering sounds of movement outside. 
Now I see it! A large bat flits about outside 

the open window. Is it looking at me? It 
seems to gather itself before darting in the 
aperture. Once inside, its erratic movements 

settle as it holds itself suspended in one place.
Oh, my goodness! The creature appears to 
drop a pair of human legs beneath it and 

in a fraction of a second has transformed 
into human form! I know this form! It is the 
powerful and sensual figure of the amazing 

Vampyrellah! She stands without moving. 
I lie in bed, as still as I can, but she sees me. 

Her bottomless eyes lock on mine. They 
almost prevent me from seeing any more of 

her incredible outfit. She has exchanged her 
tiny red bathing suit for an extremely sheer 

pink negligee. Just barely clearing her cocked 
hips, its ephemeral nothingness does little to 
protect the body it fails to hide. She has also 
exchanged her knee high boots for a pair of 

excessively high heeled, thigh topping waders.
“Hah, hah, haugh,,, You are for me, Ichsabod...”
“You’re not gonna drain me of my vital bodily 

fluids are you, Ma’am?”
“Da.”

-gulp!-
After a long stare, Vampyrellah begins a 

scintillatingly slow motion, passion primed, 
panther insinuation toward my canopied 

bed. She hesitates in a breathless expectancy 
for two moments before wrenching the 

covers away, exposing me to her hungry and 
encompassing visions. She takes a moment to 

drink me in. With a quick pounce, the she-cat 
leaps upon the bed to straddle my helpless 
form. Her breathing increases into great 

gasping gulps and she comes down hard on 
my chest with her red nailed fingers pinning 

me to the mattress. Wild eyes flame with 
maddened desire as she grimaces. Violently 

shaking me by the shoulders and baring her 
animal fangs she hisses:

“Waeke au-up! Waeke au-up! Icky, m’boy, yaer’re 
‘avin a bad dreaem!”

I awaken for real this time to find that the 
voluptuous Vampyrellah has, disappointingly, 

turned out to be my Scottish pal.
“It wasn’t really that bad of a dream, Pol.”

“Tee, hee! The condition I find ye in lends me te’ 
believe ye’. Tee, hee!”

“Oops.”
“Think noothin’ o’ it m’lad. I’d offaer ye a 
draenk o’ me rum te’ help ye’ back te’ sleep, 

bhaughtte with a name loikes Temperance...”
“I’m on vacation!”

“Then ‘ere ye’ go, m’lad.”
“Did you hear something? Something like 
somebody trying to push up a poorly made 

cheapy window set as you might find in a badly 
constructed shabby motel like what we have in 
this tiny, hotel-like room we have to share and 
that cut-rate castle window set of our double 

sleeper?”
“Aye! Oh! Looks there, Icky! A terrible and 

frightening face appears at our window, high 
above the ground! Wild and wide eyes appear 
to us from over the moustache o’ a gigantic 

walrus! The giant, man-eating seals have found 
us!”

“I don’t think so, Pol. The face that supports 
the enormous and bushy moustache is that of 

an elderly and exasperated man. A mane of 
white hair surrounds his angry features as he 
pounds on the window in a determined effort 
to gain entrance to this room. Should we let 

him in?”
“‘e’ll bae expecting tae pay a paercentage o’ the 

bill, bhaughtte aye, let’s let ‘im in.”
By raising the window, I find it easier to 

communicate with the gentleman outside.
“Howdy sir, may we help you?”

“Ach! I must know if you are of humanities or 
of the walking corpses. Speak quickly, friend 

or fiend!?”
“Ye’ bae the ha-whunne a’knockin’ oan oour 

windae late o’ night. Oiye bae thinkins we are 
thae hah-whunnes te’ ask ye’ that.”
“I am proud to be of the humans!”

“Yae’re name, pleaese, ye’ crazy ol’ coot o’ a 
human.”

“Mein name ist Abraham Van Heksink!”
“An’ how de’ ye manage te’ bae paepin’ in oour 
windae late o’ night with aet baein’ fifteen 

feet in the aiyre, Douotchie?”
“I stand upon the shoulders of mein assistant, 

Roemin Pulansky. Say hello, Roemin.”
“Hahllo.”

“Unless your assistant is twelve fooot tall, 
meister Heksink, I dinnae thaenk ye’ bae makin’s 

thaese waendae.”
“Ach, Roemin stands upon the shoulders 

of an American journalist wearing a 
climatologically inappropriate, thin fabric-ed, 

and disreputable white suit.”
“Hello, up there. The names, Coalshack, Carl 
Coalshack. I’m with the Independent World 

News Agency of Chicago, Illinois. You may have 
heard of me.”

“Yessir! I think I have! Don’t you gotta funny 
handle hung on you? The ‘Night’...”

“Skulker.”
“Yessir, that’s it! The NightSkulker’!”

“Aye, an’ ‘ow may wae’s bae ‘elping y’lads?”
“Ach! Think are we vampire plotzen is hatchinz 

yonderz!”
“Yessir, we already figgered that. Say, what are 

ya’ll plannin’ on doin’?”
“Vee shall slay zee foul beasts as zhey lie 

dormant in their abominable coffins!”
“Ya know, this far South, this time of year, the 
daylight hours don’t last too long. In fact, I 

think they have already passed while we were 
here talking.”

“Ach! Draughtte!” sigh.
“Um, hello up there, if I may hurry this 
proceeding along, it is getting kind of 

difficult to stand here with two men stacked 
up on my shoulders. We are three vampire 

killers. Plus, I hope to get a scoop on a terrific 
story. Could you help us out by maybe opening 

a door or something for us?”
“Nae so fast, journo jockey. Ye’ said there bae 

three vampire killers among ye’. I coounts 
y’self and Douotchie ‘ere, bhaughtte ye’ 

cannae coount the apprentice, Roemin, as a 
keeller.”

“Ach, right you are, you picky Scotsman...”
“Aye.”

“Ach, speak up Liebchen, you are down there, 
not you are?”

“Yes, Mr. Van Heksink. Like, I am standing by 
with a big sharp wooden stake and a heavy 

mallet to like, drive that sucker home with!”
“Tee, hee! What’s this? Tis’ the voice o’ a yooung 

gel Oiye hears, tis’ innae’t? Hah-whoot’s ye’ 
name lassie?”

“My name is Buffiegh, Buffiegh the vampire sl...
Eek!” clatter, clatter “Like, I think there’s a 

vampire down here walking towards me!”
“I beg your pardon my dear. I did not intend to 
startle you. If I had known you vere so jumpy, 
perhaps I vould have vhistled to alert you to 
my approach, but of course, my fangs make the 
vhistling most difficult my dear. Please allow 
me to assist you. You seem to have dropped your 

sharpened wooden stake and heavy mallet. I 
shall retrieve them for you. Here are your 
gruesomely ghastly, wooden instruments of 

malicious murders, my blond, pony-tailed 
child.”

“Like, uh, thanks, mister.”
“Count, actually. Count Hela Gigalosi, my 

dear. Tell me, are you of the age of consent 
yet?”

“Eek! A real vampire! Oh my gosh, you’re gonna 
sink your fangs into my neck and then ravage 

my young, innocent body! Eek!”
“As much as I would like to my dear, no. You 

see, we are all here under an honorary truce. 
I think that might even be extended to you 
brave, fearless gentlemen and the lovely 

young girl that vish to courageously drive 
great wooden stakes through our timeless, 
unknowable hearts while vee are helplessly 

comatose, and peacefully at rest in our 
coffins, yes? How charming.”

W
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ell, dear readers, this 
is definitely a first for 
beloved Steampunk author 
Ichabord Temperance! His 
recent work In Latitude 
of Temperance presents 

readers with the sensuality and danger of 
vampires! That is certainly not something 
you want to encounter while you are on 
vacation!

Ichabod Temperance’s Southern gentility 
is put to the test with the bold and 
sensual Vampyrellah. When Ichabod first 
encounters the vampire, she is in bat-
form. The sight of her transformation 
is enough for Ichabod to identify her, 
by her appearance alone. Apparently, 
Vampyrellah is well-known amongst those 
in the know! Yet the alluring, pseudo-
seduction of her initial attack quickly 
makes way for a predatory pounce onto the 
bed, where she pins him to the mattress and 
Ichabod is forced to stare into her “wild 
eyes flame with maddened desire as she 
grimaces”!

However, Ichabod is promptly shaken 
awake by his Scottish pal, Pol. The evening 
is then further interrupted by the arrival 
of The Independent World News Agency of 
Chicago, Illinois. These brave souls are vampire 
hunters, whose goal was to stake vampires 
in their coffins while they sleep. The author 
uses a particularly robust bit of humour as he 
names one of these (female) vampire hunters 
Bufeigh—Buffeigh the Vampire Slayer! Her 
vernacular and idioms do accurately reflect 
the character from the popular teen’s 
television show.

The scene is brought to a close by the 
arrival of a real vampire—one Count Hela 
Gigalosi who seems a genteel, affable sort, 
who references a truce between himself 
and human kind, which prevents any 
attack. 

Well readers, this was definitely an 
action-packed scene! A bit more racy and 
razor-edge than our usual fare in one of 
Ichabod Temperance’s adventures. The 
combination of sensual and deadly in a 
villain adds a certain spice to the action. 
And the humour cunningly interspersed 
throughout each scene helps to lighten 
the mood, so it is not all dark, all the 

time. 

The author employs a 
deliberate mislead in the 
beginning of the story, when 
Ichabod dreams he is facing a real vampire, 
the dreaded Vampyrellah, but wakes 
to find it was merely a fantasy, fuelled 
no doubt by “lots of wild cavortin’ 
and carryin’ on with all them monster 
mashers.” The introduction of a real 
vampire at the last second is unexpected, 
and brings the readers full circle. What 
will Ichabod do now that he is actually 
confronted with a vampire? Perhaps this 
confrontation with a vampire might go a 
little better than his dream considering 
the fact that this vampire happens to be 
male!

Finally, Ichabod has introduced a number 
of new and vibrant characters to this 
particular story. The prospect of vampire 
hunters is very promising...that is a unique 
and odd group of individuals, whom I 
expect would keep readers entertained 
and intrigued. 

Well readers, you won’t find out more 
until you read Ichabod Temperance’s 
latest masterpiece, In Latitude of 
Temperance!

 

     Should you wish to send a Letter to     
       the Editor, submit your written  
       work, or  offer a tip regarding a     
            potential story  (eg. political          
        upheaval, crime, special events, art  
        and music) please contact Leslie  
 Orton at: ortonlj@hotmail.com.
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he Glass Ceiling

A mysterious sight 
indeed greeted 
the eyes of your 
correspondent on his 

morning promenade in Hyde Park. It 
was barely after sunrise and I was 
walking near the glass edifice which 
is the Grand Exhibition Hall when I 
espied movement on its roof. 

On closer examination I saw they 
were what I took to be workmen, 
but as I grew closer I saw they were 
in fact women. You can imagine 
my surprise at such an indecorous 
sight as I noted several women 
scrabbling across the glass surfaces, 
though I could not discern what 
they were doing. Being of curious 
mind, I sought some advice from a 
man standing nearby, Mr Barney 
Smith, who told me he was a Glazier. 
Evidently there was an unfortunate 
incident last week, which seems to 
have gone unreported in the press. 

A glass panel evidently came loose 
from its fixings and crashed to 
the floor in the hall destroying 
several exhibits and showering 
some unfortunate workers in glass 
requiring them to seek treatment at 
St Thomas’s Hospital. 

None of this enlightened me as 
why this hoard of women were 
on the roof of the hall, but Mr 
Smith soon explained that fearing 
further catastrophes if he sent men 
to refasten the remaining glass 
due to their weight he had instead 
employed the lightest young women 
he could find to undertake the 
work. He said that they would be 
able to look up with pride at the 
glass ceiling when their work was 
done. Being of a cautious disposition 
your correspondent might just avoid 
a visit to the glass roofed hall 

and suggests that you dear readers 
consider doing likewise. 

Your humble correspondent, 

Tropple E Armitage

ousters Take Care

It is with some 
sorrow that I must 
report that the 
latest pastime for 

those for whom work does not 
consume their days is not without 
its dangers. I am of course talking 
about aerial jousting, the sport 
that is fast replacing rocket packs 
as entertainment in Hyde Park and 
other places.  

Invented by Baron Oberklien and 
brought to our shores by his cousin 
Lord Estington, the sport has 
quickly spread but not without 
mishap. On Sunday, a fine almost 
windless day, two jousters, each 
suspended by leather harnesses from 
individual balloons ascended into 
the sky. They were each armed with 
a long jousting pole with which 
to hit the others balloon with 
the object of puncturing it which 
they no doubt would have done 
except that one of them continued 
to ascend to a point where he was 
taken by a gust and disappeared over 
the rooftops leaving his opponent 
watching helplessly. Questioning 
this phenomenon with august 
Oxford Professor, Norman Witherly, 
I discovered that the amount that 
each jouster rises is governed by 
the balance of their weight and 
the amount of lighter than air gas 
employed in the balloon. 

I say ‘with some sorrow’ because I 

have quite enjoyed watching these 
jousting tournaments and now fear 
that they may be banned for want 
of a proper understanding of the 
physical laws governing weight and 
balloons. 

I am pleased to report that the 
errant jouster was found clinging 
to the spire atop St Pauls Cathedral 
from whence he was rescued with 
some difficulty by the Westminster 
Fire Brigade. As to why he didn’t 
use his jousting stick to puncture 
his own balloon so as to slowly 
descend, I have not even an inkling 
of an idea. Clearly intellect is not a 
requisite for being an aerial jouster! 
I can confirm that it is not a sport I 
shall enjoy beyond being a spectator, 
though perhaps there are those who 
wished I would.

Your humble correspondent, 

Tropple E Armitage
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