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I dedicate this book to, my father Alan Stanley Langdale, my brother Neil Vernon Langdale, The Starman David Bowie, and all the astronauts and Argonauts who have conquered the seas and cosmological oceans; all are heroes in my eyes.


I also dedicate this book to Esther Rose Harvey and Ben Smith two apprentice storytellers with much promise, my sisters Lindsey and Jackie and my mother June Langdale, and finally to all the stars that hang on my family star tree, keep shining brightly.


‘It’s one small step for man, one giant leap for mankind,’ Neil Armstrong.


‘The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, are of imagination all compact’ – A Midsummer Night’s Dream – William Shakespeare.


‘Of climbing heaven and gazing on the earth’ – To the Moon -


Percy Bysshe Shelley.


A special thank you to Charlotte Eliza Walshe for the great cover illustration.




Prologue


Once upon a blue moon lightning in a jar strikes twice, the first strike occurred in 1969 and the second time it struck was to be in the year 2O19.


Believe it or believe it not, this story is set on a cloud, not a star cloud, or Star Street in London, or in St. Cloud, Minnesota in the good old US of A. So you can put away your star spangled banners for the moment at least, however when the dazzle ships appear out of the sea mists of time you may want to get them out again. Some of these dazzling ships appear upon the seas of the earth, and some on the Sea of Tranquility on the Moon. And some, like the Great Ship Argo made entirely out of stars, you may see in the River Eradinus that flows gently into the silky black cosmological oceans where brilliant luminescent starfish can be seen in great abundance.


May I suggest before we sail into the red sunset in our star steamer you make sure you have your brass imagination scope with you, as in truth you may well need it!


I would imagine you want the story, the whole story and nothing but the story, as what good is half a story? It’s not much better than half a moon. Unless you prefer to jump head first into the storybook without a map that you treasure and make it up as you go along! The truth of the story is this tall tale is set on the tiny Island of Clouds. In fact these islands appear once in a blue moon out of the mists of time. This is not unlike the fictional island of Hi Brazil, which supposedly appears out of the mists once every seven years off the coast of Ireland. Although believe you me, that is a fairy tale and this, believe it or not, is a true story.


I cannot tell you exactly which country this cloud island resides, as like all storytellers that belong to The Guild of the Storytellers Circle I am sworn to secrecy. The only rule of the storytellers’ circle is not to tell stories that were not meant to be told. In other words if a member of this ancient circle found Atlantis or discovered the secrets of Loch Ness, or the Bermuda Triangle they could not tell the story outside of the circle, otherwise they would be thrown out of the circle forthwith! Some stories are better left in the imagination, why spoil a good or even a bad story with trifling little things like the truth. This is a mantra all storytellers live by.


However what I can tell you is London, the US of A, all pop up in this story as if out of a giant children’s pop-up storybook entitled The Moon Keeper. As does the Man in the Moon as the storyteller sprinkles stardust onto St. Cloud in Minnesota, upon Star Street in London, as well as the star spangled street just up the road from where The Man in the Moon lives in his moon house.


This moon house in the stars looks like a giant fob watch made of gold with a giant oval glass face, made of crystal clear moonstone that is polished until a star giant can see his face in it. Or so the storyteller imagines. And so do the stars of our show, Old Father Moon otherwise known as The Moon Keeper, and Isaac Moon an Apprentice Lighthouse Keeper. Surely with a name like that it was written in the stars that he was destined to become a Moon Keeper?
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The Floating Lighthouse


Sometimes Isaac imagined the lighthouse floated upon a silvery cloud, one that could find ships that had lost their way rather than them having to find the static lighthouse, or hit the rocks and sink without trace. Sometimes this floating lighthouse appeared in the Bermuda Triangle where it was sorely needed. Then it disappeared, as if by black magic like a ship in the Devil’s Triangle and reappeared in the stars. This was so star steamers did not hit an asteroid or get sucked into a giant black hole. And sometimes it disappeared down a black hole and then reappeared as if by magic upon the moon.


‘I wandered lonely as a star cloud,’ Sighed Orion the Hunter as he wandered through the star fields with his head in the clouds.


‘Orion look where you’re going you nearly knocked me into next week,’ spat the Man in the Moon then wished he hadn’t as a strong solar wind appeared out of nowhere. Luckily for Old Father Moon the spittle hit him in his glass eye!


‘Sorry do I know you?’ the star giant enquired of the moon giant looking anything but star struck.


‘No we’ve never met before we’re strangers in the night like passing ships, starships in fact,’ the moon giant said winking rather theatrically at the star giant who kept a face as straight as a set square.


As a child Isaac could always remember his father pointing towards the moon and saying. ‘Look Isaac the Man in the Moon.’


And Isaac could always remember screwing up his face and trying to make out the outline of the Man in the Moon’s face, two eyes and his nose, which in actuality were craters on the moon weren’t they?


‘No, sorry father I cannot see for all the stars in my eyes, I would imagine I may require a pair of half-moon spectacles to see what you see. Or perhaps if I point my crystal radio telescope at the moon, the one which I built from a kit with my own fair hand, I may well be able to envisage this image?’


‘I imagine there is a hole in your imagination boy like I imagine there is a hole in the moon, one you can drive a rocket ship through,’ his father said starry eyed.


‘I think this time you imagine wrongly father as the rocket ship is in fact a comet,’ the moon boy said earnestly as he peered through his imagination scope.


‘You mean the old fashion steamer The Comet, what sailing full steam ahead in the frozen tail of the icy comet followed by mermaids and mermen and a vast shoal of starfish?’ the father replied in a split fraction of a second as if splitting time like the atom. Fairy sparks passed back and forth between father and son like electricity, or static electricity the other name for fairy sparks if you want facts over fairy tale moons.


‘Water on the moon, you know what this means son don’t you?’ Isaac’s father shouted in great excitement as the willow water diviner in his hands pulled him off his feet in the direction of the moon.


‘That one day they will discover Atlantis on the moon I would imagine and then you, like Sir Isaac Newton will be famous,’ Isaac said with a crescent moon smile upon his face.


‘You would imagine correctly,’ the father said, as his face lit up like a full moon as he gave Sir Isaac Newton a run for his money. As a point of fact although Sir Isaac was a man of science he was also a dreamer who believed in the science of alchemy.


Isaac imagined that one day his father while upon his travels would disappear into his imagination and would never be seen or heard of ever again. Or due to the self-impelling steam wheels of his sparky mind he would combust like the engine of an old steam train.


Later in life Isaac thought perhaps his father needed to wear glasses as the moon looked very little like the face of a man, even though this man was a giant. To Isaac’s mind Old Father Moon should be wearing half-moon spectacles, still that’s what the imagination was for wasn’t it. And the imagination of the species of planet earth was as endless as the universe itself, as writers had imagined going to the moon, many, many moons before we actually got there? However in a certain light, once in a blue moon, when the clouds passed across the moon it did appear the moon had a face. Mind you it was one that looked as if Old Father Moon had been out on the town the night before with Old Father Time. But to be fair to him although at times he had his dark side, the Man in the Moon also had a sunny disposition, albeit not in the suns league!


Perhaps the Man in the Moon was a lighthouse keeper in that he had to keep the moon lit so spaceships wouldn’t crash onto the rocks on the moon. Of course nowadays there was the environment to consider, so at times the moon keeper had to switch the lights off in the moon house otherwise the electricity bill would have been astronomical!


Once upon a time, Isaac had a dream in which an estate agent tried to sell him the moon; he even saw a For Sale sign on the moon. The estate agent said the moon needed a little work, but it was a sound investment. However the price of this giant property was one billion pounds and the price was none negotiable. Isaac said he would have to check his moneybox and make the short fall up with chocolate money wrapped in gold tin foil. The estate agent told him to dream on, and so he did and on and on, so he was late for school!


The sad thing was, since Isaac’s father had passed away when he was seven, he was now having trouble remembering his face without the aid of a photograph. At first it was like looking through a giant magnified glass, like jewellers and watchmakers used, then the glass shrank until it was like looking in the wrong end of an old brass telescope. Yet for some strange unfathomable reason he could always picture the Man in the Moon’s face. When Isaac told his friends at school there was a man living on the moon they laughed and wondered if he still believed in the tooth fairy and Father Christmas. But at least he didn’t still believe the moon was made of cheese as trying to figure out what kind of cheese the moon was made of, was a real nightmare!
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Once Upon a Blue Moon


Once upon a blue moon something extraordinary happened something so utterly magical and dreamlike it was hard to see it being eclipsed, like the moon landing. The last great moon story was the original one, where a large piece of rock hit the earth and it broke a piece off, which then turned to stardust and eventually over time became the moon. Isaac imagine the moon had a fine layer of stardust around it, a sort of giant fairy ring so fine it cannot be seen with the naked eye, like a moon bow cannot be seen with the naked eye. To see either of these astronomical wonders one must own one of the following; either the rare astronomical device known as an Imagination Scope, or be in possession of a very special imagination indeed, one which only comes around once in a blue moon. Such an imagination was possessed by two great visionaries Sir Isaac Newton and Albert Einstein.


In truth the old expression ‘once in a blue moon’ was rather misleading like saying Haley’s Comet came around once in a blue moon. Both Isaac and his namesake Isaac Newton knew this to be somewhat of a fairy tale as blue moons happened once every three years on average. Haley’s ‘Magical’ Comet came around once in a hundred years, or near as dam it.


Isaac may have had trouble recalling his father’s face but he did recall his sense of humour, which at times was as black as a new moon. One story in particular stuck in his head, like black treacle stuck to the soles of ones feet in a nightmare, a nightmare when Isaac was being chased across the Sea of Tranquility by Cetus the sea creature who gave his name to a constellation. Now the moon like his father and the Man in the Moon’s sense of humour was extremely dry, so there was no water in that particular sea. How Isaac wished gravity would come to his rescue so he could float free as if he were an astronaut during a spacewalk. Unfortunately gravity let him down badly or in the curious dream it didn’t, as his feet got stuck in black treacle and the sea monster swallowed him like a black hole.


But back to his father’s story, before we forget which father we were speaking of, wondering if in fact we were retelling Old Father Time’s story. The tall tale Isaac’s father told went exactly like this…


Once upon a blue moon something magical happened in the heavens above, like an eclipse, a comet, an asteroid, a harvest moon, an exploding champagne supernova, an amazing shower of shooting stars. Or even a blue moon that would appear out of thin air as if by magic. And sometimes nothing of the kind would happen, absolutely nothing, like a black hole in space. This blue moon story happened when a pilot of an old hot air balloon left the earth’s atmosphere and kept on going. The gas in the hot air balloon had run out, but it still kept on going climbing higher and higher so high it nearly touched the stars. And then it stopped; it appeared to have hit a glass ceiling. But this was not the case in this curious blue moon story not, a bit of it. You see the truth was the balloon had been caught halfway between the moon and the earth exactly halfway to the millimetre. The balloonist knew this fact because there was a giant glass ruler that stood between earth and the moon. You see only imaginers of the most extraordinary ability could see this giant glass ruler. You can see it? Good, well it’s nice to see we are all on the same page, welcome to The Imaginers Society.


‘What happened then dad?’ Isaac remembered asking his father with baited breath, half thinking the story would take him all the way to the moon to the Sea of Rainbows, a sea with all the colours of the rainbow, naturally.


‘What happened son, well here’s the curious thing, nothing happened absolutely nothing a big fat nothing; zero.’


‘But surely something must have happened father,’ Isaac pushed his father to come up with something extraordinary in keeping with this once in a blue moon tale. Isaac wondered if his father was tired and simply wanted to go to bed or perhaps that was the story full stop.


‘No nothing happened it was like the balloon was trapped in amber like a dragonfly,’ his father said shrugging his shoulders.


‘A dragon fly is magical father, you told me as much, a ‘Time Warper’ who can warp time and space, so perhaps a dragonfly appears and, and…’


‘And nothing Isaac nothing happened. I told you nothing happened!’ his father spat exasperated beyond belief.


And with that his father kissed him on the cheek and turned out the bedroom light.


What a cheek Isaac thought, how could a father do that to his only son, lead him up the garden path like that, build his hopes up and leave them hanging there like the planetary mobile above his head. Every story had to have an ending like the story of the universe, even if according to astronomers and cosmologists it was a dark Brothers Grimm one rather than a fairy tale ending. Isaac felt he had his face pressed up against the glass of a giant crystal glass storybook; he was too close to the glass to see in properly. And he was too close to the story to fully understand what it was all about.


Isaac made up a white fairy tale ending to the universe and his granddad asked him why?


He replied with his tongue in his cheek, ‘why because otherwise grandfather I would not bother to get out of bed in the morning as I already know how the story ends, and it ends badly so I have rewritten an ending more to my sensitive tastes!’


His grandfather did not argue with such well thought out logic and he imagined neither would Mr Spock!


Rewriting the end of the universe was a long shot, at best like the moon shot of 1969 or at worst like the Apollo 13 Moon shot that failed to take the Man in the Moon’s glass eye out. But Isaac thought it a shot worth taking, even if he was taking it out of an old cannon, a glass cannon naturally. It probably would all end in tears like Icarus and his doomed flight to the sun using nothing more than wax, feathers and his imagination! Isaac loved the old moon stories written by C.S. Lewis and Jules Verne and was determined to write one of his own.


His first glorious failure was To the Moon in a Balloon a sort of reworking of Jules Verne’s classic Around the World in Eighty Days. His second failure a noble effort entitled The Race to the Moon, an old fashion balloon race between the British Empire and Prussians, to see who would be the first to step foot upon the moon in their stove pipe hats and black umbrellas. Well an umbrella makes a good parachute, just ask Mary Poppins!


‘Well done sir you beat us to it, you won fair and square, it appears the best man and country won the race,’ the Prussian balloonist said to the Englishman as he offered his hand in friendship. You see the Englishman was dressed as a cross between a dandy like Oscar Wilde and Isambard Kingdom Brunel who was now tipping his hat to the Man in the Moon and the Prussian in his deflated balloon. As you can imagine this remark rather went down like a lead balloon with the Prussian nation. The Prussian balloonist was so crestfallen by his failure he pulled out a pistol and shot himself in his big, fat balloon-like head. Fortunately for him he missed, unfortunately for him he hit the hot air balloon! The Prussian Balloonist soon got that old sinking feeling, finally splashing down in the Gobi desert, which was as dry as the sea in the Sea of Tranquility on the moon!


Isaac’s last attempt at storytelling greatness to find a new story worthy of the moon and all it stood for seemed to be getting up a good head of steam, before it ran out of steam, hit an iceberg and sunk without trace. This book was called Star Steamers about steamboats steaming up the mighty river Eradinus, the one in the cosmological oceans. This starry-eyed tale featured star steamers with giant paddles and chimney stacks like the ones upon the mighty Mississippi River, giant black holes and the fearsome Cetus the sea creature, which was made entirely out of stars. The trouble was his own Frankenstein-like creation gave him nightmares, which is why he killed off Cetus the sea creature. How did the star creature meet its grim end I hear you enquire? Well he shot it down in flames from a spear gun while standing on board a giant whaling ship made of stars, shot it down like his story using a giant flame-thrower as if it were Moby Dick and he was the Ancient Mariner or so he re-imagined the story!


As a storyteller and lyrical waxer you never quite knew when your starship was going to come in, or when the magical stardust was going to be sprinkled over your star and it was going to twinkle, the old quasar effect. The story might just spring out of your head like a children’s pop-up book at any time, one that would shine like the brightest longest shooting star of all time and then some. Or so Isaac imagined.


Over the years Isaac had imagined so many different endings to the story his father had half told him he could have written a book. But what good was a book of endings without the beginnings and the middles. Without an ending he had to stretch the story out somehow, so he did time after time, trying desperately to find the end of the story without any success. Could it be this story was like a Chinese puzzle in which the reader had to fit the blocks of the story into the correct part of the story puzzle? Or make up his own story with the pieces he was given. None of this made even the slightest bit of sense like the story his father had left him puzzling over.


‘Say cheese,’ Isaac said as he pointed his old Edwardian box camera at the Man in the Moon.


‘Do I have to? I’ve got face ache from posing for photo opportunities, selfies, portraits etcetera,’ spat The Man in the Moon sounding rather cheesed off.
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The Lost Lighthouse Keeper


So Isaac’s quest continued a quest to find the end of the story, not much of a quest, hardly comparable to the quest to find the Holy Grail or the lost Lighthouse of Alexandria. But it was his quest and nobody else’s and it was good to have a quest a direction to travel in. One story he kept coming back to was that this ‘in between’ was heaven, hardly an original concept but one he could not dismiss out of hand.


Isaac wondered if this was a deliberate ploy on his father’s part so he would not forget him or the short curious story he told. You see his father was an old fashion adventurer who sailed the seven seas. One day he simply disappeared as if in a bad magic trick. Isaac thought this was black magic and wished he would appear out of thin air like the universe had once done, according to old stargazers like Sir Isaac Newton and Nicholas Copernicus. But he never did. Isaac had made up almost as many endings to his father’s life as he had to the unfinished story his father had told him, his favourite was he had sailed to the edge of the flat earth in an old tea cutter and fallen off. He was now sailing the cosmological oceans with the Chinese junk and all the space junk that littered these vast oceans. His least favourite story was his father hit a lighthouse in which the light had gone out, you see the lighthouse keeper had fallen asleep and forgot to keep the lamp lit. Here Isaac imagines the ancient lighthouse keeper as a Victorian lamplighter, and imagines the lighthouse to be the Pharos Lighthouse of Alexandria, which disappeared under the waves in the fourteen hundreds. At times Isaac imagined he was a lost lighthouse keeper looking for a lighthouse to call his own home.


Later still another cruel magic trick was performed in front of his very eyes when his mother disappeared into thin air, or if you want the truth was hit by a coincidence. Another curious tale you might think to add to the curious tales that have come before it. This coincidence was that his mother was at the wrong place at the wrong time. Believe it or not she was hit by a tram while they were on holiday in Blackpool, on the side of the tram it was advertising a film called The Coincidence. It took Isaac sometime to believe this, even though he had seen it with his own eyes, a now you see it now you don’t trick which had taken both his parents away from him. No wonder Isaac was dark on magic especially on black magic, black holes were black magic and unlike Stephen Hawking he had no desire to study them, especially up close and personal. This meant sailing a star steamer into the black seas of the cosmos was a nonstarter. So if they wanted a captain for this treacherous journey NASA need not come a knocking at his bedroom door. End of the story, which had actually happened to NASA!


‘One thousand and one shooting stars and I promised myself I would end this count when this once in a blue moon event happened. However as nothing has happened I will continue, I’m sure Sir Isaac Newton would do the same thing,’ Isaac said as he recorded another falling star in his black book entitled shooting stars I have seen. The death of a star was a sad but beautiful event, a shooting star however not so much so, as in reality it was only a speck of dust that burnt up when coming in contact with the earth’s atmosphere. It did look awfully pretty though, a cosmic fireworks display that was utterly magical thought most stargazers and non-stargazers alike. Great minds think alike which was true and untrue.


‘Right, time to hit the hay,’ Isaac said as he covered the blue and white wire meshed oriental birdcage, the one which had nothing in it! Perhaps it was a ghost bird, a ghost story with a suitable ghostly and spooky ending? But nothing of the kind you see, (although of course you cannot). Isaac only imagined there was a bird in the cage this way the bird could never die, and he wouldn’t lose anyone else close to him as if by black magic. Then Isaac extinguished the giant lamp and went to bed.


Hold on, go back a bit, giant lamp you never mentioned anything about giants was the boy living in a giant lamp, or was he simply living in a dream world of his own making?


Okay here’s the thing the boy lived in an old lighthouse, his grandfather was the lighthouse keeper and he was his apprentice.


Now can we turn out the light and end this curious chapter of curious events? Oh one more thing I probably should have told you. Ever since his parents had disappeared one way or the other Isaac had developed a curious illness, which meant every time he went outside he had to go back inside. It was as if he were a figure on an old Austrian town clock. It appeared air made him ill, or the dust in the air, although not the dust inside a house. Some said it was a bad case of agoraphobia like Howard Hughes the aviator and film star of the nineteen thirties suffered from. Either way Isaac had not left the house in three years.


Isaac was living behind a wall of glass, he could see people and they could see him, but never the twain shall meet. Isaac comforted himself in the knowledge that the returning astronauts of the 1969 moon landing Neil Armstrong, Buzz Aldrin and Mike Collins had a similar experience, when in quarantine for 21 days being debriefed behind a wall of glass so they did not contaminate their fellow man. If an astronaut had a better name than Buzz Aldrin then he hadn’t heard it, and Buzz’s mother was called Marion Moon and his uncle was named Bob. Unless you thought the Sky Lab astronaut Story Musgrove was a better name for an astronaut, you couldn’t make it up and for once Isaac hadn’t!


Isaac’s grandfather taught him everything that needed to be taught, not that he was a teacher, he admitted only having studied at the University of Life. His grandfather had made up a story that he had once studied at the Apollo High School, although this school did not train budding astronauts. But he wasn’t telling a fairy tale as the school actually did exist in St. Cloud Minnesota. When you live on a floating island surrounded by low-level clouds of course cloud stories are only to be expected, some imaginative some not. Perhaps the story that the Island of Clouds appeared out of the mists of time once in a blue moon was just a good story. More than likely the island was like the Isle of Skye in Scotland, minus the sky and plus the cloud.


Isaac’s grandfather was an inventor and a builder and had built a glasshouse next to the lighthouse, one he imagined to be a miniature version of the Crystal Palace Exhibition centre housed in Hyde Park in London. The glasshouse was about fifty yards away from the lighthouse. There was however an old tunnel under the house, which connected the lighthouse to the house so Isaac could go from one to the other without having to step outside. In effect it was like a giant greenhouse, or a conservatory, which Isaac using his skills as an imaginer thought of as a glass observatory. Often he would walk through the tunnel carrying a lit candlestick or a lamp as if he was Aladdin.


Isaac had an old brass telescope set up in his bedroom which his grandfather had used to see the moon landing, so you see it was a most extraordinary telescope indeed. Every time Isaac looked through the brass telescope he saw Buzz Aldrin and Neil Armstrong horsing around on the moon. These pictures were often shot in a snowstorm like the old black and white pictures he had seen of the moon landing back in 1969. He sometimes saw ghosts on the moon and wondered if it was Neil Armstrong. It appeared like his grandfather and The Man in the Moon he was somewhat of a lyrical waxer. If the moon landing was faked, a bad story at worst, then why on earth thought Isaac would NASA have used fake snow, surely that would be even more unbelievable?
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The Moon Keepers Apprentice


‘Hello boy how are you?’ the Man in the Moon said keeping an eye on a boy who he felt would make a fine moon keepers apprentice.


‘Oh you know so, so,’ Isaac said looking through the large plate window of his bedroom on the ground floor of the glasshouse. It was of course the oldest trick in the Stargazers Book the old optical illusion, The Man in the Moon resting his weary head on the horizon. If he sunk much lower he would be resting his head on the seabed with Neptune, then he really would be sunk like Atlantis.


‘Nice ship in a bottle, Saturn I take it?’ the moon man said making polite chitchat, small talk nothing more.


‘Yes I thought Saturn V would look nice in a giant champagne bottle made it from an old Airfix kit my grandfather found in a junk shop in Timbuktu,’ Isaac said rubbing the stardust out of his eyes, or so he imagined.


‘Well it does look nice, looks very nice indeed,’ the Man in the Moon said building up to the reason he had really come down to earth. ‘Look Isaac, I haven’t long, need to be going back to light the moon you understand, and I know you do because you’re a lighthouse keeper yourself. Now I’m not as young as I used to be so I need an apprentice moon keeper I can rely upon, and after all you’re an apprentice lighthouse keeper and your name is Moon. So how about it moon boy, fancy a job as a Moon Keeper’s Apprentice?’


‘I don’t know what to say?’ Isaac said almost speechless but not quite.


‘Say yes and be done with it then I can get back to my job as Moon Keeper,’ the Man in the Moon said not mincing his words.


‘Yes and be done with it,’ Isaac said, nearly blowing his big break before this touch of moon fever quickly passed, ‘Of course I would be honoured to accept the position,’ said Isaac then thought nothing more about it, as he presumed he had fallen asleep gazing out of the window and this was simply just a dream.


Now perhaps it was simply just a dream or perhaps it was not. Isaac knew the fact that the moon was pulling away from the earth at four centimetres a year, and one day it would disappear from our skies completely like a magic trick. This was one trick Isaac would never see unless they discovered an elixir of life, like the one Sir Isaac Newton and Robert Fludd the stargazer alchemist believed existed. Perhaps stardust, moonbeams in a jar, or night in jar would achieve this neat trick, or perhaps once again he was letting his imagination carry him to the stars and back like Icarus. Of course Icarus never made the return journey, as he ran out of steam and wax and fell like a stone wheel.


‘Isaac could you go and clean the lamp’ Isaac’s grandfather asked him as polite as you like.


‘Certainly grandfather I’ll see you in a weeks’ time,’ Isaac joked although as the light was so big it almost took the whole day to clean it. While Isaac cleaned the lamp he daydreamed as he imagined he was cleaning the face of the moon, or a giant star like the sun, or Aladdin’s giant magic lantern. Sometimes he imagined waxing the Man in the Moon’s giant moustache, or waxing lyrical with the star giant Orion the Hunter.


‘Mirror, mirror of the lamp who is the world champ, at cleaning the lamp of a lighthouse, you understand genie don’t you?’ Isaac asked the mirror ‘Try looking in the mirror Isaac,’ replied the mirror curtly, or the giant lamp, or Isaac if the truth be told over a fairy tale blue moon.


Isaac enjoyed cleaning the giant lamp and did so gladly, it was a labour of love, he polished the lamp until it sparkled like a diamond, polished it until he could see his beaming face in the lamp. His grandfather joked that it was a pity it was not he who had cleaned the giant mirrors of the Hubble Telescope when it had first been launched into space, for it would have saved NASA a small fortune. And saved them wiping a giant omelette off of their red faces too! ‘A simple speck of dust had caused this damage, it didn’t seem possible’, or so Story Musgrove said, the American astronaut who had spent more time on the old Sky Lab than any other astronaut.


His grandfather had once said if he couldn’t see his face in the lamp he would send him to the glasshouse, which is what soldiers in the army were threatened with if they misbehaved. The trouble was he lived in a glasshouse already so it really wasn’t much of a punishment.


‘All done,’ Isaac said as he came back down to earth from the stars, or if you want the truth, down the spiral staircase from the top of the lighthouse to the ground floor.


‘I thought you said I’ll see you in a week,’ his grandfather said trying to keep a straight face.


‘Do you want me to go and clean it again,’ Isaac said keeping an even straighter face.


‘No otherwise you will polish the glass away until it cracks and it will cost a small fortune to replace it, you’ll be paying for it until the end of time or when the cow finally jumps over the moon. I cannot afford to increase your pocket money Isaac,’ finally both Isaac and his grandfather cracked as they cracked up ‘as they say’ in theatrical circles.
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The Magician of the Magic Lamp


‘My old friend Mr Stone is coming over this afternoon Isaac and he’s bringing his granddaughter Ida with him, so you may want to tidy the place up a little. Oh and yourself too, straighten that stack of Astronomy magazines unless you’re thinking of using them like stepping stones and climbing to the moon on them!’ his grandfather said looking him up and down as if he was a tailor or a doorman in a swanky hotel, The Moon Hotel.
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