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Welcome once morec to LES SPINGE, .

This time around I'm going to e TH? e
grumble about the BSFA, of which WATERS OF BABYLON
institution I am a menmber, though
only I fear out of loyalty. For =
nearly ten years I've bcen a
rember, but lately I've become
more and more disenchanted with
the whole sot-up. The annual
subscription 1s thirty shillings.
Let's examine where that money
goes to. There's the library,
but that can be left out of con-
sideration: it just about runs
off its own income., Then we

get a Bulletin cvery month or so, which is well worth having, but which
I cstimate costs no more than five shillings per year per member to put
out. The fanzine distribution service and the !'Blue Pages! are also
useful activities, but these also cost little to run. Let's say gener-
ously ten shillings a year for the lot., This leaves a pound a year for
VECTOR, Now this is the main gripe. For that pound we have had in the
last year just two issues of VECTOR., At that rate each issue has cost
the individual mcmber ten shillings, and it's just plain not worth it.
Why, even the issues of LS I had printed cost me only 60¢ per copy, and
that in Amecrica.

About conventions, The BSFA likes to think that it
runs the annual British SF Convention, I notice that the 1971 con is
ac usual advertised as a BSFA one, But is this really so? There werc
conventions long before the BSFA appeared on the sceane, end 1f the BSFA
should disappear, there would still be conventions held. Thus, in real
terns, the annual convention is not dependent on the BSFA, But the
BSFA has delusions of grandeur. It likes to think that it runs the
conventions, zund probably British fandom az a whole too., In the PERTI-
NEICE that Archic Mercer conjured up a while back some people suggcested
that the BSFA should keep a tight control on the running of conventilons,
even to the cixtent of not allowing non-BSFA pcople to bid for a con.
This is ridiculous. The logical extension of this would be to exclude
non-merbers of the BSFA from cons altogether, which would be ridiculous,
and destructive. ©No, the BSFA should withdraw cntirely from the conv-
ention scene and let the con committces get on with: the job. e BSFA
vould sticlz to its proper objectives - whatever they might be. I'm no
longer certain though that there are any. The BSFA docs seem very
confused as to its reasons for existence. And as a paying member I'n
getting all too little rcturn on my annual subscription,

As Archic Mercer
said, the tragedy of the BSFA is that it divides us into two camps, of
members and non-mcmbers. But we arc all SF fans, and if the BSFA is
not careful it will find that it has become irreclevant. It is, after
all, an extra.

That's 211 for now. See you again round about July, and
in the meantime, have a good con.

~=- Darroll Pardoe
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Ag zxn introduction I might uention that T never really
expected anyone to invite me to write an article on
this, my driving passion, but to my surprise and his
readership's undoubted horror Darroll, having sunk one
coke too many, did just that. I have tried to show
why after nine years' hard labour Drag Racing in
Britain is coming to the fere. You see, when I hear
the BLAAAT of naked power in my hcad and see the

suocke before my eyes, and smell the fuel on the wind,
I sort of get carried away...

DRAG, BABY! .. .. .c 40 o0 o0 sa as by John Hall

In 1661 traditional 'British Motor Sport' was given
the bigyest shaking up since the advent of Stock Cars
six years before, It was in Brighton at the annual
Madiera Drive Sprints. An Apmerican, Dean Moon, and
British racing driver Sydney Allord, brought something
to the start line that set the Euwropean racing world
on its ear. Putting up better speecds and times,with
a snaller engine, than Vanwalls and BRMs, this machine
was a dragster.

This import from the USA was the first manifest-
ation in this country of a sport which was already
sweeping the States like the plague, after a slow
beginning there in 1948, Though already antiguated
by US standards, the 'Mooneyes' dragster's Brighton
showing sparked off a craze in this country of unpre-
cedented size, In 1963 Sydney Allord's newly formed
club, 'British Drag Racing Asscociation' (BDRA) held
its first meeting at Blackbushe in Surrey. The total
entry was 25, seven of the machines purc dragsters.
Drag Racing UK was born,

Drag Racing is racing over a gquarter-milc

straight line course against both time and 2 compet-
itor, In the days of 1963 all that was necessary was

to pair the cars up and run them off egainst each other until only

onc was left.

But in these days of 200 mph speeds the cars have to

'qualify! in their classes by covering the Quarter mile under a set.

clapsed time (ET),

1964 saw the Anglo-US Dragfest when 21l the top

hmerican drivers canme to demonstrate the power of Uncle Sam's Drag
Racing Might with machines which by 1970 standards werc guite piti-
ful, but went faster and better than anything elsc on four whecls,

With that tcam came Don Garlits, the man who only a year before
hod been first over 200 wmiles an hour. His was a name that has cver
since dominated Drag Racing all over the world,

Drag Racing caught on in Australia, West Gerrmony, Sweden, South
Africa, New Zealand and Brazil, in that order, between 1964 and- 1966.
In Britain the BDRA went bankrupt from competition with its rival
British Hot Rod Association (BHRA) but local clubs all over Britain-

sponsored and encouraged by BHRA flourished ‘and grew.

Sydney Allord

had died in 1964 but his son Allan now carried the Drag Racing banner
and joined the Executive Board of BHRA in 1967 when BHRA changed its
name to BDR&HRA, nicknamed 'DRAGROD',



Drag racing rae clasges for all marner of veliicles, from liinis to the
epitome of Drag Racing, the AA/Fueler. Haturally in the carly years it
was the classes contalning the Minis, Ford Pops, Jags and Yonkee Heans
that flourished, and thesc classes still have large cntries today though
they are much norec professional in turnout. Also, Drag Bilkes appeared,
a class in which Britain leads the world, hut which all other countries
except the USA and Sweden regard as high specd suicide and are poorly
entered for.

1967 was a great lecap forward in British Drag Racing. The first
AA/Tuelers appeared and cracked the 8-second E.T, bracket., Drag Bikes
cracked the 10-second E.T. brackct and only America's car-engined bikes
could motch them, 1057 in the USA saw Don Garlits win the Nationals,
the USA top mect, for thc sccond time, and to celebrate his first six-
second E.T. run to win it, he shaved off the beard he'd been growing till
he went that fast. 5.T.s don't rcpresent very wuch to the novice in
Drag Racing until he compares the specds necessary to attein them. Bet-
ween 160 and 170 mph will sece a machine in the 10-sccond bracket; between
180 and 190 wph will put it in the O-sccond bracket. Todayts top
British AL/TFuclers travel between 190 and 210 mph, while the USA's six-
second monsters travel at an average cf 230 mph; Don Garlits has pushed
his machine to 253 wph, an E.,T, of 5,97 scconds. Al1 this, remember,
from & standing stairt over 1320 fect,

The AA/Tucler's main features are its wide rear tyres, called
'Slicks', which are treadless with ar inner lincr of rubber which holds
the low air pressure (around 10-15 psi) in at high specds; its huge
supercharged and injected V-8 cngine; and its overall length (about 150
to 200 inches, or 127 to 1634 feet). Driving cne ig a task only for the
brave. The engine, of about 410 cubic inches or 9 litres avercge over-
all supercharged capacity, is strained to the limits of its endurance,
and can blow up at any time during the racec. Mt the start, when the
green light comes on, the tyres burn and distort, the crushing 4z to 2g
force pushes you back into the tight cockpit, and you are lucky if you
can sec further thnn a yord in front of you for the thick snoke and
Nitro-vapour. ('"lIitro" is the name for thc fuel, a blend of mitrogen
end methanol, or sometimes pure alcohol. Some clasges use high-octanc
aero-fuel called Yiv-CGas')

L V"Funny Car" is an AL/Fucler that bears some resemblance to o motor
car, It has a fibreglass rcplica body over o wider but shorter chassis,
"Funny Cars' have curious reputations, Their ncmes arce often better
known than their drivers, Sone of the top US cars are called YCOLCR ME
GONE" MHAWATITIANY and WLIME FIREY, Lbout the grectest British Funny
Cars" that ever lived were "MEGALOMANIAY and VWHISTLERY,

THEGALOMANIAY was o beast, a nonstrous animal that frightened every
one but its driver, If it were not for the huge injection pipes nrot-
ruding up through the bonnet and thce wild rear wheels, you might think
it to be a large sort of MGB. No MGB ever went like that monster, It
could be heard half way across Bedfordshire when it revved up. To this
day it is still talked about in Drag Racing circles.

In the carly deys of Santa Pod Raceway, Britain's only permanent
strip for Drag Racing, afficionados of other Motor Sports used to cone
to gaze and wonder in awe. Crowds rarcly ceme above 2000 in 1967 but
now thnt figure is an average attendance.




"Super Stock! is the class for the lorge Anmerican and Luropecan Sporis
Cars., In fArerica, the cless is heavily spensored by the motor moanuf-
acturers (GM, Ford, Chrysler and AM) themselves, sometines turning out
special engines to conpete. The ervhasis is that these cars arce what
the average .imerican buys off the showroon floor, with just a 'little
ad¢itional tuning'. That depends on your definition of those last
three words, of coursc. Having both heads rebuilt and the firing
chonbers altered to take two spork plugs to a cylinder, adding giant
four barrel 1400 CFM (= cubic fect per minute) carburettors that cost
upwards of £120 each, ond the whole cxhaust systenm rebuilt and the
chasocis dipped in acid to lighten it, can hardly be classed as addite
ional tuning, but the US.L is the USA,

British "Super Stocks' bear no resernblance to their Stock Car
racing namesakes, and are nearcr the ideal envisaged originally in the
US4, Though they travel at 120 nph to the IS Super Stockers'! 170 nph
they are well within the reach of the average enthusiast, since Aner-
ican cars corie second hand rostly under £500 and rcguirce little or no
rodification to race in Super Steoclk,'

Bikcs - the Zfaptest srowing arna of
‘British Drag Racing - are incredible,
If it has two whecls, there's a class
OISR There have been bikes with
V-8 and V-€ car engines in thern:, Bikes
with Jaguar 6-cylinder engines moun-
ted crosswise in then, Bikes with
four bike engines in one frarle,
A bikes with tw? bike.engines runping
}4¢L}¢ﬂmp as cne, and bikes with rockets in

‘*5;3’-“‘ kbt W then,
‘ AR ‘ Sone of you nay be wondering

in fact why rockets apL jets cren't
ueed rnore often, Basically it's
because of their high cost, the
tock of people in the sport who
know znything about then, and the
fact that they may not run in coni-
vetition agoinst ecach other or
other vehicles herc or in the USL,
for safety reosons,

Therce ore other classes and
types of vehicle; I could go on
for ages. How in 1870 Drag
Rv01ng is beconing big tonecy,

despite the situation arising once nore of two clubs COLpetJ.nfP with
eoch other for too fow competitors and racce dates, and also the high

cost of racing in the "Iunry Car'' and AL/Tucler classes - nearly 220
for cach pass up the quarter nile in terms of fuel, tyres, wear ond
tear. The best way to see what it's all about is to go and sec it.,

"OK now here it is coming to the lime the natch-bash between two
'funny' Ford Capris; this is the 'Glo-Worn' Holmon-lMoody L28 with GMC
Blower, John Dodds Rolls-Royce Racing fHutomatic Slush-box- VVLROOOHER-
LAGANM AAATTVIROOOMY < and here's the flying Swede Nigell Frormm in the
Injccted 427 Chevrolet powerced Copri - ooh that do sound nicej anc
they're stoged "BRAMLAAAP BRALLAP WOMP BRALAAP BRALAALAS 'ULLVAROOOLL. o
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Drag Babye.
- John Hall
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BLUES GUITAR

Raw curtains of sound descend

Opening on complexities, as a flower does:
A white passion-flower.

Tchoing in the darkness, curling past ne,

Iike cigarette-snoke; unveiling stones.,

Night screams in the nusic;

Midnight's in uy bones. Strip away your flesh;j
Reveal your soul.

And still the screaning...

An Odyssey through downtown bars,

White cold faces; cold, white stars.

Weeping for ny wonan...

Riding, nman: rhythns, strings of fire,

Are shifting in the nidnight hour

Are turning to that spirit-power.

Every kick, Every whisper., Lvery tear, Every scar.

Listen, play on, I can hear it weep, your guitar,

Sorniewhere with us in this darkness...

- Ritchie Snith

o+
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IADIES OF THE CANYON by Joni Mitchell (Reprise RSLP 6376)

Joni Mitchell secems to be continually improving. Her first two albunms,
'Song to a Seagull! and 'Clouds' were superb, but her latest one,'Ladies
of the Canyon' is even better, One reason is that her very beautiful
voice hags iwmproved souewhat, and ancther is that her poetry is perhaps

a little more mature (although still bearing the typical Joni mark).
Some of you already know that I very much prefer a folk singer to sing
his or her own songs. Thus Joni's LP is very pleasing to me because
all but one of the songs she sings are her own. What's more, no-one,
in my opinion - not even Judy Collins - can sing Joni's songs as well as
she herself can, Briefly, herc are the tracks on the LP:

SIDE ONE
‘Morning Horgantown'! (3'427)

One of the earliest songs on the LP (copyrighted 1967); the words on
this track are certainly not as good as those on most of the others.
Nevertheless, the words are a lot morc original than those in o lot of
poems written about 'moraning in a town', The tunce is pretty, but not
particularly good for Joni.

'For Free'! (L131M)

This is lowvely. Joni compares a street nusician who plays for free to
herself, who plays for 'fortunes, and thosc velvet curtain calls.' The
music in this one is an absolutely cssential part of it and includes
some very nice piano playing by Joni herseclf.

Conversation! (L1211)

One of her many 'love songs.' This one to a married man. There's a
cliche~ridden situaticn if ever I heard ocunc, but not the way Joni writes
it. I've heard this before, but can't think wherec, Anybody know?

'Tadies of the Canyon® (3132")

About threc ladies, Trina the oldest one, Annie the mother, and Estrella
the 'circus girlt, Another very nice tune.

"Willy'® (3100)

The second 'love song' on the LP, Kind of unusual, perhaps because

Joni sings it slightly lower than the rest, in a rather sad veoice.
Obviously & lot of emotion in this one,

"The Arrangement! (31!32")

The *tunc herc is perhaps o bit more striking than the words, Right in
vhe middle of each vorse Joni jumps what must be almost an cctave, cnd
on the high notes Joni's voice is very, very pretty. The words are




about o man who has given himself completely over to thce rat race.
Someone who is absolutely opposite to Joni's way of thinking.

SIDE TWO
'"Rainy Night House! (3t22")

Another 'love song! (as are the next two also). This one about a man
who ~ I suppose ~ doecsn't know who he is,. Some very nice piano on
this one also.

*The Priest! (3139")

For some reason I'm not overkecen on this track. I prcfer it to '"Mor-
ning Morgantown? but not to any of the other tracks on the LP. I
think that perhaps it's the tune that isn't so strong, becausc the
words are rcally good, About a priest (of what, I'u not sure), and
certainly a very nice love poen,

'Blue Boy' (2'53")

1Lady called the bluc boy, love, she took him homej made himself an idol,
yes, so he turned to stonei. The story of a girl who loves a man but
is only used by hin. One of my favourites on the LPy lovely words,
lovely tune, and it rings so true,

'Big Yellow Taxi'! (2'16")

I should thinlc that everyonc has heard this one, since it was rcleased
as a single and did very well. A happy protest song... against poll-
ution, Happy tunc, but when you think about it the theme isn't so0
happy.

"Woocdstock! (5125")

Again, I should thirk that everyone has heard this song sung by sone-
one. Crosby, Stills o2nd Nash do a nice version, but not as nice as
this one. By far my favourite -cong on the LP, Absolutely beautiful,
The-words are sinmply about youth, and hope, and of course the Wood-
stock festival, The music is the most enotional on the LP.

"The Circle Game'! (4'50%)

Trig is the one not written by Joni. I'm
not sure, but I think it's a Buffy Saint
Marie song. Joni sings it as if it
were her own, Very nice,

So there it is. A

record I cen recorend

to anyone who. likes nod-

ern folk nusic. Joni

sings from the heart and

on¢ gets the imypression
she rcally has expericnced

all the things she sings about.

The only disavpointment is the cover;
we'lve begen led te cxpect so much fron
Jonits covers (which she designs herself)
hut this one ig very plain,

KIIG CRIMSON Review. ..

.o> ON next page



11T THE WAKE OF POSEIDON by Xing Crimson (Island LLPS 9127,

This is, I believe, King Crimson's second LF. I'm afraid I haven't
heard the first one, but I do recall some disc jockey comparing the early
King Crimson to the Beatles and then grumbling because they!ve now moved
away from that sound. Well, if they did sound like the Beatles then
they certainly don't now. The only track bearing any similarity to the
Beatles! songs is 'Cat Food! on side two. I'm glad they no longer sound
like the Beatles, because geniuses though the Beatles are in their own
type of music, they Jjust wouldn't be capnable of some of the excellent
instrumental tracks on this album,

SIDE ONL
'Peace: A Beginning!

An introductory track, very gentle and quiet, and thus it comes as come-
thing of & surprise when this track finishes ancd the very loud and exci-
ting

'Pictures of a City! (including 42nd at Treadmill)

starts, Strong impressive words (''Concrete ccld face cased in stecl/
Stark sharp glass-cyed crack and peel") and incredibly good instrumental
parts., Very good saxophone played by Mel Collins,

'Cadence and Cascade!

A very atnospheric song, Quiet compared with the previous track, with
very little instrumental, Cadence and Cascade would appear to be two
women who male an idol of a man, and then find he is Jjust a man, Very
nice words,

'Tn the Wake of Poseidon! (including Litra's Thene)

This 1s interesting, and perhaps I should at this point say a word or
two about the cover of the LP. It is '"Twelve Archetypes' of Tecmmo de
Jongh, This song is a description of thosec twelve archetypes. The
tune is not as strong ac most on the LP, but the words are cxceptional,
("Bishop's kings spin judgement's blade/ scratch 'Failh! on nameless
graves').

SIDE THO

'Cat Food!

Lots of words crammed into this track. I suppose one could describe it
as a protest against rundanity. They can sce the funny side of it,
though, Another very loud, impressive song.

'The Devilt's Triangle'! 'Mercday Morn'! 'Hand of Sceiron'! !Garden of VWorm!

These are four movements of an incredible instrumental which is by far
the best thing on the LP, and one of the best »icces of music I'!'ve heard
in ages. All 'movements' are based on Holst'!s 'Mars' and for once I'd
say they've improved upon it; a very rare thing for a group to do with o
classical tune. Now I've always liked the 'Planets Suite! so perhaps
I'm biased, but still King Crimson really excel themsclves. The nove-
rients build up to a terrific climax in 'Garden of Worm! which is a very
apt title since the track has something which I can only describe o5 a
'crawling horror'! running through it. It's the sort of track which
leaves you worn out at the end of it, and yet wanting more. And finally




'Peace: An BEnd?

which 1s simply what it says it is. A repeat of the original theme,
with very gentle words,

There seem to be many groups around at the moment who are excellent in-
strumentalists., King Crimson must rate high amongst these. A marvel-
lous LP,

eeo RO Pardoe

i

e T e T e E

Some colliers going off their shift at the coal face with a long jaunt
in front of them to the shaft, discovered some tools that badly necded
sharpening. Being loath to undertake the job of carrying them to the
mouth of the shaft, they piled them up and chalked a hoard on the top
of them addressed to the next shift, with the words: "Overlooked these
tools when we was comin' off, bring 'em along when yo come."

The first notice was replaced by the following: '"We dey sec these
tools when we knocked off, so 'ave left 'em for yo after all.®

oes T H.Gough

('Black Country Stories!')
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Reluctantly he rcgained consciousness, to find the edge of a fallen table
pressing on his chest. With zn effort he monaged to wriggle out from
underncath and rose unsteadily to his feet, His head began to pound,
but doggedly he remained crect. All around him was a sccne of terrible
desolation; tables and chairs were scettered about, some broken, all dam-
aged, os though while he slept Armageddon had struck. Broken glass was
everywhere and from the cracks in the floor rose the stinking vapours of
2lcohol.

Bob Lichtman grunted. "Thus, the London Circle Symposium' he said
with an English accent, cbviously derived from ORION, He staggered to-
wards the flight of steps leading out of the basement only to find it
almost impassable with rubble - bheer bottles, corks, glasses, the
slightly damaged remnants of cold potatoes. A couple of tomato seeds
had come to lifec amid the slime of o spilled punch, Bob grinned gourly,
the hangover pounding nonotonously. At least this particular jungle
won't have any coffee plants.'

Then it hit him, "Where is everybody? The Cheltenham Circle,
Bennett, llercer, the Dietzs, the London mob?..,., I,I...recmember,..there

was o stormy London Circle committec meeting, a most disgusting exhibit-
ion; thank ghod it was none of my business, I'nm surprised there wasntt
a murder comaitted. Perhaps there was." He looked round uncomfortably;
the bascment looked like a battlefield, "Nonsense, Bob," he went on,
optimistically, "You're worrying too much."

"They just got tired of alcohol and cold potatoes, said 'Armageddon
out of here,' and went off in search of coffee and rolls: they!'ll be back
soon" but somchow it didn't sound very convincing.

Bob begon to fight his way up the staircase; he could only make slow
progress, Holf way up he found a little alcove, and there, dangling
from its rest, was a telephone. Eagerly he grabbed it, thought for a
moment, -nd then dialled o number. Before he had finished he realised
that the phone was dead.

Penic unconouerable assailed him, He clawed madly at the bottles,
the plates, the cold harsh metal of a record player, an abandoned machine
he recognized os belonging to Archie Mercer, A colé hand stole round
the place ais heart used to be before he started to edit fanzines; he

subsided, sobbing "The bastards, they'vec deserted me, left me because I'm
different = because I'm Purple..,"

His brain scemecd to burst in 2 ball of darkness and he fell, and
fell, ~nd fell, and was asleep again,

When he cwoke the darkness was tempered with o little grey light.




sceping from somewhere zbove, ond he could fecel o faint brecze fanning

his cheek. Then the way to the surfoce was not blocked! Encouraged,
Bob rose to ais feet and began systenmatically moking his way to the uapper
air and to freedom, Alrecady, the sweet smell of a Sunday morning in May-
feir was in ais nostrils, and in his imagination were the bustling voices
of happy fans, drinking coffee, munching rolls and cracking puns in “he
glorious sunshinc, Forgotten now was the nurky bosement, the savage gall
of the IC committec mecting, and thc alcohol sodden adr,

Laughing now, anticipating the exhilaration to come, Bob flung <he
debris aside =2nd at length burst into the empty hall of the main resszaur-
ant at ground level, Bounding over ch.irs and tcobles he flurng the zlass
doors wide omen and inhaled vast quantitices of the good air.

South Audley Strcet stretched away to the north, o steady wind was
blowing up the strecet carrying with it deod leaves ond scraps of paper. A
large black car wiaich looked vaguely femiliar was parked close by. Stran-
gely the door was flung right open as though the cccupant had left in =
hurry.

Uneasily he came to realize that there was not a soul onrn the strcets.
"It's early yvet. Who but a fan is apound at this time on a Sunday nor-
ning?*® A snall cloud passed across the sun, He shivered unconfortcbly;
shadows swept ropidly up the street,

Somewhere the wind found & crevice, and whined painfully. Lecaves
scuttled in littlec whorls, and a picecce of paper with what looked like
typescript on it was blown against his foot and trapped. He caught sight
of the handwritten title, SKYRACK, and bent down to pick it up. His jaw
line becone grim as he read...
1LONDON CIRCII? BLOWS UP! VAST CUAN-
TITIES OF POISCON RLLEASED AFFECTING
THE WHOLE WORID II' HOURS. SoFa
EXPERTS SAY THERE IS NO HOPE, ALL
LITE, ALL FANDOM, IS DOOMED, WE
LUST FLEE. FLEE TO THE COUNIRY ,
DECOME R, ..., PROVINCIALS, AVAY
FROM THI CITY,.,.."

thz bottom of the sheet was
ragged ond torn, =os though an ex-
piring gresp hed ripped it while
trying to add 'end Cecil! to the
signature.

The thought of the noble
Bennett striving to wmaintain the
fonnish trodition cven while fandonm
was breathing its last saved hinm
from going insane ot thoat mouent,
71y alive'" he said finally, " ond
wherc one survived there nay be
others., I wust find them."

The car with the open door
cought his eye again. It was an enor-
rous tinny vehicle of some fiftecen years' vintage ancd not from a good year.
He remenbered who it had belonged to, one E,C.Tubb, a non-fon., He grunted,
and kicked a dectached hub-cap into the gutter., Down the road he found a



Jaguar XK140, The ignition key had been left in its place, and when he
had slipped behind the wheel he found o londed revolver in the dashboard
pocket, He eased her into first gear and the gresnt car noved forwards

and, he hoped, fanwards,

But before he had gonc half a nmile he ran into a pileup of cars,
blocking Piccadilly. Bocking out he wos stopped in Pork Lanc and Oxford
Strcet too. He had to abandon the car and continue on foot, For hours
he tranped, from Moyfair to Piccadilly, to Trofalgar Square, to Ferring-
don Road, and out cast. On o clear road he tr.velled by car to Plunstead
but found no Carnell. Socuth of the river, the Bulners had gone, so hnd
Inchnery, and the Diectzs were nowhere to be found. Up north to Kilburn
he struggled - but no Parker, Ncthing noved save for an occasional dog
and the wheeling flocks of pigcons.,

Eventuclly he found hinsclf near the one-time Mecca of London fondcp
~ The Globec. Just inside the door, rooting amcng & pile of bomes and
torn, rotting flcsh, he discovercd a beagle, an ugly looking thing with a
raucous bark. To Bob's ears it socunded very lilte the phrase 'Songs fron
Space.! DBob Lichtman looked at the niserable creature, part of his nmind
urging hin to bring up his food. In the cnd he shot the poor brute - it
vas the only thing to do. He wandered off then and with the dusk bedded
hinself down in o hotel in the Victoria arca.

-

For several days he continued to scarch for signs of fandon, at the sane
tine ceveloping his unew hone. He took over 2o couple of floors and,
raiding the furniture shops, bookshops and the larger stationers',
quickly accunulated cnough gear to malke the LASFS fans cnd the Scattle-
ites green with envy. He had threc of the latest nodels of ditto nache
ines, and the wnasters he helped hinself to were c¢ pable of producing nore
than four hundred copies. He alse venturcd to obtain a snall Gestetner,
but never did he zoln cny satisfoction from it. Once, he was tecunted to
hurl the thing out of the window. The nimeo, cnd nincography, wac a
part of fandori to which he could never aspire. He looked at his purnle
stained 'hekto hands!., UNever would they be fuinico black'. At this tine
he began a sort of diary, an 'cnd of fendon' history, typing it dircctly
on to the nrster in the afternoon and running it off in the cvenings.
Every fifty poges he stapled together, slipped inte envelopes, and addre-
ssed., When addrcessed he took them to the hones of the aldressces and
shoved then: through the appropriate letter hoxes. At each he waited a
few niinutes, and when no rushing footsteps come to collect the 'zines,
which he wmode surce fel. with the distinctive thud of PLOY, he knew thet
that foan was dead.,. and he crossed the nane off the nailing list, Very
soon there were no names left on the list, but he continued to producc
the diary.

Tine passed. One wonth, two.,.. ond the city renained silent.
Three tines he had uade o corpletce circuit of IEngland by car; the rocds
in the country were rclatively clear, so long as he avoided market towns.
The only trunk road that was janned, ironically cenough, was the M.1.
Nowhere did he find ocnother living humnan or fau.

Onec dery, soon ofter returning frow his third trip, ~s he was walking
down Victoria Street, he felt he was being watched. 'iNonsense' he
ruttered it's ny incginction. London's dead." But try as he would he
couldn't shoake off the feeling of a hidden watcher. He searched the




dark alleys and cul-de~sacs, but found nothing. "Inagination® he
reproved himself, zs he went to bed that night, but for the first time
in months he dreamed that there were others.

The days went by and the feeling grew stronger. Once again, he
tried to operzte his nineo, but without success. Turning the cranik,
his mind went back to wondering..., he KNEW there was somebody lurking
there, but never could he find a trace of him, or her. He had noticed
too that there werc what looked like black ink narks on one or two of
the walls of the hotel, where soueone night have been cringing; he was
sure that they hadn't becn there a few weeks ago.

Something jerked his head towards the mineo; he felt as if he were
choking, his hand stoppcd turding the handle, ond he disengaged his tie
from the interior of the thing, With carcful deliberation, he picked
the machine up and walked over to the window, He quite calmly thrust
it through end watched contentedly as it fell four stories and laonded
with a sickening jangle-thunk at the fect of a girl...

L faan!

"Jait there! I'm alive! I'm alive!"™ he shouted, ~nd roced down the
stoirs, He drshed out of the cntronce, glad words of welcome on his
lips - to find the girl gone. He searched around frantically and found

her cowering in abjcct terror in a docrway. She was very young, still
clinging to thosec years - the teens - left behind barely wonths ago. She
blinked at him through distinctive spectacles which seeued somehow fan-
iliar, "Hello" he suniled;'Hello! she returned hesitantly, in a faint .
Scots accent, "Itn Bob Lichiman'-<he extended his hand, She looked at
hin, frowning slightly. "Ella Parker? she said slowly, f'Orion."

For o long while they just loocked at each other; gradually, as she
drank in the sight of o sensitive fonnish face, her demeanour relaxed.
At length Bob said "How did you escape 'The Death!?V She looked up.
it the beginning of the War,.." she stonped, and buried her face in her
hands, leaned ogainst the well, and sobbed. Too young for the brutal-
ities of truncated fanac. Presently she recovered scuewhat, and dried
her eyes on a tiny handlkerchief which would have had a tough time drying
a dessicated grain of sand. "At the beginninz, I ren away fron the
centre of the battle and hid nyself ot houe, I curled up in the cup-
board under nuy duplicator and managed te escape it." She burst into
tears again,

Bob said gently It's cold here., Coue up to uy flat."

She looked doubtful. "It's a very fennish place, T built it up
~fter The Death, I heve thre. dupers, and now there are the two of us
we can put out our fanzines again, Maybe we'll even forn an APA, Very
select - invitation by survival only."

She sniled. ly, vou uust have a fabulous ploce, when you con af-
ford to throw away any nachine which goes wrong.'

iiMaochine- THAT thing? Trash! I don't know why I ever wasted any

time with it, wait antil you sec the real gear..."

He poused, suddenly conscious of his purple hands, and the finely-
noulded swallow-blackened ones of his companion. "rollow ne" he said,
feeling enbarrassed.

She was inpressed, he could see, but only at first, She leafed



through the piles of completed dicries, "Jhat d'you think of it?" the
writer in Bob leaping to the surface with the gquestion 21l writers have
asked since the beginning of time. "Wery interesting" she said. 'And
the repro - isn't it marvellous?! "It is quite good’ she said; "And
the colour effects -~ I'm not much of an artist, but I'm rabher proud of
this one." Tt appears to have come out quite well" she said. Tt
beats me why you anglofans always stick to the same o0ld black mimeo -
purple is a much nicer colour.,"

She said nothing, her eyes rivetted at his hands, He felt himseclf
blushing, Dammit, the old prejudices were here, in a country where he
thought they never existed, Probably because there weren't any others
like him in England. His visit would make him the first. But was she
prejudiced?  Really? It was the first time she'd ever visited a ditto
fan's place, and the transition of idcas involved, along with the all
too noticeable shock of The Death, had upset her for the moment, "Hcre,
I'11 make a cuppa tea. Charge around as you like. This placc is
yours as well as mine,"

He disappcared into the kitchen. Ella meandered around the roon,
carefully avoiding the littered crudshects and discarded masters. Vhen
Bob rcturned he found her sitting in a corncr staring gloomily into
space. He handed her a cup, She raised it to face height and blew
daintily,

"Have you a saucer, please?’

Ghu! He'd been living so long without domestic assistance that
he'd forgeotten the things existed... and this jirl, finely cultured...
He blushed, rcturned to the kitchen and hunted cround, tipping the used
dishes on the floor, until he found one, Eventually he did find onc,
turfed the cigarctte ends out and rejoined Llla. ‘“Here you are' he
said, almost in triumph, "Sorry it's a bit grubby.'” a little sadly.

She sniffed. "How' she said coldly, "do you expect me to drink
from an ash tray?¥ He fumbled with it, glaring, and started to wipe it
clean with a bit of purple smeared cloth.

Why the hell had he cver taken up smoking? This wouldn't have
happened otherwise, "Oh, don't worry about it' said Ella, "I'll use
the cup." Then, a 'noment later, "You've drunk from it" It wasn't a
question or o statement, it was an accusation, He noticed some purple
smears on the side of the cup. Bob controlled hine
self, biting back words which threatened to burst

forth in a f{lood of ire. "I get it. I'm not good
enough for you. No dittographer is good cnough for
you. I am what I am, and if you don't like it, yom

can get cut right now."
"No, no, I didn't mean anything like that. I..."

Get out!l”

The next few days were filled with retrospective
misery for Bob, Try as he would tc get that opini-
onated female out of his mind, he just couldn't.
After all, colour aside, she was a faan, and a darned
good publisher too. TBvery doy he hoped to hear the
thud of an ORION through his letterbox - if she was
bringing the 'zine out, and doing what he had becn




with his diary, One day, it came. He hurtled
downstairs, hoping to catch her, but when he arr-
ived, she had vanished. The fanzine was sitting
in the middle of the floor lobking at hin. It
was, he noticed, a dittoed effort. He took it
upsteirs, So, she was prepared to meet him half
way. Well, that was something, He opened it
out and began to read it through - what he could,
that is. It was appallingly badly done,
the work of a rank neo, Before he had
gone half way he had a letter of comment
worked out in his mind, Encouraging cri-
tticism, gentle praoise, the occasional pun.
WAs he progressed through, he began to
change the wording a little. It was be-
coning increasingly apparcnt that she was
noking fun of him, and had chosen his own
= 3 nediun in which to wmake the acid stronger,
- Everywhere there were nasty remarks,
(fs 'jokes! which were ained at hinm rather than
for hin.., he hacked out a furious letter,
and using the address given on the 'zine's contents page, located her res-
idence, a mere qguarter of a nile away. But as he neared the confortable
block of flats she'!d chosen as her donicile he swallowed the pill of his
bitterness and shoved the missive in his pocket.

She answered the bell., '"You got the ORION?Y "It was a snashing
issue, One of the best yet « I wish I had a2 backlog of material like
that. But all ny stuff is back Stateside.” "Which 'zine was yours,
TWIG?" "No, PSI-PHI," "It was a very good fanzine, Cone on upstairs,
I'11 give you something dccent to cat, you nust be starving..."

For a couple of wecks, cverything seemed to be all right; their past diff-
€rences never carie up. Part of the time Bob lived at IEllats place and
helped to fix up sone electric nimeo equipnent, and part of the tine - a
large vart - Ella was t$idying up after Bob had completed some strenuous
fanac, Once though, the o0ld feelings proved themselves not entirely
gafiated,

Bob was typing out 2o naster when he suddenly decided he couldn't ap-
prove of a fan sitting on a sofa, just watching, "Here, cone and have a
go at this" he said. She cawne over, "What, ne type out on onc of those
those things? I wouldn't touch a ditto master with a barge pole." Bob
grabbed her arn and sat her down in his chair, "Go on, it's in a good
cause., You want to be able to read it, don't you? There won't be any
spelling mistakes that way." "Mon't touch we! Your hands are... don't
touch ne!" she screanecd, Bob couldn't have been hurt more if he'd been
voted fugghead of the year in a FANAC poll. The barrier was still there,
after 2ll this tine? He remenbered the letter of comment hetd written
on the first post-death ORION, now lying crumpled anong all the rest of
the junk in his pocket, "iphout ORION" he said "I never wrote, did I?

At least, you didn't get the letter, I'm AWVFULLY sorry, I should have
given it to you weeks ago. I APOLOGISE," and with that he threw the cru-
npled remains on the #loor and stalked out of the rcom and out of the
block of fleots,



Dowr. on the embankment he stood and watched the tide coming in on a dead
empty river. He remembered the time when there were barges moving up
and down, rcmembered the cargoes they used to carry, remembered the tale
of thc time Great Britain was ncarly ruined by a group of fans. Renen-
bered a description of a busy, bustling river; now therc were only sca-
gulls wheeling around him, hoping to be fed. He soiled, Suddenly he
wanted to feed the gulls wore than anything in the world, to forget, for
the timc being, feondon, To imnerse himsclf in a mundanc activity.
"1ait o tick, I'1i rustle up sowething.! He found some wrapped bread
ir a bakery which was still fairly fresh, and broke it up and began to
throw it anong the birds. He Juxuri-ted in the sensation brought on by
their incessant cryings and their graceful flight.

Sfter o vwhile he noticecd thot their numbers were beconing less.
They werc winging their way, onc by one, downstrcan towards Lombeth
Bridge. There was ¢ snall boot therc, slowly moving towards hin, It
was a ¢ilapidated vessel, hardly bigger than o rowbecat, but it scemed to
be powcred by a large black object at its rear, some scort of outboard
mnotor, There was no sign of anybody in it, but it was undeniably being
stecred, for it saw him and changed course towards a nearby flight of
steps.

As it ceme closer he could see a man slumped on a seat, one hand
Lolding a crank wvhich operated the contraption. As it eased against the
steps, wvavelets lapping against ite hull, the wman rose unsteadily to his
fect, Good niorning’ he said, in a decidedly non-Irish accent,

Bob helped him ashore, He looked very tired and it was obvious he
nceded & lonz recst, and very probably medical treatnent, "Ir hone's
not far away" said Bob kindly, We'll have Lto get you te bed right awvayti
"In a moment; first you must help me with The Roat,® "Leave it here,
there are plenty of other boats zround. Pick yoursclf a neir onc when
you've reccvered o bit.,! The man drew hinself up. "Y"There is only one
Courtney's Boat.™ He slumned a little, 11t broucht we herc, 2ll the
way from Belfast, It saved ny lifc un wany occasions... you sce, il
found out who sawcd i, and the mighty »=xROSCODE#:#* himself was gratcful
ond c¢ndowed it with His powers.'

Dob exawmined the legendrry craft closcly. It was larger than he
had at first thought, about twenty feet long end cight or nine in the
bean, In the centre werc signs of an enormous saw-rark, whick hod heen
repaired with gigantic staples forged in the fires of Vhulean ¢nd driven
into the sturdy oak with the hamner of Thor. The oars, shipped aboord,
were as black as pitch, and graven with the names of wmony old and never
to be forgotten hero cf fandom. Kary ¢ women to be secon though.,  Walt
willis, for it was he, secumed to rcad his mind: UYHeroincs are a drug on
the morket’ he commented.

Hending. the list was the name of the roblest fon of them 211,.. the
ensine at the rear was nothing wore than an ancient mincogroph, forged in
those same fircs of Vhulcan, whose twin rollers dipped in the water.

“Then the cranlk was turned, water was drawm ir like paper at onc end end
shot out at & high velocity frorm the other, ccting like o jet cnginc.
Lround it glimmercd strange and powerfinl lights, simificont of forces
long dreaded hy all the fuggheads of the world,

Walt grasped one side of the boat with his good hand, motioned Bob
to 1ift the other, and scid "Ve wmust take it to a place of holy f-~nish-




ness, and there bury it, It has doune its work well," "We nay necd it

to talle us to the Easter Conventiou,! "There will be no Cenvenition
reninded Walt solennly., Bob nodded. "Then we nust take it to the
White Horse, the most hallowed spot in London Faandon.” "Would thot I

were Godiva' nurmered Walt, looking extremely ill that wonent. Bob
guessed why but accommodntingly said "All violence is ended, Godiva?
Walt grinned, "Then we'd have o whitc hearse.," #Ghod.,.I've o pain,
Lvens?" He lifted his end; the boot was surprisingly light. Ag Walt
h~d said, the Ghods were grateful. But even the feather lightness of
Courtney's Boat was too much for the poor, weary cditor of HYPHEN, oand
he collnopsed, At that monent Bob noticed Ella standing o short dist-
ance avay; she hod obviously becoime curious to sec a different faanish
foce after 2ll these uonths, and he cnlled out to her, 'Help ue with
hin, it's VUalt cnd he's sick,"

Walt smiled up 2t then. "Leave ne, Bob" he said, “"You rust bury
The Boat,™ Hit's 0K, Bob'" said Ella then, "You go ahead, ond I'll
look after Walt.” So Bob Lichtman hefted The Boot on to his sghoulder
and strode awcy down Tetter Lone. Arrived, he looked around for o
suitable site, but beforc he had mads ony decision he felt an invisible
force leading hin to the road outside the White Horse, As he approo-
ched, the rcal enpty world of The Death began to fade, and in its ploce
he gradually becene aware of a new one. A bold rugsed world, where
lightning was turned to fronnish use by the flicl: of a helicopter
beanie, oand iron was the plasticine of Foe-Foo and Ghu, from which they
mede dnnges of each other to stick staples into. Lbove it all he
could feel a calm, bencvolent presence that pervaded everything, and he
knew he was in the presence of He of the strong white teeth. Hinself.

With a mighty shovel which he obtained somehow, he never could re-
neritber how, he dug a great hole in the road, and after reverently
plocing The Boat in it ke filled it in, But that wasn't the end of
his task. There was still a fitting rponurent to be constructed,.

With the power of his hands, in this wonderful magical world, and
blocks of the finest narbdle, he built o uighty fountain, bubbling with
the crystal-clear Spirit of Fandon, which is to all fen what they dcen
it to be, A delicately carvecd replica of Courtney's Boat lay in the
centre of the pool, .nd thc noble words '"Blessed arc they who forbear
to use cliches'! were inscribed above it,

He finished, mnd stood for o while with bowed head, Then, feelw
ing hicself msently dismissed, he made his way back to Ella's., The
old, o0ld world where fan was fan, and Ghod was Ghod, fadcd slowly away,
the fountain now standing in nerorien ocutside the White Ilorge drowing
ite spirit from decp within the hallowed »nub itself, The Song of the
Vhallyries still echoed in his mind as he roan with an easy poce well
suited to hils lanlty fiszurec. Worrying slizhtly nbout Wolt, he thought
"Ella nust have taken hin to her place. Guess naybe he'd have a chance
of survival there." He had 2 darned good chrnece, Bob paw as a2 ent-
ered, Walt was sitting up in bed reading througch a stencil, with Ella
sitting beside hin taking down puns as he uttered them, ¥ind not a
gsingle typo'’ he was saying.' "But if you left o little less nargin
you'd be able to get wore orn a page, waking it look better proportioned
as well," VWOf course you're right, Walt,.. hello Bob. Honcstly, I
thoushi Mercer was bad, but sore of the ones he cores out with...Ugh!
Ve're thinking of bringing out ~nother artholeogy of »uns and things,

Lids,

like that first FPILLER,M


fo.de

She appeared to have forgotten zbout The Boat and what Le had done.'ind
Walt's surprisingly {it considering what he's been through. He spent
a couple of hours giving an absolutely fascinating account of how he
survived the Death and afterwards disgovered The Boat. He tracked down
the fiend who destroyed it and from him learned the History of it,
dating way back to the first days of fandom."

Bob thought "People of her colour regard such little things as
building a monument quite normal for the underdogs..."

She went on, ‘A wonderful history. It should be
written up someday. But not just now, we're begin-
ning werk on this oncshot right away. Walt's been
too inactive in fandom lately, I must get him on his
feet, This oncshot will do that; dit's going to be
teprific.' I'nb ruminated, "Guess I won't be inclu~
ded in this project. Natural thoush - what would two
mimeo fans want with a dittographer messing things up

and staining everything purple?" He spoke aloud. "I

nust leave you two alone to get on with it then." and o

he left. X
Walt looked after the departing fan. "Has he

got a chip on his shoulder, or something?" he asked.
"A11 the time T've known him he has - it's his colour.
He's always flying off the handle about it, but at
heart he's a trufan." Walt mused, and said "Hmm, he
must be, otherwise he would never have been able to
carry The Boat.!

They saw nothing of each other again until one evening when Bob was
walking through Dattersea Park. It was getting dark, the last bird had
long since gone to roost, and in the distance he heard voices, Curious
in spite of his determination never to see them again, he crept through
the bushes towards them, Behind a row of privet bushes Ella and Walt
had rigged up a little cincma screcen, and Walt was working the projec-
tor, Bob crouched there looking at it for several seconds before he
realised that it was a film of the London Symposiumg a rccord of fandon's
last and greatest battle, through which he had slept, dead to everything.
Ghu! How long ago it seemed, and so near at hand too. He knew he
would ncver rest until he saw that film all the way through, and though
he had o snealting suspicilon that he was acting as inconsistently as the
most idiotic fan who ever lived, he nevertheless stepped out into the
clearing and rcvealed himseclf,

"Where did you dig that film up?" He asked, almost pleaded, "Bob!
What on carth have you been doing with yourself lately? We were worr-
ied about you, you ncver answered the door when we came calling on you,
though we made enough noise, Ghod knows,"

Bob rememberced the knocking sure cenough, and remembercd too his
efforts to moke no sound whilst they were in earshot, He was glad it
was dark; they wouldn't be able to see him blushing. Walt said "“Hij

long time no scc. The film I dug up awmong the ruins of the basement,
and developed it wnyself, After seeing this 2ll I can say is I'm glad
I wasn't there,"”

"Yeah' he said, lovking hunjrily at the projector, '"it was pretty
much of a shawmbles.” "Only goes to prove that fandom is no different
to the rest of the world" rejoined Ella, He did so want to see that




tilmy deamned if he'd beg, though, "How did the cneshot come out?" he
cnquired, "lot so bad, not so bad at all, We extended it and inc-
luded some longer material., dcre, I've got & copy with me you can
have," Walt handed Bob a thirty page wmimeo'd zine, "We decided to
feature you in it. Bit of a satire, y'know, pointless fecuding and
such like., After all, that's what caused the blowup. Ellat's quite
a writer; she did most of it.™ Bob rippled the pages,. He caught
his name on page two, read more closely. Ella, watching him, said
"You like that bit? One of the best, I thought." Bob read aloud...
"And Bob Lichtman of the purple hands, scarcely worth feceding to the
pigeons, opened his big nouth as he is often wont to do. A fan often
in want ((Hah, Willis, one 1p on you at last))V

"Magnificent writing'” Walt breathed admiringly. Bob carried on.
... and the noble mimeos, trufans all.',., All about a feud, you cay?"
this last dirccted at Walt, Walt nodded, pleascd., '"A fake feud?" Bob
prodded, 'Yep." Bob put the magazine down gently. MJe survived IFan
Viar Onec," he said quietly, "Consider Fan War Two started as of now."
With that he turncd on his hecel and faded rapidly into the undergrowth.

There was a big gunshop in Battersca. Bob selected his weapons with
carcy a heavy riflec capablc of holding twelve rounds of ammunition and
a couple of revolvers. Filling his pockets with sparc cartridges and
sticking the pistols in his belt he picked up the rifle and went look-

ing for Willis, It was against him that his rage was directed for he
could not belicve that Ella would stoop as low as Willis had pretended
she had, He scouted Battersea Park, but the vrojector and screen was

gone, and there was no indication as to which way Willis had decparted.
Fled, Bob thought to himself,

He made his way to Ella's place, as being the most likely hideout.
He doubted though that Willis would actuclly hide in her fleat, He
would be more subtle thon that, Her flat was in the centre of a well
builkt up area with many places ideal for a man to wait in ambush, He
deliberately skirted the arca and approached from the opposite direc-
tion he noruclly would, taking carc not to silhoucttc himself against
the horizon, There was a full moon in the sky by this time, and it
was almost as bright as day.

From ahead, a sudden flash of fire, and & second later the crash
of 2 rifle became the background to an unpleasant smack, as a bullet
flattened itself on the wall scarcely two fcet above his head. Bob
dived into the shadows, found a narrow lane and ran as silently down it
a5 he could. That shot had come from high up a building on the far
side of a 1little square, and, being nowhere near Ella's, bhad caught him
by surprisec, He rcckoned that if he could encircle the square without
being seen, he could gain the cover of & wall from which he could keep
watch on the building until Willis showed himself. He achicved this
without drawing any more shots and, rifle at the ready, began hisvigil,
It was a long waoit, Several times, he thought he saw something, but
he held his fire to make certain. Each time it was & false alarm, a
cat, or a shect of papcr fluttering in a sudden breeze, or a restless
shadow, He found his hend beginning to nod forward... when he dozed
off he couldn't say, but the next thing he knew the morning sun was
shining in his eyes, and e few birds were singing., There was no sign
of Willis. He studied the building carefully for a few minutes, fin-
ally deciding that he'd left hours ago. It was quitc possible that



he had moved his position after he had fired that first shot, knowing
that Bob was too busy locking for cover to noiice a éiscreet retreat.
Cautiously, he continued towards Ella‘'s flnt. Nothing happened. The
flat seemed deserted, Then, a hundred yards up the strect, he saw a nan
walking slowly across the road. He raised his rifle, slowly squeczed
the trigger,

"No, Bob, no! There's been too nuch illing alrcady.” Ella shou-
ted from a window, Bob completed his action ~nd felt a satisfying shock
losc itself against his shoulder. Willis stopwed dead, then frantically
tock to his heels, rounding o corner and disappearing from sight. Bob
followed, cjecting the spent cartridge as he ran, keceping close to the
wall, At the corner ae stoprped, edged the barrel forward and was rewa-
rdcd by the sound of two shots and then a scampering of running feet. Bob
swiftly rounded the corner, saw Willis's tack rcceding. He seered to be
having trouble with his gun., Triumphantly, Bob knelt on onc knee and
loosed off threc rouads in quick succession. Willis dived on to his
face, alive still. Hs wriggled behind o lamppost., still struggling with
his rifle. Bob fired againg the bullet scrcamed as it ricochetted off
the steel,

But then Willis had overconc the trouble with his prifle and lost nc
time in returning the firej; the strcet echoed and rcechoed with the song
of Fen War Two, Eventually, the dozea rounds in Bob'!s riflec were spent
and hec was forced to pause and reload. That was what Willis had been
waiting for; he tock the opportunity of running for cover.

For hours the running battle continved, but without either of them
suffering anything morce serious than o few scratches from flying splin-
ters of slonc, Gradually they were moving eastwards, In the lote
afterncon, just aftcr a brisk chase as Willis had to rcload his gun, Bob
fuound himself suddenly alone. There was a familiar feeling in the air,
and as he stared cround him he realised thot he was standing quitce ncar
to the White Horse and Courtney's Boat, As he looked 2t the wonderful
rionunicnt he hod built he felt the hatred drown from hin by the forces
still playing arounc that holy »nlacc. Tt was almost & shrine, Contrit-
ely he slowly approached it, hardly noticing when he drovved his riile.

"I a fuggheoded idiot™ he said and impul..
sively jerked his revolvers from his belt ond
flung then frorm hin, Fron his hulging pockets
he emptied his store of ammunition,

The sparkling Spirit of Fandom seened to
ripple in pleadsed little waves, and he dipped
his hands into it and sprinkled sone of its
wonderfully cool life on his face. Raising
his arms towards tke setting sun he called out
"T'm here, Willils. Tet vus end all this foo-
lish fighting."

Silence. "There is ne necd for fecar., See,
I am weaponlecs."

Silecnce., Then, in the distance it secned,
he hecard tlhic pattering of fect. Closcr they cane,
Yet closer. "Bob.," A girl's voice., Illa's,

"Awvay from herc. You must hide." She panted é@#smwu
to a halt. "Where are your weapons? You won't stand




a chance here. Willis will kill you, don't you understand; he'll
kill you." Bob pointed to his discarded arms. "This war should
never bhave begun; if it wasn't for this fugghead standing here now it
wouldn't have.,"

"If you hide I may be able to calm him down."

"No, Besides, it's too late, Herc he comes now," he pointed.
Walt was slowly, carcfully, suspiciously advancing down the middle of
the street, rifle at the ready.

"Quick, into this building." He looked at her, smiled., ''No,
running is no use.' Ella smiled and took his hand, his purple-
stained hand, in hers. Walt noticed the movement, He jerked his
rifle to his shoulder, his finger instinctively beginning to tighten
round the trigger. A moment passed, then another. Boh moved tow-
ards the fountain, Ella following him, Suddenly, on an impulse, he
placed both hands in the Spirit of I'andom, He saw the potent fluid
eating away the: purple ink stains, washing them clean of his body.
Llla saw this, and she roved up beside him and followed suit, Black
ningled with purple and was washed away. Walt's finger cased off the
trigger; the barrel wavered, drooped, until he dropped it altogether.,
He came up te them, Bob smiled ""Come wash yoursclf.,"

And Vialt too bathed his hands in the alcohol, the Spirit of
Frndowm, and they werc as onc. Fan War Two had finished, and arm in
arm, orne on cach side of LElla, they walked confidently through the
cupty strects of London, into the setting sun.

+ T HE END +

(from LES SPINGE 3)

I S A R A A R A T R I R T AT LA R A AL AR AL A A A R R At R A RN S A R E R IR R A A A KRR A AT RN RA AT AR R NAR R I R AL

They showed Jesus a gold coin, and said to hin:
UCresar!s nen ask taxes fron us." He said to
them, "Give the things of Caesar to Caesar; give
the things of God t» God; and give to me what is
nine."

«.: from 'The Gospel According to Thomas!



TWENTIETH CENTURY FAIRYLIGHTS

Drive along the motorway - any night -
end you'll see them reflected in

the beams from your headlishts.

They flutter past like fairies dancing

or like pieces of glittering diamond.

But they arc neither of these:
They are splinters of glass
The remains of a car crash.,
They reflect tomorrow for all

Who want to sece.

=== Ro Pardoe




Once upon a yonk or two ago, their, or perheps there lived, or perhaps
existed (for they had no goggle-boxes) a goodly Kingy by the name of Art,
He was the king who ate, slept, and was drunk, artily, hence the name.

He was also the owner‘of a fantastic gert big wound table, on which
he ate his square nosh, and wrote his round robbings &c apart from which,
once a decimal month, he gave his wages and orders to his fort Knights.
He wasn't silly; he made them earn their keep.

"Yugabugadoo'" he exclaimed, as he dished out his requirements. !'Has

every Knight now got a dragon to slay, a dam cell to rescue or suamat? ??
9% 27 292799 297 29929929

............

The question merks flew thick and fast, but no one was injured until
a squeek crept across the table and hit the king in the lug hole. No
Sire' it went, throwing back a few gquestion marks for fun,

"Ooooh spoke or spake?" bawled the king, for although it was the
KING'S Inzlish, Art weren't no cop at it.

"I did, your kingship" replied the squeek from t'other side of the
table., YThen stand up and be recognized" for the king was not artful

enough to stand on his throne to peep at the squeeker, T am standing,
kingy" the squeek peeped. "Then pop round here, so as I can peep at your
knightly personage, you micro bod, I have but one last order before the

Queen calls 'Time', the old,..

"And what is that" the microknight asked before Jake could close his
punctuation marks.

"Map the other side of the mountain, it says on this card from box
umpteen. "BUT I HAVE NO HORSE, YER SIRESHIP" muttered the wmite, in
block capitals, for tiz an important line of text in this saga.

"Don't flap'’ (preview of line after next)
At this juncture in lolloped the ORIGINAL shaggy dogz.

"Don't flap"(told you!) cried the king, on account of having sampled
some Vurguzz a passing Gerfan had him hooked on. So with that, the hound
tippytoed to the saddlemaker's, for he knew what his kingship had in mind.

Hee haa... the following morn, the unlikely pair set off, but as it
was summer in England, the weather was inclement. "I think we will take
a slight pause' he said shortly to Henry, his @hped companion. (Note!
@lped = kerwodropcd but Joke couldn't spell it, ) "Fer my armour is fast
becoming rusty.™

So with that the soggy p:«ir sought the shelter of an inn, out there,
But alas and alack they were thINN on the ground INN this neck (Tar) of
the woods.



THE LAST (and perhaps the most gruelling) part of the Testament According
to Saint Jake, fondly known as THE ORIGINAL SHAGLY DOG STORY .uisseevveconas

EEEEEERVENTUALLY a Watney's sign came into view, but the Lnocker was too

B ErhH nigh for our micro mate, so they plodded their weary wet way to
F@ Eb?f the next, but meanwhile the rain got worse, and the wind howled
- .

Boconie  wilder &c.
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"Oh pish tish, my four footed friend, at this inn I must stand on your
saddle to cnable me to wring yon knocker," which he did.

"I be rotten 'orrible sorry lad, but I be right flinpin' chock full
at the moment, a bunch of fen 'ave me right full up with a con, but a -
mere 'andful (rigged to read binesry, of course) of leagucs up the road
lies yet another 'umble pad, with a possibility of a kip, so why doant
'lee 'ave a bash there, me (ole darlin'

His accent was so thick, it was inf kceping with the rest of this
saga. On tacy stagsgered, with the thunder and lightning worse than ever.
At the next inn, their luck changed; it got worse. "Oh dear, no roomes"
bawled the gaffer, "Try the farm down the path a micro light ycar yonder,
if you can find it in the rain, mist, better luck next time, lightning,
hail, thunder, é&c.,"

So on they staggered, finally arriving at the farm, whereupon the
door was flung open wide and a friendly voice boored out Do come in, I
couldn't leave a knight out on & dog like this.ssesces

- perpetrated by Ramblin' Jake
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ARCHTE MURCER: 10 Lower Church Lone, St Michaelg, Bristol BS2 8BA

A point
which I fail quite to sec is that of crediting crtworlk by page numbers and
then not numbering the pages, not even indicating for certain whether the
cover counts as page onc or not., The bit about interurban American rail-
ways was interesting. They have similar things on the continent, of course
which still linger in places.

The only occasions I c¢on recall having sat at the 'taps' end of the
bath were when, now and again, my brother and myself were doubled-up for
paxinun productivity or something, As the elder, I had to tolerate the
awkward end,

ROGER WADDINGTON; 4 Commercial Street, Norton, Malton, Yorks.

It was fasc-
inating to read of your American cxperiences; a year scems almost too lecng
to wolt for the next instalment. I wos wondering wherce you stood, though,
on the proposal to have a national Railway lMuseum at York instead of at
Clapham (or vice versa if you take the other view). Speaking as a stout
Yorkshireman, I'd favour York; but as you're living in London, it throws
the question wide open! And it would be better if you could find sone-
where to run the cxhibits as they once were, and not lecave them standing os
museun pieces..., as they did in America, of course! And there's the local
Railway Preservation Socicty which I really must Jjoin, running both stean
and diesel zlong one of the most scenic lines in Yorkshire, (I don't dare
say anything more!) though not a2long the whole length of it, more's the
pity.

Lnd herking back to Johnny Berry, I think th.t there'll be as wruch to
look back on in this age of fandom as there was in the carlier onesj; it's
just that we'rc not recognizing it os such now. And despite the runours
I hear of our decline, I'm sure we haven't fallen yet, or cver will., Not
until the last fan on earth sits in his lonely room, &c &c. F-ndon, like
the world, haos always been going to the dogs; only we never quite get
there.

I thought the illos were particularly good; but when and where did
you get that Goughan illustration ~ I think that should make a tole worth
the telling. (++ at the Ozarcon in Saint Louis, 1968 ++)

TERRY JELVES: 230 Bannerdale Road, Sheffield S11 OFE

I enjoyed the bit on
the private railway systemn. It sounds like a much elaborated version of
a local tramway museum which has trams from 11 over Europe (it is at Crich
in Derbyshire). They have a short length of track which formerly belong-
ed to o quarry, ond you can have rides up and down on all sorts of vehi-
cles. I plan to do some filming there this holiday when my new Quarz 5

arrives.

The colour work.,. this sort of thing is what British fandom needs
more of, and is not only afraid to experiment with, but never apprecintes
the work involved in producing. I have made numcrous cxperinents with
this in both TRIODE ond FRG, and would make more, except that the only re-
sponsc is &« long, loud silence. It really adds distinction to & fanzine.



ED R&FDs 668 Westover Road,
Stamford, Connecticut 06902

Ken Cheslin's story was very,
very good. Perhaps the best
piece of fan fiction I've read
in a year, It wau, how you
say it, masterfully succinct.

TOM PENMAN: 14 Winterbottom St,
South Shiclds, County Durham

Spedking of illes, wh  didn't
vou use thal one oa page 15 of
(Spinge) 21 as a cover, if you
haven't in the past, that is,
Strangely cnough, it reminds mc
of an illustration for a Walter
de la Mere pocn in a childrens'
bock I used to have, A young
girl sat on a white charger pau-
sing and pawing the air before a
similar Bifrost Type tridge
leading ovex %to the same castle-
in-the-air thiag, done id the
style of (well, I've forgotten
Lis name, but he was French and
did posters).

I didn't know Geordies have
more red heads (the same goes for blondes and blonds, I suppose?). And I,
a nenber of that noble race, too, Hadawaywithya, Ton! Tut!

What's a ENF? Why Worthington Towver?

And now to Les Spinge 21. The Santos was a wminor nasterpiece., If
the hone~brew wine was the equivalent of home~brewrbeer you have ny I'nm
not sure what, condolences, naybe? I dontt think fanzines have often
rmuch to do with S¥F, Jjust SI' fandon. Publish and be damned, as they say.
Provided you don’t use microscopic print, that is., Overall 21 was very
good, once wy eyes had adjusted; why, even the back cover illustrates the
superiority of the Blue Star. Ed Cox's LoC: Pcople read SF for enter-
tainment, sure, but I for one would likec to sece some good writing in the
field, Now I know S1 is a branch of engineering; John W,Canpbell states
that it is definitely not literature, but naybe that's due to his kind of
influence and nentalities anyway., So !Call me Conrad' or 'This Immort-
alihad none of the casy grace of any good first-person nystery story
which it attempted” (and wes being a mystery story its intention anyway?)
~ honestly, did it matter that nuch? I'd rather read a story by Zelazny
than a nystery in say Asinov's conpetent vein. After all, 'Star Trek!
is highly cntertaining - you get a laugh if nothing else - but it's not
exactly the image of SF I'd like to sce being put around, I'n getting
tired of childrens' progranres being called SF. I don't think nerely
entertainment should be all one looks for, Don't get ne wrong, I don't
particularly like most c¢f the New Thing and nost of New Worlds is ridic-
ulous now, but at lsast it's trying to put over another inage, called
Iiterate. Itiz stuff like 'The Drowned World! and 'Call ne Conrad! that




are going to ftake SF out of the kiddies' corner, not entertaining but
very mediocre stuff by Leinster, Asinov, Sinck, and (Ghod help ne)
J.R.Fearn,

(++ the Bifrost type cover you nention was used as the cover of LES
SPINGE 11, ++ L4 BNF is a Big Nosed Fan, or possibly Big Noisy Fan.
On occasion it is used in the sense Big Name Fan, nostly by people
who apply it to thenselves when they are ncking out that they are big
fish in our rather small pond. ++ Worthington Tower was the inter-
locking plant situated at the flat crossing of the N&W (uile 8,6) and
Penn Central (mile 43C.0) trocks north of Colunbus, Originally it
had control of the crossing, but latterly served only as a train
order station. It waz closed in Novenber 1968, The crossing is now
controlled by the V& Dispat her at Portsmouth, Ohio, The Worthing-
ton Tower bullding was a familiar landmark to ORM notormen at the
south end of the ORM's treck, which ran here alongside the N&W. ++)

JAN DUNLOT: Glouceslcr House, Broadmoor Hospital, Crowthorne,
Berks, X411 7EG

1

The Questilon: there lies a person full of a soft
intinacy, horbouring tranguil desires to be pleasing to another, yet
this need is of o special kind, delicate and all-embracing; full of a
cweetness that is nerceived as o queolity which can and will absorb
and snother the knowledge of an inner power; which if in turn it was
ellownd to erupt, could and would ruin your own life... it is a sub-
jective philosophical duality in a way, for answers and recognized
and immediaotely glindsed.

John Eeoll's honesth self-expressions are of a forthright nature,
He is wvery much an open guy vet has guiet thoughts with regard to his
own inner ecumotions, He mokes an anusing contribution about life in
ite basic tense, while at the same time shows the apathy that cones
when people hide behind facades built up from the result of the
pressures in society. He iz, I think, sonebody worth taking apart
~nd putting back together again... he can interpret that what ever
way he likes, though I guess he'd rcally like another person to know
him as he wishes to be known; simple in teastes and likeable if given
the chance,

Ken Cheslin's stuff is good; he ought to do a lot wmore. It is
very difficult ta writc o three ninute fiction, yet he appears to
have acconplished 1his in an casy style, Good for hin,

JFGrant s drifter of the nind, wallewer of intrinsic values and
cosgnic Grifts in hics inner sarctun, o close fellow and & silent ob-
gerver of the hidden rieomings in life, Rorders on psychic-phenonena
interescs,

Pcbhlo? Is this another fanzine that you run?

(++ Pablo is an OMPAzine which lately has become the vehicle for ny

more infornal OMPA comments, such os n/cs, accounts of our travels,

and so on. Poblo rnrely runs to rore than four or five pages, and is
probably of no interest ouvtcide OMPA ++

(++ I have a few lines lcft on this page; no room to start a new letter
here, so0 I'11l just plug a Worthy Cause insteod: JEEVESFORTAFFJEEVESFOR
LAFFPJIEEVESFORY AFF JELVESFORT ATT JEEVESFORT AFF JEEVESFORT AFF JEEVESFORT AFT'J
EEVESFORT AFTJERVESFORT ATFUEEVESFORT AFF JEEVESFORT AFFWOMBAT JEEVESFORT ATF



HARRY WARIER; L23 Surmit Awenve, Hogowctoun. MG 217%

The editorial
nattering about trolley cars was very weclcome, because I've recently
been experiencing an upsurge of interest in this lost cause. You know
my fannish reputation for staying at houe, and when I tell you that T
went fifty miles just to look at some stationary strectcars parked in
the terminal of the East Broad Top Railroad, you'll comprchend how
sreatly I!'ve been moved by this recent notien. (The Dast Broad Top is
a narrvow..gauge railroad which continnes in operation s a tourist att-
raction in Pennsylvania, but the operctors have collected a batch of
motionless twelley cars as o side attraction. I rode the steam cars,
too),

You see, Hazerstown was onc of the key towns in the last surviving
interurban strectcar system east of Chicago. This was the Hagerstown
and Fredericlz Reilway, which began before the turn of the century and
didn't carry its last »assenger until 1954, although by then it was no
longer serving Hogerstown iftself. Tt was the interurbon system you'd
lecast expect to last so long because it had done everything wrong
alwost from the start, It never had adequate finencing, It cdidntt
hool: irnto the unbkrolen network of trolley rails that had heen spun over
rmuch of the Dast so you couldn't get much wore than 25 miles from
Hagerstown wlthout stopping or waiting for a train or hiriang o horsec.
Worst of all, its managenent laid down its tracks along the most iupr-
obable routes, as if they werc deliberately avoiding the most heavily
populaved areas and the towns where they would be most liliely to get
passengers., 1 suppose thot this last phenoricnon mnight be related to
the financiel problems., since it must have been cheaper to avoid the
right of way cipouses clong travelled roads vhere houses had neaturally
been builv. Trolley traclis ran right out Summit Avenue post uy house,
and the car barn was originally only a blccli and a half south of ny
home, until it burned down and they useld another building two blocks
north of herc. 7% London's libreries obtain all the exotic Ancerican
books, you uight like to hunt for Bluec Ridge Trolley, a biography of
this interurban that was published thic year by Golden West Beoks,
written Ly Herbert H. Harwood Jr, fost of the pictures in it that
vere taken in Hagerstoun show the city prettiy nuch as it is today.

I haven': read '"The Passover Plot', But I can recomnend to
sceptics and te broaduninded believers alike a fictional treatment of
the some hasic theme the 1915 novel by George Hocore, The Dre
Kerith,! My cowpy is a British Penguin edition, but I acquired it a
long time azo aond don’t know if you can still get it over there in a
cheap cdition. lioore porirays Jesus as o non-divine human but a geood,
wise one whe lets hiuself be stainpeded in a weal: monent into claining
divinity. After he is removed living from the cross, he decides to
retreat into obscurity, and the book's climax cowmes when years later
Scint Paul accidentally encounters him and decides that he wmust con-
tinue to procloiw the divine Christ despite the evidence of his own
cyes.

It!'s a strange thing about "Things to Cone'; the part that rings
false to me now is soucthing that has never bothered anyone clse¢ in
my cxpericnce, T #ind the scicntists who picce together the shatt-
cred world of the future utterly repulsive and I keep wishing that




something would hapnen vo them, I suppose it's their uniforns znd
extra-efficient way of behaviour that couses ne to think of fascist
stormtroopers who are stamping out the individualism and free will
that disaster has finally bestowed on the 1little peonlc of the
world, As I say, nobody elsc scems to feel this way. But the film
as a whole does hold up remarkably well, Now it'!s just about as
0ld as 2001: A Space Odyssey will have become by the time the yecar
in its title has passed into history, and I wonder if today'!s teen-
age fans who go to see a revival of the Clarke-Xubricl: movie will
find it possible to cenjoy 7001 in 2005 as much as we today find
pleasure in Things to Come. Of course, it could be that I'm just a
trifle prejudiced against the Wells-based movie because it put me to
2. lot of unnecessary trouble. The very last crisis involving ny
fan history book cane when an editor gor worricd over a& refcrence to
the filnm. He suspected that the wovie hod the same title as the
Wells book, 'The Shape of Things teo Come' ond T had to check beifore
the presses could roll, You have no idea how hard it is to get a
positive answer to such a problen in ~ town the size of Hagerstown.

ARTHUR CRUTTLNDEN: Tdiocy Couchant, 11 Heath Lodge Site, Welwyn,
Herts.

Not sure that I like being described as Sir Jasper-like: nust
talk to Much and find out what she meant. Am only Hertsfan who '
nasn't wmoved lately, not for 47 years in fact. Must correct Mushj
after the crash I gave Arthur G,Boak's first name as his firsv. I
thought 'twould be best for uwedical number and so on.

Ken's story is a nicely written little niece of nothing.,

Propagandicing for the state of werriage! Tor shame, sir!
How dare you? Soze poor sullible fan contemplating the fatal step
(end it is fatal, 100% so) may read thet piece and then think 'Oh,
it can't be 2all that bad then! ond trot off and comwmit matrinony.
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That conciudes the letters for this time around. In
the space reuaining I'd like to list scie new fanzines
thet have come ny way in the last six months. 1In

September Phil Spencer put out BLACK KNIGHT, and
then all in a rush within the last nonth app-
cared MOON LEOPARD from fAnn Girling, ILOM
BERE TO VEGA from John Coombe, and LIAYA
from the Northern mob (Ian Williams &

Co). They cll deserve encouragenrcent.

Who says there'!s no publishing

activity in the UK these days?

And if Ian Williams can really
bring back Harry Bell into the
fold as hLe says he hopes to do,
he'll have done all fandon a

%) . : ;
if great service. Cone back,
f—«’/ Harry....plcase? -
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CCHTHINGECL TOULk-w=Part o,

I saia last time I'G write some moxre about
the Ohio Railway luseun. The maps on
this and the next page show the track
layout of the museum, although they are
diagramaatic, and not to scale. In par-
ticular, the line north of Proprietors!
Roud is about a half-mile loug and curves
round to the west through eaimost ¢0
iwicedizately norih of the crossing. When
the line was laicd, in 1930, the o0ld CD2d
trackbed was clear right up to Rt.25 but
since then a nouse has been built across
it just vast the present end ol track.
Further extensions will thus have to be
at the south end of the iine (where the
ORM owns a half mile of the old trackbed
alreedy,) The house was built in such

a way that the bedroom window faced tle
CRll tracl, Thus, waen running at night
and avnroaching the end of the line the

headlight (21l Awmerican trains have head-

lights) shone right into the poor zuy!s
bedroom window, That must have annoyed
him quite a lot, tut afiter all we were
there first, 2nd bad design on some arch-

itect!s part couldn't bhe blamed on the ORI,

He must have been woken up a few tinmes ithen
in bed, because he nlanted a tree between hic
window and the railway line, It'ls grown up
big enocugh now that it forms an effective

shield, and I suppose thie person who lives
in that house isn't disturbed in his slumber
nowadays.

Trips on the ORi usually started {rom
the wain traclz outside the station. There
was a dispatclher on duty in the station
cffice who controlled the general running of

the trains (especially necessary when we
had two trains running at one time, as

was custorary on Sundays., Once or twice
we cven operated three at one time, which
called for careful coantrol ~nd written
trein orders for all movements)., The
train crew consisted of a motormen and a
cenductor, ihen driving I would wait
for the conductor's signal to move offj
he had the responsibility of making sure
that nobody was rushing to get on or off
when the train started., There was a
speed limit of P uph through the staticn
vard area, with especial care over the
double curve by itz car harn, The bell



was rung coatiauvally tahroush this area, fou
the beneflt of people who =aight be or or
about the tracks (especially stepping out
from the far sicde of the car barn without
looking). The end of the yard was marked
by the block signal just south of the
station siding. This sigral worked in
connection with the one at the south end
of the traclk, Normally no aspect was
shown, but as a train approached it a
vhite aspect 1it up, which indicated that
the line was clear. Simultancously the
red aspect 1it up at the far end of the
block to prohibit entry from that end, A
further car approaching the signal in the
same direction would see the white aspect
and thus be warned that the line ahcad

vas occupied, The signal systewm was able
to count the number of trains entering and
leaving the block, and the aignals didn'v
return to the norwmal urlit state until the
bloclz was completely unoccupied. Special
errangements had to be mede for trips to
the south yard (put in after the signals
were instelled) since a train pulling in at
that switch would leavce the block without
passing the switch in the overhead at the far
end., These 'special arrangements!'! usually
involved someonc openiag the relay boxr for
the signals and counting the train in question
out on the relays; this was done under orders
from the dispatcher, of course.

South oI the block signal the paximum sneed
allowed was 5C mph, and the line ran between
the Worthingtoun Food Co, factery on the right
and the premises of a decaler in second-land
railroad cguipment on the left, Quite an
industrial stretch of track, Lt Potter S%.
crossing a warninz on the horn was obligatory:
this was the traditicaal signel used on all
US railroads for a long, long time. Two loag,
one short, one long. Deyond Potter 3trect
2 slowing down for the bridge over Rt, 101,

o major road., was called for. This bridge
had a lipit of 10 mgh, imposed by the highway
authority ithen they gave us peruission to
rebuilc it, Before the bridge was put in

a few ycars ago, services terminated atl the
north sice of the road, and a telcphone was
installed at this poilnt for convenlence in
contacting the dispatcher for *train orders
and so on, Noir however the !'phone has bcen
noved to the South Yord, of which more anon,
although the o0ld boxr on the pole where it
used to bc is still there, and gives rise
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1o 3nile gpecuiatinn crn the wari of passencers. There are in facwu
three bridges cide by side over Route 1671 at this point, On the
west side is the ORIl bridge, in the middle the bridge of the Norfoll
& estern, and on the east the Penn Central (former New York Central
System), And a little way down the road is the freeway bridge where
I-71 crosses over Rt. 161. So the arca is somewhat congested wiih
bridges of one kind or another.

Beyond the road bridge one came to the South Yard, This was put
in oves the winter of 1967/68 and consisted of two sidings. liostly
it was used to store stock, relieving the sidinzs iIn the station
arca waich were beconing overcrowded, On a few occasions when the
traffic becane intence. we ran three trains at once, =nd on thesec
occasions trains crossed at the south yard. L switch tender was
installed at the gwitch to the South Yard, arwed with the regulation
red, yecllow and green flogs, end fusees, He liept in teuch with the
dispatcher using the telephone installed here; when there were
threce trains on the line all moveuwents were controliled by written
train orders, This was an essential safcty measure. But most of
the time, as I said, the yard was used only for storscge, and the
switch was unlocked only at the start and end of the day's opecrat-
ions. We mostly used the sidings to kecp the N&W passenger coach
and the eclectric locouotive in

South of the South Yard the cverhecad was suspended for fast ruaning
on catenary, not on single poles. This enabled fairly high specds
to be achieved, in the region of 55-60mph in good conditions, though
only briefly. Running off the end of the trock was frowned upon.
Vhen the traclk is extended the extra half mile down to Lincoln Ave.
tiore sustained high speed running will be possible. After all, the
CITS5&M car no, 154 was an interurban and regularly ran at 90-95mph,

A1l toc soon we ceame to the block sigral marking the end of the
block. Ap»nroachinz from this end a green aspect was shown by the
signal, corresvonding to the red shown to a train apvroaching in
the opposite direction. Ahs soon o5 the switch in the overhead was
vassed the signal returned to its normel dorkened cordition, unless
a second train had entercd the block at the far end, in which case
it stayed as it wapg until the second train came through.

The end of the *racl: was just that. The reils stooped, and the only
barrier across ther was a singlc tie »nlaced crossways on top of the
metals and roped to theun, It was quite feasible to run past this
barrier and off the cnd of the track, ond in fact it happencd once.
Some repairs had been done to the FCC car, no, 450 Irom the Illinols
Terminal RR, TFow, this car is totally electric in its operation.
Thé normal form of strectcar braking was air-brakes, nostly positive
braking, not the negative (vacuun) brake so beloved of the British
roilway coumpanies. HEowever no. %50 had electrical brekes, and in
order to provide for the nossibility of the pole coming off the
overhead and the braling functien thereby being lost, the car also
carried batteries which could be used to brake the car in an euerg-
cney. On the occacion under discussion, they took it out for a test
run after some repeirs, but forgot to put the batteries back in.

I good speed was notched up on the south part of the lire, but just
s the motornan was chdout to slow down as he approached the eud of
the track, what should heppen but the nole coming off the overhead.,
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There wes a slight joggle in the track there which the p/way departrent
hadn't yet got around to fixing. The brakees wore 1 lied, but of
course with no power either from overhead or batterie “Vﬂl able,
nothing happened. The car ran right off the end of the track av about
25 nph snd ground to a halt on the gravel surface beyond, It took two
weels work with jJaclis and crowbars by the nuseun nenbers to get the car
back on the line. Strict instructions were thern dssued that the final
200yd or so (past the block signal) of the lire should always be
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taken ot no norc clhan <uiph. oand that a hrake test should he wmade by all
southward trains dmmediately after passing the Soutih Yord. It acver did

BN

happen again, fortunately.

Lilongside the track woas the parallel tracks of the N&W, and on the far
side of them was the Worthinglton tower, apvroxinately in the same loca-
tion as the hlock sigral on the CRI trock, Here the N&W and the NYC
lines crosscd on the level, The Tower is probably demolished by now; it
was put out of use in late 1968 efter serving only as a train order
office for some time.,

Beyond the end of the CRM track the bed continued as a grass and shrub-

rrown gravellyr path, Aloungside 1t and &bout 5 yords distant was the
route of a gas nmain or something similar, This was kept clear of vege-

fation aad enablcd the ronte of the CD&M trackbed to be followed without

o
ruch difficulty, The Penn Central (NYC) +track was also alengside, on
the left on the far mide of ald¥einage dilbch,, 2 distance ol 10 yards or
5O0. ifter half a nile nas Lincoln iLvenue, the linit of the lond at the
presecnt owned 3" the ORM, The PC and “&V tracks here have a level
crossing with thc roadway, controlled by flashing red lights and lifting
borriers, The 1lihts are standard, the barriers somewhat unusual for
the US, If the O grack ever crossed over Lincoln Avenuc here, I ass-
ume that lights and bLarriers would be reguired for its ctrack also. The
0ld CD&M trnzlhed continues hevond Lincoln iLvenue as a wide grassy verge
te Indiancla Aveaus, which runs parallel to it on the west side. It
would be perfectly foasible to roinstate the track along this section if

Lincoln Avenus could be crossed, The trackbed finally ends about 1]'&18.

further on, where the CL&M crossed lMeorse Road, now 2 busy thoroughfare,.
The bridge has gonc here, znd beyond iHorse Road the trackbed is buile
over in places, tlhcugh still there for the nost part.

Returning %o wha present end »f track, The conductocr got out of the car

here and reverscd the troiley poles. The vole was always troiled by the
car, so on revevsal the one at the back was pulled down off the wire and
the one at the Ifront pul un, ready rFor travel the other way. The CRM

never had one of these triangular utrvcl:u es of trollev wire which en-

nolcd the car te reverse without goin: through the ritual of pole chang-

ing. Probably tley reguired a spec 1 sounting on the car anyway.

The trein ncw rebturned to the station by the same route, Boyond the
station the sulLstoticn was rassed on the left, wvhere the vower for the

running of the Linec can Trot. it was a uouolugenorﬂtor set which in

e
its first incrrumation vran the Coluubns city trackless trolleys (in the
terms of DBritish ronecwclatire, itrollev-buses). When they were with-
drawn o few yocis brck, the OBM bought the gencrating cquipwment. Fower
was taken fron the public sunply ot 13,000 volts (S-phase AC) and con-
verted by the “ot rwgencrator to 600v DC which sunvlied the overhead.

It was capable of supulving power to two trains at once, just about. IT
three Urainsc warked to “raw oower at the same time, the cutouts would
operatc to preven’ an overioad on the system, Previous to purchasing
the motor-gerevroter set the ex-Eriec RR Gas~Electric Rail Motor Car was
hitched up to the eoverhead to provide power. It wes still available os
an erergency nsasure in case ¢f failure in the substation or of the
public supnly.

Opposite the substotion was the switch for the siding where trains were
crossed when ncre tThan one was operated at a tine, A switch tender
wos stationecd hers nost Sundays and on Saturcdays in nid-sumner, and T

»



seemed to get the job cuite often. It was fun though. Immediately
west of the switch was the level crossing with Proprietors'! Road. A
dead stop was enforced on all trains rroceeding over the crossing.
This was a rule imposed by the City of Worthington when they gave us
permission to reopen the track over the crossing, and caused some
interest among visitors as it was so contrary to the usual rule in
the USA, where trains normally just thunder right on through. of
course, motor traffic was also expected to stop, look and listen.

The half mile of traclk beyond the crossing was the first laid down
by the ORM, and had detcricrated to the extent that a 10mph speed
restriction was in operation. The line was downhill to the end of
traclz, so mostly motormen would put on a short burst of nower at the
crossing end, and then coast down to the end on the jradient, Fron
the end of track trains returned to the station area, and arrival
there was the end of the normal trip.

I still have things I could talk about regarding the CRM... unusual
happenings, for example. The time that I stood guard over the line
all one Saturday night to protect it against malicious vandalism by
a disgruntled member., The time that it rained 6" in a single hour
and flooded out the west end of the track. The midnight raid on
the Worthington Tower, And so on... Next issue, though, I shall
change the subject., I may recturn to the ORM at a future date, but in
LS24 the topic under discussion will be the Tramways a Vapeur d!'Ille
et Vilaine, I also have plans for future issues for such diverse
things as mileposts, and the signal boxcs at Annesley, though the
TVA'I&V one is the only onc i've recally worked on yet.

(DP)
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"T came down to brealifast the next morning to find my friend Holmes
‘already up and about, Indeed, I doubt very much that he had been to
bed, for the room rceked o6f tobacco, and dark shadows round his ecyes
bore witness to many hours of thought upon some deep problem. He
loocked at me quizzically for a monent, then removed Lis pipe. A
hint of amusement scemed to dance in those darl eyes as he spoke,

"hy, Watson,! he said, 'I perceive that winter and o0ld age have
already forced you into donning your long woollen underwear,'!

'Incredible, Holmes!' I cried., 'How on earth could you know that?!

'Elementary, my decar Watson,'! replicd the master, 'You have negle-
cted to put on your trousers.' !

ee. lMartin Pitt




It's ten years since Spinge
first saw the light of day,
and a lot of metaphorical
water has passed under the
metaphcrical bridge since
then. Of the founder men=-
bers, Mike Kilvert, Pete
Davies and myself, there is
only me left. Mike went
into the army, came out, got
warried, and was never (fig-
uratively speaking) seen
again, Pete Davies went to
work for General Electric, then joined Post Office Telephones, and
is beyond human ken (me) nowadays. Of the stage two fensmen, of
the great Games Era, there survive myself and Tony Hill; Jack Ray-
bould seems to have succumbed tc a combination of wife and four
kids, cameramania, model soldiermania and wundania. Bech Monday
evening, ghu willing, I go up to see Tony, and we fight the Battle
of the Bulge, or Blitzkrieg, or Waterloo... we still have onc game
to try, but that is the complicated "1914", Of the third stage
fensmen, Dave Hale, by way of lanchester, ended up in Brum and is
now wandering in the valley of past fen; only myself and Darroll
remain, Of course, there arc the two honorary Stourbridgeites,
Alan Rispin and Jhim Linwood, still existing somewhere. Somewhere,
I feel like a thread of continuivy.

EEN CEES

Someone was saying in an earlier
Spinge words to the effect that why do we not do suck and such to
resolve or get around a certain war games situation - something like
an impregnable position, Well, there are several reasons why one
does not Jjust get around certain situations. In the first place,
we in some games play with fixed positions and with fixed armaments.
It would be rather silly to have our American Civil Var troops cone
up with 1914-1918 weapons. Nor should we allow pre-1330 troovs
cannon, However, mining would be all right, The whole point
about these games is to get as close to the real situation as poss-
ible, Without certain limitations there can be no game.

This applies
to other things than games, of coursej; although it may be all very
well in fiction to take liberties with fact, and sway whole nations
for the sake of the plot, in reality the swaying of any body of op-
inion is very hard. I remember that when I was doing research for
one ' of my studies in my last year at college I came across the per-
fectly obvious fact, prescnted at the end of a2 long piece of rese-
arch in the States, that people tend to let facts which are cont-
rary to their preconceived opinions go in one ear and out of the
other, Even rmore obvious was the fact that people tended to change
TV channels and so on when presented with a political broadcast
favouring the opposing party. A1l this means, as we should know
anyway, is that in spite of all the blather about making fair judg-
ments, listening to the other fellow's view, trying to weigh a situ-



ation solely on its merits; when it comes right down to it we cre ruled
by our prejudices... which we tend to pick up early in life from our
nearest and dcarest. Politics is like religion, a nmatter of belief,
One can convince oneself of the rightness of one's own vicws easily
enough, by citing those in one's own party who are too Tory for oneself
as extremists, and those too Labourish as too extremist the other way.
Thus, one can always pride oneself on being a reasonable, fairminded,
niddle-of-the-road sort of bloke,

Unless one has receilved The Message,
of course., This is merely an extrcme sort of self opinionation where
one has discovered wnat is wrong with the world, and how to put it
right. The chief characteristic of this sort of person is the bull-~
dozer aporoach and the deaf ear. Some grow out of it. It is people
of this sort whom one finds in the ranks of the political parties,
church movements... er, the Jesuits. It is futile to argue because
reason has no effect on fanatics. If you reason against his beliefs -
faith - you arc making a personal attack on his cgo, and everything
you say is rejected, or remembered in a way that can be twisted into a

weapon against yoursclf or as a support to his 'religion.? As with
all religions, extreme political belief is based on & theorctical uni-
verse and not on the real one. One operates, lives and thinlks within

a frame of refercnce which one is convinced is the real world, but
which in reality is only a facet or view of the real worlid. A sinmilar
person is the one who is constantly talking in terms of what fought' to
be done, terms of what is !right! or !urong'.
Thesc arc value Judgments, and as such are
invalid in ascertaining the real world.
There are millions upecn millions of people
who firmly believe that there are universal
and eternal 'truths’ in the realm of ideas.
To take only two rather simpie exawmples.
Some Greeck mercenaries were asked if
they would eat their fathers, They
hotly rejected the idea as horrible.
The king, Xerxes unaybe, asked
sonie other mercenaries, Scythi-
ans perhaps, if they would
consent to burn their dead,
like the Greecks, Of course,
they rccoiled in horror at
the thought; 'Let us decen-
tly eat our dead? they rep-
lied. (This is a true tale,
culled from Xenophon, I

/ p"ﬁo think),

JERVES IF'OR TAFF JIEVES I'OR
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EVES FOR TAFF JEDVES FOR TLFY
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HEICON REFLECTIOCNS SHOITCELFEZR NOCIEH HEICON RuUFLECTIONS
HEICON REFLECTIONS SNOITCELFER NOCIEH HEICCN REFLECTIONS

The twenty-~eighth world science fiction convention, held in Heidel-
berg last August, was the first ever to be held in & non-English
speaking country. It can I think be accounted a success. I had no
difficulties over language, but this may have been because nuch of
the programme was in English anyway.

I have some criticisms, of
course, The Stadthalle w~s a bad place to hold a conveation. For
one, it was not a hotel, and so the convention programme of the day
was physically senarated from the social contacts which make up an
important part of the evening and night, as well as thc day. And
attendants were on hand to lock up the place at midnight and turf
everyone out., Ls a result of this use of the Stadthalle, there
was no single 'convention hotel!, Rather, all the hotecls perforued
the function usually assigned to overflow hotecls, The convention
was fragmented.

Another criticism is the diffuseness of the progra-~
nrie . Worthy items were presented, but they seered not to hang
together into a coherent whole. Perhaps thc size and acoustics of
the hall werc partly responsible, but I gained the impression that
the programme was not viewed as a single cntity but the various
parts planned in isolation,

To counterbalange, therc arc things T
must praisec., It's a pity I and Ro had to miss the boat trip on
the last day, but from hearsay cvidence it scens to have becen al-
riost a stroke of genius and formed a splendid end to the conventi-
on. It's interestinzg to note that a similar end is planned for the
next British convention, Todoy the Neckar, tomorrow Sabrina,

Another
laurel wreath is awarded for the business nceting, which was a
model of its kind, Phil Rogers ruled all with an iron hand, and
the necessary motions were passed with cenough, but not too much,
discussion. And I welcome the rcturn of the traditional rotation
plan, I can't help comparing this business neeting with the shan-
bles at the last one I attended (the Baycon).

The best thing of =11
was Ted Tubb's speoch, which covered a wide range of topics in a
way which had been most carefully thought out beforchand, and was
marvellously delivered, Sad though that even Ted's legendary
abilities as an auctioneer were not successful in the matter of
tandem bicycles.

I enjoyed the Heicon, perhans more than usual. I
like the idea of the Eurocons which the Heicon scems to have in-
spired., I like Germany, and Heidelberg, & lot now that I've act-
ually been there., Tinally, I'd like to mention two happenings. Onc
was Jake Grigg and Brian Burgess taking a rise out of Bavario with
an 'old English Folk Dance' - an incredibly funny sight. The other
was driving up a one way street in Heidelberg, and meeting a tram
COMING THE OTHER WAY, Whece.

~= Darroll Pardoc
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