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Edinburgh fandom staggers back into print...

Fresh and revitalised after seeing The Girateful Dead play ance in
Embro and four times in London, and get through no fewer than sixty
different songe in those gigs, which is quite a working repertoire...
But why go on?

I don't expect anyone out there to understand anyway...

({(Editorial note: a certain proportion of FROTHIYS wish to completely
dissociate themselves from the above - we want to maintain some
street credibility at least))

S0 here 1s the usual collection of articles and artwork
This issue edited by the usual squad

The articles herein reflect the opiniona of the individual
contributors and in no respect represent a common editorial
viawpoint.

All communicationsa, please, to:=

EITHER Jim Darroch UR Fhil Dawson
21 Corslet Road 4/7 New John Plage
Currie Edinburzh
Midlothian
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BASILDON BOUND by Owen Whiteoak

When I decided to register for BECCON, at Novecon 10, it was more
in & spirit of "Might as well, there won't be much else to do next
summer" than anything else. After all, there definitely wasn't going
to be 2 Unicon 2, and the future of Faircons seemed 8 1little hazy
following the leas than favourable stories of Hitchercon. Besides,
having thoroughly enjoyed Uniecon, the idea of a small convention
appealed to me, 86, aleng with Jim and Fhil, I registered. As it turned
out, of courte, there was a Unicon 2 and even & Faircon (caught the
former, mizsed the latter - well, I didn't exactly miss it, but I
wasn't there), but that wasn't going to dissuade me from sampling the
delights of Basildon in August. Basildon? Where?

Somewhere along the line the prospect of hiring a car saemed like
a good idea, snd then Kitch was convinced to come aleng, which meant
transport without even needing to lay out extra cash {apart from petrol,
of course). Phil suggested driving down the night before and staying
overnight at his parents' place in Woking, in order to be nice and fresh
for the Con, mi=sing out on the usual train-lag and firat-night
headaches. Seemed falr. Around that time Jim decided to include himself
out of the trip, due chiefly to lack of funds. We eontinued planning -
unfortunately the car Mitch wanted to borrow wasn't exactly on the road,
but that still left the "Scamp” - or moke, or beech buggy, or whatever
you'd 1ike to call it - a kind of half-pint jeep which shskes =nd
rattles more than she rolls. '

And then, at the FORTH meeting a week and a half before the
journey, Phil snnounced that he wouldn't be travelling down with us,
as he'd already be in Woking at that time. He headed off, saying he'd
gee us the night before the Con, and the following Thursday I was all
packed and ready to go. The weather was hot and sunny, perfect for the
drive, and Miteh rolled up in the moke. Hmm, looks so much emaller in
daylight, and without the cenvas top. That thing's gonna go four
hundred miles? Hey hadn't we better strap me guitar case down? = I
wouldn't want to lose it at high speed, has great sentimental value,
that guitar, and besides, there are certain substances inside...

We set off, and at once I noticed how much eloser to the ground you
feel when you're skimming along, much closer to the ground, in an
open=top. You see so much more detail, ths road rushing past, you're



bound to see so much more of the country. This journey could be fun.

We reached as far as Gilmerton, just inside the Edinburgh city
linits, before we stopped to check the tyre pressure and Mitch noticed
a certain, er, problem. The petrol tank was gushing petrol all over
the road.

"Can't understand it," murmured Mitch, "we just put the tank in
last week, it seemed alright. We could always keep going by topping it
up to just a couple of gallons all the time. I think the best bet is
to carry on and stop off at an AA place.”

He added thoughtfully as we climbed back in, "I don't think it'11
explode.”

As we drove away, I remember feeling slightly nervous, for some
reason. Suddenly, skimming along just above the ground wasn't quite so
much fun. We stopped at Dalkeith (a few miles along the road) and
pulled in at an AA service mtation. Mow, I have bad memories of Dalkeith.
Many yesars ago, I set off with a friend to hiteh to Cambridge., We fot a
bus just beyond Edinburgh boundary, and then in a whole day, succeeded in
getiing just one 1ift, which took us to the other side of Dalkeith, There
we stood and weited the rest of the day. Eventually we gave up and
returned home, and the next day I set off by the other route, heading for
the M6, and reeched Cambridge in nine hours. Somehow 1it's always meemed to

me that any journey works okay, provided you can owvercome the enormous

peychological barrier of getting beyond Dalkeith.

Well, the AL Sergeant arrived and had a look - "Either the tank or
the gasket," was the verdict. "Shouldn't be the tank,” replied Mitch,
"it's only a year old.”

"Well, we'll need to drain the tank to have a look at it," said the
man in the yellow overasll, "and we can't do that here, at the edge of the
road. I notice you've got Relay membership, sc we can truck you over to a
garage to ses about fixing it, at your own expense, like. You certainly
can't drive it, it's leaking right over your exhaust."

Well, that seemed reasonable., So we waited, while the AA phoned all
over Edinburgh - and couldn't find a garage willing tc help. Hmmm... Se
then the relay truck arrived, and I went with that while Mitch headed off
in the AA van to find a gasket., Back we went, into Edinburgh, and right
over to the opposite side of town - it was sort of, cne step forward,
two steps back. It proved embarrassing, too, sifice when I arrived at the



hA depot, the moke caused a healthy intersat in the AA mechanics, who'd
obvicualy never seen a car built of bedsteads before. They kept asking
technical questions, that I couldn't answer at all. Things like "How much
petrol is in the tank, then?"

Eventually Fitch arrived, having failed to find a garage enywhera
with the correct gasket. Ah well, the AA proceeded to drain the tank, with
the promise that they'd make up a gasket to provide & temporary seal. We
retired to drink some coffes and discuss the journey so far. I must confesa
I was feeling considerable doubt by this time = would it be worth heading
into town and trying for the train? Mitch didn't seem too worried, though -
if they couldn't fix 1t; they'd relay us all the way there anyway.
Eventually, the news came that the moke was roadworthy again, and I phoned
Fhil to let him know we were on our way at last - a mere five hours lata
in leaving.

80 we set of{ again, Just stopping off to pick up some elasticated
| ropes to strap down the quitar-case (I couldn't resist thinking of them as
Basildon bonds). Mitch explained that he'd changed the gear-box, so any
speed registered had to be multiplied by five-sixths to get the real
velocity; and so not to worry whem the needle went off the dial. Hmm...
I had another look at the dash-board - loose wires hanging all over the
place, assorted switches placed apparantly at random. This was goinz to
take us all the way to Woking?

This time, however; we managed to get past Dalkeith; and from then
on the journey went smoothly. Brilliant sunshine, the wind streaming past
to cool us down, pausing to eat grilled rolls and drink mulled milk (it
really was hot). We turned off the Al at Watford, and came down through
Slouzh, Windsor and so on (we thought of atoppinz off at the Caastle to
deliver a copy of the fanzine with its Royal Honeymoon spescial, but
decided we didn't have time for tea and cakes). By this time it was getting
late, and the wind which cooled us down earlier on was by now fucking
freezing. 5till, we had made good time, leaving five hours late and
arriving five hours later than planned.

W#e arrived in Woking from the wrong direction, so couldn't use
Fhil's directions, and had to phone him to come and guide us in. He
took us back and fed and wined us, and all seemed well with the world.
The Secamp had got us there after all.

The next day, the Friday, we got up to a slightly nervous scene
with the Dawsons - rhil's mother and sister. 5till, they reacted very
well to two hairy ecotamen invading their home. We listened to a couple
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