


e

Reelin’ In The Year

Duh, wha’appened? One minute
there I am, sending out Shipyard
Blues 6, next minute — zip!! —it’s
February 1992 and two-thirds of a
year have gone, just like that! Some
dude feloniously monkeyed with my
time, people, and I am pretty damn
cool on the idea. Lemme see if I can
re-create the crime. I think it goes
something like this:~

April: SB6 has a sting in its tail
— the new design doesn’t leave
enough room for the repro machine
to ‘grip’ the paper, so special over-
size sheets have to be used, then cut
down afterwards. Rastus gets an
extra-fat bill, and is not amused.

May: knee-deep in work, still
sulking from damage to wallet —
hardly notice that the initial reac-
tion to SB6 is tepid.

June: Think about SB7: decide
it’s much too early to think about
SB7.

July: Take week off from work to,
g uh, work: redecorating a bedroom.
2 Much too tired to think about SB7.
August: it's work time, trying to
B clear the decks so I can go away on
@2
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holiday with a clear conscience. Worry
about state of the Soviet Union. Too
busy and worried to think about SB7.

September: fortnight spent in Corn-
wall, blissed out. Stop worrying about
the Soviet Union - it seems to have
gone away. So has SB7.

October: working hard again, mak-
ing up for time lost over holiday. Chok-
ingondescription of SB as “the Reader’s
Digest of fandom” by Michael Ashley:
stop myself puking because Ashley’s
not there to spew over. SB7? F@%k
SB7!

November: spend most of the month
blissed out listening to Neil Young’s
Weld live album at every opportunity.
SB7? Like, which track is that, man?

December: My ghod, it’s Christmas
already. Write Christmas cards and
threeletters (first since August). Inves-
tigate the remaining piles of mail on
my desk for the makings of SB7. Re-
tire, horrified.

January 92: New Year, new start,
new technology — scanner ordered for
our department last November finally
arrives. Try it out, coupled with new
version of Omnipage optical character
reading software — magic! Fresh incen-
tive to really start on SB7.

SHIPYA

Shipyard Blues 7 comes to you from the fevered brow of John D. Owen (and his over-
worked friend, Mac). It originates from his 'umble abode at 4 Highfield Close, Newport
Pagnell, MK16 9AZ, United Kingdom. All material © J.D.Owen March 1992, with rights
reverting to originator on publication. Available for the fundamentally fannish usual,
or for a sub of £2 for 3 issues (at least — it may be more, if you're lucky) if you really must
part with your hard-earned cash. Prepared in the shadow of electoral war.




Well, whadd’yu know, it’s all there. A
bit fuzzy in patches, especially over the
summer, but then I've never known a
summer that wasn’t! Something to do
with the brain overheating and losing
efficiency during those long, hot balmy
days. (Mind you, with my brain, effi-
ciency is something of passing acquain-
tance anyway.)

Ihe Taoe Of Fandeonn

Fandom both pisses me off and
amuses me in just about equal por-
tions, which is probably just as well. If
I was less pissed off at it, I might get
frustrated at not being more involved
thanI am. If] wasless amused, I might
decide the aggravation of fandom was
more than I needed, and disappear
from the scene.

There have been times when I've got
pretty close to making that decision to
slope off, when the average number of
fuggheads and piss-artists seemed to
have climbed to a high enough point to
endanger fandom as I know it: fortu-
nately (so far) the tide of smegheads (if
I may borrow a Red Dwarfism) has al-
ways ebbed before over-flowing my sea-
wall, largely because fannish negativ-
ism, cynicism and aggression generally
contain within them the seeds to their
own destruction. I know what I like,
and as long as I can find that within
fandom, I see no reason to quit (even if
the enthuisiasm with which I publish
might ebb and flow with my own crea-
tive energies).

Sometimes, I can be pissed off and
delighted by the same thing: Skel is re-
sponsible for the most recent occasion
when this happened. He sent me a copy
of abooklet called Desert Island Eric,
seventy-four pages of selected
fanwriting by Eric Mayer, and as de-

lightful a collection of excellent writing
as has ever seen the fannish light.
Culled from pieces in a variety of fanzi-
nes between 1978 and 1987, Desert
Island Eric should be required read-
ing for everyone interested in fannish
writing, to show that it doesn’t have to
be writing about fans to be good, to be
engrossing, but that just about any-
thing is grist to the mill, provided it is
informed with what I regard as an es-

sential fannish attitude, a sense of
wonder in the world as it stands.

In this collection, Eric writes about
hislife, his family (now, alas, sundered),
the birth of his daughter, of fanzines
and rock stars, and many other things,
and he writes elegantly, simply and
from the heart. He writes about reality
as he sees it, without the fog of “faan-
nishness” that has often made many
good writers from this period amusing
but largely inconsequental in the long
term. Eric’s stuff is well-worth reading



4 again, which is more than can be
said for many more-lauded fanwrit-
ers then and now.

So why does it piss me off? Be-
causeitreminds methat Eric Mayer
was carried away by one of those
high tides of fuggheads and piss-
artists, as a result of speaking his
mind (never a crime, surely), and
going up against one of the more
belligerent characters prominent in
fandom at the time. The resultant
“unpleasantness” (if you’ll pardon
the euphemism, as I'd tactfully pre-
fer not to elaborate) didn’t so much
as drive Eric out of fandom as per-
suade him that there were better
things to do with his time. In the
years since, he’s put out the occa-
sional little fanzine, circulating it
amongst his friends, and, even when
they are as painful as those that
talked of the break-up of his mar-
riage, they are always welcome as a
breath of fresh air among the stale
sameness of so many fanzines os-
tensibly more ‘central’ to fandom. It
all helps keep the ying-yang of my
own fandom in some kind of bal-
ance.

Thanks Eric, and thanks Skel,
formakingall theselittlegems avail-
able in one handy package. As for
the rest of you, if you haven't seen

™ Desert Island Eric, then pester

@ Skel: if he’s already run out of cop-

3 ies, maybe he could do a reprint!

@ Readin’ and Reckin’

ez il the break of day

In the absence of anything else

@ distracting (like producing issues of

E SB), I've probably got more reading

@ done this past year than for years.
I'vecertainly managed to touch base

YARD

with a substantial number of authors
I'd not encountered before, some of
whom are very good indeed. Here’s my
top ten for the period since last March,
in no order.

1. Jain Banks: Use Of Weapons.
The book that should be indicted for
cruelty to readers, since the final twist
stands the whole book on its head.

2.Brian Stableford: The Empire of
Fear. Strange, but effective reworking
of the vampire mythos, grounding it
with scientific principles.

3. Terry Pratchett: Reaper Man/
Witches Abroad. How can one decide
between the two ofthem? Both a bundle
of laughs, and a tonic in gloomy times.

4. Mary Gentle: The Architecture
of Desire. Would have been most shock-
ing book of the year if it hadn’t been for
Use of Weapons. Intriguing.

5. Ian MacDonald: King of Morn-
ing, Queen of Day. Showing that he
can tackle fantasy as well as SF: one of
the writers of the nineties.

6. Pat Cadigan: Synners. Cy-
berpunk taken to the Nth degree, with
virtual reality proving to be a real
‘bleeding edge’ of technology.

7. Tim Powers: The Stress Of Her
Regard. Miasmic rendition of events
in the Byron/Shelley circle. Head-spin-
ning concoction.

8. Pat Murphy: The City, Not Long
After. My favourite book of the year, I
think. A very different look at America
after the fall.

9. Anne Rice: Interview with the
Vampire. I know, it’s ancient history,
but I've shied away from horror for
years. This is brilliant.

10. R.A. MacAvoy: Lens Of The
World/King Of The Dead. The story
of Nazhuret, in two volumes (so far),
and very personal, superior fantasy.



Lots of other near-misses, like Mike
Resnick’s Ivory, Guy Gaviel Kay’s Ti-
gana, Lucius Shepard’s The Jaguar
Hunter collection, Greg Bear’s Eon/
Eternity pair (B-I-G SF), Walter Jon
William’s Angel Station, Sherri
Tepper’sThe Gate To Women’s Coun-
try.

Best non-fiction of the past year was
David Darling’s Deep Time, excellent
pop physics, tracing the history of a
particle from Big Bang to the end of
time (with alternative endings, natu-
rally). Short, sweet and pithy.

Naturally enough, I've also kept up
with the CDs, too, though perhaps not
as many as previous years (the prices
are crippling!) Here’s the list.

1. Neil Young and Crazy Horse:
Weld. The album of the year, double
live set (triple if you're daft enough to
fork out for Arc Weld, with a third
album of rubbish) of incandescent rock
music.

2. Elvis Costello: Mighty Like A
Rose. Not assharp an album as Spike,
but still great songs, excellent music.

3. Richard Thompson: Rumour &
Sigh. Still British Rock’s best kept se-
cret, Thompson plays like a dream,
sings like a devil.

4. The Bo Deans: Black & White.
Spiritual successors to The Band?
Maybe. Ace mix of country, folk and
rock, getting more focussed by the al-
bum.

5.Tom Petty: Into The Great Wide
Open. More from one of the classiest of
the American rockers, fresh from his
stints with the Travelling Wilburys.

6. Little Village: Little Village.
Who? Need I say more than a stellar
group made up of Ry Cooder, John
Hiatt, Nick Lowe and Jim Keltner?

Perfick!

7. The Smithereens: Blow Up. Be-
lated follow-up to the superb Eleven,
and more of the same. Very sixties, but
that’s not such a bad thing, is it?

8. Robbie Robertson: Storyville. Ex
Band leader’s appreciation of New Or-
leans honey-drips all over the tracks.
Smooth!

9. Warren Zevon: Mr Bad Example.
At last, Zevon’s getting back on track
(after a long period of drying out), with
songs as sharp as a razor.

10. Johnnie Johnson: Johnnie B.
Bad. Long-time piano player for Chuck
Berry, doing a John Lee Hooker (he’s
almost as old). Superior blues.

Enough! Time to get on with the
show, starting with K.V. Bailey, and a
companion to his ‘Domes’ piece in SB5
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Will you build me a house of plaster, with corrugated roofing,
To be filled with a litter of Sunday newspapers?

T.S. Eliot:

from THE ROCK, Chorus IlI,

The eastern light our spires touch at morning,
The light that slants upon our western doors at evening...
From THE ROCK, Chorus X.

Returning home from the Mexicon
IV in Harrogate, I decided to spend a
day in York to see again the Minster,
now restored as good as new after its
bolt from heaven. It was bank holiday,
and York, with its plastic dinosaurs in
the park, courier-loud buses and ba-
rouches rolling by day, and city ghost-
tours by night, was high Disney, the
vast cathedral its centre-piece. The Min-
ster’s milling interior had plenty of
side-rides (crypt, chapter house etc.) at
60p a time, though the sanctuary was
barred off with a “no entry: service in
progress” sign. Everyone was happy,
and so was I. Absolutely nothing could
diminish the breath-taking symphonic
perfection of the nave viewed from a
stance beneath the glowing saints and
archbishops of the great west window.

“Nave” is in descent from navis, a
ship. Metaphorically the “ship of salva-
tion”, maybe: but Nikolaus Pevsner calls
the nave a church’s “middle vessel”;
and the structural association of great
church and ship is frequent, graphic
and fruitful. Ely has often been likened
toa hightowering ship sailing the sea of
the fens. Lincoln, viewed from the

Witham valley, when morning mists
swirl and subside about the limestone
scarp, can appear as an ark freshly
perched on a mountain. A cathedral
may even be, imaginatively, analogue
of a ship in space, voyaging eternity
and energised by the magic of minis-
trants and the slow waves of plainsong
and polyphony. The cathedral’s prow is
easterly oriented towards a rising star;
its altar-space, a navigation deck; the
throne (‘cathedra’) of the bishop (‘ep-
icscopus’ = overseer), the commander’s
chair. Bathetic, to say the least, it may
be to evoke an image of the “Starship
Enterprise” in this context, but its
bridge is the scene of officers going
about their drills and routines with an
air as much sacerdotal as it is military
ornautical, theirritual beamings-down
and beamings-up quasi-numinous as-
cents and descents, if not of the spirit,
then certainly ofadematerialised body.

That “beaming” operation perhaps
offers, as trope in a post-Christian
mythos, something profanely analogous
to a widely-occurring cathedral motif:
theinterventional efficacy of what may
take place on the site of a shrine. The
shrines of the saints — Swithun at Win-



@ chester, Frideswide at Oxford,
Becket at Canterbury — were points
of interface between worlds: points
at which immortal beings might
intercede on behalf of earthly ones:
points at which miracles might
happen. At Canterbury stained glass
medallions in the Becket Window
commemorate such events. Thesoar-
ing vertical dimensions of cathedrals
accentuate this “between worlds”
symbolism, from heaven-climbing
spire to the below-ground, mundan-
ely-aspected, crypt. The transitions
and transcendences of mortal and
immortal essences are exteriorally
figured in stone: as on the west front
at Wells, where rank upon rank, tier
upon tier, saints, kings and princes
mount towards the high celestial
realm. Or as at Bath where, respec-
tively on north and south roof-to-
ground turrets of the facade, flights
of angels “beam-down” and are
“beamed-up”, their passage calling
to mind the vertical progressions in
certain cabbalistic representations
of the ‘Tree of Life’.

Interiorally, angels may hover on
high, as on transept hammer-beam
roof supports at Ely, and in span-
drels of the Angel Choir at Lincoln;
or they may cluster in a clerestory
gallery as at Exeter, where they

s play antique instruments — the re-

2 bec, the lute and the regals. On rood

S screen and reredos the patterns of

horizontally tiered figures and of
verticality are repeated, as may be

@2 seen at St.Albans and Southwark.

< If vertically the structure and orna-

@, ments of cathedrals suggest move-

sz ment through space, or atranscend-

& ing of space, their linear dimension
has alsospatial and inter-realm sig-

nificance. Tracing a path of pilgrimage
from font to altar, Alan Watts in Myth
and Ritual in Christianity has sug-
gested that the whole cruciform edifice
of the church is that of Christus Pon-
tifex, Christ the Bridgemaker. Earth
(the outer narthex, the watery font,
and the womb of creation symbolised in
the western rose window) finds its rep-
resentation at one linear extreme. At
the church’s eastern extreme the fir-
mament, interface with infinity and
eternity, may be imaged in high lancet
windows (verticality) and be evidenced
in the flow of light that they admit to
the sanctuary; and there are the loci of
ascension and transcendence in shrine
and high altar, bathed in that light-
flood and in the lesser symbolic lights
of lamp and candle.

The structure, orientations and ritu-
als of a finely architected mediaeval
church are used toremarkable effect in
Dorothy L. Sayers’s novel The Nine
Tailors. The symbology extends from a
corpsedumped in the graveyard, which
is then given Christian burial, to the
high tower and its bells, the bells being
instruments of warning and judgement
and ultimately of rejoicing when the
islanded church itselfbecomes the shel-
tering means of salvation from a de-
stroying flood. Sayers’s anonymous
fenland church is not an actual cathe-
dral; but I have always imagined it,
rightly or wrongly, as an amalgam of
two great churches with cathedral-like
features: St. Wendreda’s at March, with
its wonderful angel hammer-beams,
and St. Andrew’s in the nearby village
of Sutton-in-the-Isle, sometimes, and
justly, particularly in respect of its
dominant position, called (in rivalry to
Ely!) the ‘Cathedral of the Fens’. The
crux of the ‘mystery’ (present in both a



metaphysical and a criminological
sense) is revealed in ‘stream of con-
sciousness’ passages on two occasions
when Lord Peter Wimsey is present at
church services. During the funeral
service for the unidentified corpse, we
are taken from “the deep shadows of
the porch” through to a contemplation
of the angel roof . As the Rector reads
from Corinthians I that the body, as a
seed,is sown anatural body but “raised
a spiritual body”, there runs through
Wimsey’s mind the words of Gerard
Manley Hopkins: “In a flash, at a trum-
pet crash, this Jack, joke, poor pot-
sherd, patch, matchwood, immortal dia-
mond is — immortal diamond” (lines
from the poem ‘That Nature is a Hera-
clitian Fire and of the Comfort of the
Resurrection’). Then the same associa-
tive route is traced through a succes-
sion ofimages summoned by the Rector
in the course of a Sunday morning ser-
mon, while Wimsey, via recollections of
the Psalms and of Dante, in a flash re-
alises that the heart of the mystery —
the hidden emeralds — must have been
lodged in the roof, high among the
cherubim. In the novel’s conclusion
‘Wimsey looks out over the flood which
has obliterated the story’s evil, sight-
ing the waters between framing battle-
mentsofthe church tower, which swings
as the bells ring, so that the drowned
fen shows “like the sea seen through
the portholes of a rolling ship.”

If in Sayers the great church at
times analogises ship or saving ark, in
William Golding’s The Spire, a fiction
derived from the erection of Salisbury’s
14th century spire, the cathedral/hu-
man body metaphor is domin.ant,
church and body having each its sub-
stratum and substance of earthy ele-
ments, each beingnuminousin essence.

This identification, stated on the first
pages in the presentation of an archi-
tectural model of the cathedral, reaches
a climax in the dying Dean Jocelin’s
confessional recall of the visionary ex-
perience which had prompted his spire-
raising obsession: “I had seen the whole
building as an image of living, praying
man. But inside it was a richly written
book to instruct that man.” He contin-
ues: “A new movement seemed to be
building the church in me, walls, pin-
nacles, sloping roof[...] My body lay on
the soft stones, changed in a moment,
the twinkling of an eye, resurrected
from daily life.” The erotic subtext of
Golding’s narrative profoundly enriches
the duality of its symbolism, as this
takes shape in terms of Jocelin’s sub-
jectiveresponse to the archetypes mani-
fested in the history and destiny of a ca-
thedral the foundations of which totter
on the brink of a swamp-like pit, and
whose glory he sees as being fulfilled in
an all but impossibly towering spire.
That a cathedral will so exist as a
temporal phenomenon in disparate con-
sciousnesses is realised by Victor Hugo
in hiseponymous novel centred on Notre
Dame de Paris. He writes of the devo-
tion to it “at that period” of two beings
“so unlike as [the archdeacon] Claude
and Quasimodo —loved by one, a sort of
half-human creature, for its beauty, for
its stature, for the harmonies dwelling
in the magnificent whole; loved by the
other, a being of cultivated and ardent
imagination, for its signification, its
mystic meaning, the symboliclanguage
lurking under the sculpture onitsfront,
like the first text under the second in a
palimpsestus —in short, for the enigma
which it eternally proposes to the un-
derstanding.” Throughout Notre
Dame de Paris Hugo is constantly



10 aware of, as he expresses it, “that
singular assimilation,symmetrical,
immediate — consubstantial almost
—ofaman toa building.” And equally
of a correspondence existing between
cathedral as a creation and creation
as a cathedral: “a sort of human
Creation,” he writes, “[...] mighty
and prolific as the Divine Creation
of which it seems to have caught the
double character —variety and eter-
nity.” In that chapter of superlative
descriptive genius , ‘The Ringer-
General of Notre Dame’, Hugo en-
visages the cathedral as Quasi-
modo’s “carapace”. The hunchback
is identified with the cathedral to
the extent that when he swarmed
the facade and towers, the people
“would say something fantastic,
supernatural, horrible, was to be
seen in the whole church eyes and
mouths opened in it here and there;
the stone dogs, griffins, and the rest
that watch day and night, with out-
stretched neck and open jaws,
around the monstrous cathedral
were heard to bark.”

It was a contemporary of Hugo,
Charles Baudelaire, who in Les
Fleurs du Mal opened his poem
‘Correspondances’ with the stanza,
here quoted in fairly free transla-
tion:

B “Nature is a temple whose living

& columns

S Maybreathe out barely distinguish-

able words;

Man goes his way through forests of

@2 symbols

<€ Which pursue him with their inti-

@, mate gaze.”

In these respective poeticimages

@ (Hugo’s and Baudelaire’s) we have a
cathedral speaking with the voices

of Nature, and Nature speaking with
thevoices of a cathedral. In Hugo’s nar-
rative, Quasimodo, in inhabiting the
cathedral’s stony carapace, appears to
instil his own life into its emblematic
figures: in Baudelaire’s poem the or-
ganic/inorganic symbols found, or con-
ceived, as man passes through the
metaphoric living yet stony forest/
temple, are in mysterious communion
with him.

The very plan of agothic cathedral is
in correspondence with the human body;
and at the same time it is a symbolic
model of the cosmos. This dual coinci-
dence is, moreover, expressed in many
structural and decorative details — for
example, at a regal level, in the Py-
thagorean/Platonic proportions of the
sculptures which flank the western en-
trance to Chartres; at the level of pri-
mal man in the frequently-found carv-
ings in stone and wood of the Green
Man, whether he is seen to be growing
out of forest vegetation, or with a laby-
rinth of twigs and leaves growing out of
him. Writing of gothic cathedrals in
Rebirth of Nature, Rupert Sheldrake
remarks how often they occupy an-
ciently dedicated sites: “The soaring
columns and vaultsrecall sacred groves,
and vegetation bursts out everywhere.
Imps, demons, dragons and animals,
and angels fly above. Again and again
we find the mysterious figure of the
GreenMan...” Robert Holdstock’s time-
embracing forest in Lavondyss em-
bodies some characteristics of such abo-
riginal groves, with its desired and
feared “geistzone”, its “mythagos”, its
“oakvortices”, the haunts of such ele-
mental image-forms as Green Jack and
the Twigling.

John Ruskin described the Chapter
House of Southwell Minster, which



contains an overwhelming wealth of
13/14th Century nature carving (a gal-
axy of leaves, pristine meadow flowers
and woodland animals, as the loveliest
thing on English soil. There you will
find a Green man, masklike, inhumanly
human, peering out of, or perhaps or-
ganically part of, the hawthorn into
which a pillar’s capital has been
sculpted. The hawthorn is tradition-
ally a tree both sacred and secular,
emblem of death and of renewal, of the
crown of thorns, and of the flowering
staff of Glastonbury’s grail legend.
Nikolaus Pevsner has said that the
copying of nature in art may be moti-
vated by reasons “ranging from primi-
tive magic to sheer pride in imitative
skill”. He considers the balance be-
tween nature and style, and structure
and decoration, to have been admira-
bly achieved by the Southwell master
mason. In his book The Leaves of
Southwell he identifies architectural
and decorative conceits where the art-
ist “will have his fun”, but in his conclu-
sion suggests that perhaps the aes-
thetic and technical “balances” of which
he had written are at Southwell “also a
balance of God and the World, the in-
visible and the visible”, and thus ex-
pressive of a theophany manifested “in
every man and beast, in every herb and
stone”.

Such appraisal takes me back, in
conclusion, to an earlier image, that of
the carved angels regarded by Lord
Peter during the funeral service.
Thoughts and poetic fragments chase
through his mind, counterpointing the
Rector’s words. He remembers a pas-
sage from John Donne: “God knows in
what part of the world every grain of
everyman’s dustlies... He whispers, he
hisses, he beckons for the bodies of his

saints.” Scepticism in Wimsey’s mind
engages and challenges the aesthetic,
theliteral and the symbolic. As his eyes
rest on the thronging hammerbeams,
he asks: “Did the old boys who made
that amazing roof believe? Or did they
just make those wide wings and ador-
ing hands for fun, because they liked
the pattern?” In some sense it is a
version of the question that Pevsner
asks,and answers, in his earlier-quoted
appreciation of theleaves of Southwell.
What questions might subliminally
have occupied the minds of individuals
in that happily expectant bank holiday
crowd paying their 60p to enter the
Chapter House of York Minster (one
comparable, almost, in beauty of con-
tent to Southwell’s) — or indeed may
invade the mind of any contemporary
media-dazed, newsprint-fazed individ-
ual when encountering that microcosm
of the cosmos, a gothic cathedral? The
‘critical-realist’ philosopher, George
Santayana, closes his book The Sense
of Beauty with a sentence I consider
true, and inthe context of that question
about questions, relevant. He wrote:
“Beauty is a pledge of the possible con-
formity between the soul and nature,
and consequently a ground of faith in
the supremacy of the good.”
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There has been much in the media
of late about interest rates. Our Con-
servative government decided some
time agothat the only way to slow down
growth in the British Economy was to
raise interest rates to very high levels;
typically 15%. This, they claimed, would
inhibit consumer spendingtolevelsthat
would reduce inflation, slow down
growth, etc.

It was rather like trying to crack a
nut by placing the nut on the ground,
taking alarge sledgehammer, then hit-
ting the ground ten feet away. Interest
rates as a mechanism of control is the
monetarists’idea of a strategy. But, as
is recognised by many who can see
what is really happening in this coun-
try, and in all the Western capitalist
countries, thereal dictator of consumer
spending is advertising. By raising
interest rates and allowing advertising
tocontinueinitsinsane,semi-hypnotic
path, all that has been achieved is the
depletion of all institutions and indi-
viduals who do not have large supplies
of capital; people with mortgages, small
businesses, and so on.

So the questions arise; why is there
such a thing as interest rates? How do
they work?

Interest as a financial ploy goes right
back to the foundations of urban soci-

ety; back to 3000BC, when the high
priests of local temples in Mesopota-
mia (later to evolve into kings) lent out
money that they and their temples had
accumulated, but insisted that repay-
mentsinclude an additional sum. Natu-
rally, they would benefit by this. Some
of the earliest known documents are
records oftemple transactions. And ever
since, money has been kept in circula-
tion, so that it could perform actions for
people, with this additional payback
sum. In other words, interest is essen-
tially a selfish invention. It benefits
those people who have at start of events
large sums of money, that is, an elite,
an elite who in modern times have
become that small number of business
people who control the economies of
Western countries.

Throughout society as awhole, then,
because there is a finite amount of
money available to the population, the
effect of the interest mechanism is to
channel money from those with less
capital to those with more. If the popu-
lation is divided into ten tenths, ac-
cording to wealth, the lower eighty
percent receive less money via interest
than they pay out; in other words, money
gained from, for example, building so-
ciety accounts, is less than money lost
through having to pay a mortgage. The



14 hinth tenth receive roughly what

they pay out; and the richest tenth
receive twice as much as they pay
out. This would be expected, since
they have more capital. But this is
not the whole story. If this richest
tenth is examined it too shows a
similar pattern; those with most
capital make the largest net profits.
In short, in a society based on
monetarist policy and which uses
theinterestrate mechanism, money
is continually funnelled from the
poor to the rich; the rich get richer
and the poor get poorer.

Nor dowe pay interest only when
we borrow money. Because of our
capitalist structure, all operations
that involve capital have to waste
money purely to service this bor-
rowing. The examples I quote below
are from West Germany, as it was
then (early 1980’s) but they serve to
show how interest builds up into
massive hidden costs.

For rubbish collection, where the
proportion of capital to labour costs
is small interest makes up 12% of
total costs. For drinking water, the
cost of interest on capital is 38% of
total costs; the rest includes energy
costs, maintenance, personnel, etc.
For the use of sewage drains, the
cost of interest on capital is 47%.

@ And if the cost of rent in the sector
U of public housing is examined, the
=5 cost of interest reaches 77%; here,
the proportion of capital tolabouris
@ especially high. It is possible to cal-
<< culate that, on average, taking into
= account a suitable range of goods
€ and services, the cost of interest —
25 which is purely a cost of borrowing
capital — is around 50%.

Obviously, this system is unfair, di-
visive, wasteful; it a typical product of
patriarchal society; a small, selfish,
governing elite does very well for itself,
largely by mystifying what actually
happens.

This system does not apply only
within countries. It is now well estab-
lished that environmental damage in
the so-called Third World countries, for
example the despoiling of rain forests
and the exploitation of local popula-
tions, happens because these countries
havetoservice their foreign debts; they
borrowed money from the rich Western
countries and now have to repay, not
only the capital. but the interest ac-
crued annually. This leads to the unbe-
lievable situation of some countries not
even paying off the amount borrowed,
merely servicing the debt by paying
only the interest, which is all they can
afford. This, of course, is a nice little
earner for Western financial institu-
tions. And it is why environmental
groups such as Friends of the Earth are
insisting that these institutions write
offtherelevant debts,something which
is perfectly feasible.

So what could replace interest? In
our present system, money accrues
value merely by being owned. Unlike
all other goods — food that goes off,
consumer items that go out of fashion
or become obsolete, money is immortal.
It can simply be perpetually owned
without costs.

One answer is to have a ‘use-fee’.
Money would be subject to a feeifit was
simply kept: interest would not exist.
In other words, instead of paying inter-
est to those people who have more
money than they need, these people
would pay asmall feeif they kept money



out of circulation. Interest, which is a
private gain, would be replaced by this
‘use-fee’ which is a public gain.

This would revolutionise our econ-
omy (one reason that stopsit from actu-
ally appearing). The fee would return
into circulation to retain the balance
between volume of money and volume
of economic activities, that is, so that it
did not simply donothing. The fee would
be directed to the government, which
could then use it for public works, and
thereby reduce taxation.

Surprising though it may seem, such
asystem has already been tried in real-
ity. In 1932, the Austrian town of Worgl,
because of the global depression of the
time, and because of its huge unem-
ployment, decided to try an experiment
with interest-free money. The town
council issued 5000 interest-free schil-
lings, covering itself by keeping 5000
ordinary schillings in its bank. With
this money, a bridge was built, along
with other public works, and the money
was accepted by the town’s builders,
bakers, cobblers, and soon. The use-fee
in this case was 1% per month, or 12%
per year; this fee had to be paid by who-
ever held the banknotes at the end of
each month, and was in the form of a
small stamp glued to the back of the
note. The fee caused everybody to use
the interest-free money rather than
their ordinary money; people actually
paid their taxes in advance in order not
to pay the use-fee. Within one year, the
money had circulated 463 times, creat-
ing goods and services worth almost
two and a half million schillings. Also
within this year, unemployment was
reduced by 25%.

But the Austrian Bank, seeing that
its own monopoly over the use and cir-

culation of money was in danger, banned
thecreation of local money. And in 1933
the American ‘stamp-scrip’movement,
which planned to introduce interest-
free money into 100 communities and
cities, was banned for a similar reason;
when the political leaders of the time
realised what interest-free money
meant to the small business elite that
ran the country, they had it immedi-
ately banned.

This, then, is a possible future devel-
opment. Interest-free money would
remove many of the social problems,
unfair systems. and inbuilt exploita-
tion that plagues all capitalist systems.
It has also been proved to work for the
public, rather than the private individ-
ual, and this may, in the end, prove its
downfall for we still live in a world
where public spending has to be rigidly
controlled, while private waste and
inefficiency is tolerated.
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The phone rang at an ungodly
hour; it must havebeen two or three
in the morning. My wife picked it
up

“Yes?” she said irritably. “Huh?
Luciano who?” She pushed the re-
ceiver towards me with a quizzical
look on her face. “It’s for you,” she
said.

It was Pavarotti, with a theatri-
cal tremor to his voice.

“Listen, man, I realizeit’s an awk-
ward time of the day but you simply
must come. I've managed to get eve-
rybody whois anybody; they will all
be here. It’s the last chance to get
some kind of a consensus. Get
dressed and come here as fast as
you can.” Click.

An excitable bunch, these Ital-
ians. Still, ifeverybody was going to
betherel had togo. Over the heated
objections of my wife I grabbed yes-

> terday’s clothes and got dressed.

mg  “You can’t go there in a corduroy
= jacket, Bruno,” she said. “Be rea-
sonable. You can’t afford to look like

@ a hayseed in that crowd. Nobody

©2 will listen to you.” Ah, women!

IPYA

The car raced along the Alpine
SE road at a crackling pace. It’s a rare
@ machine, a dark blue 1939 Graham
Supercharger 2-door Custom Coupe.

It can still outperformm most Japanese
machinery, not to speak of the modern
Detroit iron. The valves of the Conti-
nental Six engine clattered their ur-
gentstaccato, the supercharger whined,
the tires whistled round the serpentine
turns of the climb, and my mood was
improving by the minute. Very soon
Castello Malatesta was looming dra-
matically above the road.

Luciano himself greeted me at the
drawbridge, looking rather ridiculous.
Well, a mixture of magnificent and ri-
diculous, the way he always does. For
somereason he worealargeblack cape,
falling in heavy folds from his shoul-
ders, and a matching broad brimmed
hat,like a flaming D’Artagnan or some-
thing. Christ, I thought, what’s next?

He looked at my jacket with a trace
of disdain but said nothing. The car,
however, certainly made an impres-
sion.

“Madonna, what is this?” he asked.

“It’s a dark blue 1939 Graham Su-
percharger 2-door Custom Coupe,” I
said. “It can still outperformmostJapa-
nese machinery, not to speak. . . “

“Yes, yes,” said my host, suddenly
impatient. “Please come in. We've al-
ready started.”

Thebigbechandeliered ballroom was
positively packed with people. Packed
with celebrities, I should say. Conrad



Adenauer was there, in the flurry of
familiar faces. Funny, I thought he'd
been dead. Pat Boone. Haven’t seen Pat
Boone since 1959. Everything was kind
of hazy, difficult to make out and re-
member now. What I do remember is
that they were all wearing black capes
and broad brimmed hats. They were all
looking at me with mild disapproval.
Maybe I should have dressed properly
after all.

An unidentified woman was at the
dais, lecturing on nationalism.

“What we have to imbue the new de-
mocracies with,” she was saying in a
strident tone, “is not nationalist patri-
otism. It is constitutional patriotism.
Otherwise, one kind of collectivism
going to be replaced by another kind of
collectivism. Even if people gain a
measure of freedom it will be collective
freedom, not individual. That is not
democracy.”

Suddenly I recognized the speaker
as Vanessa Redgrave. But why was she
saying those things? Wasn’t she a Mao-
ist or something? Luciano was stand-
ing by her side, beaming proudly at her
as if she were his favourite daughter. I
expected him to break into aloving ren-
dition of “Non Ti Scordar di Me” at any
moment.

This was getting too farcical, I de-
cided. There was a side exit nearby and
I hurried towards the parking lotin the
courtyard, closely followed by Don and
Elsie Wollheim. Neither was cloaked,
to my intense relief. As a matter of fact,
Don wore a corduroy jacket just like
mine, and a string tie.

“Do you have a car?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, producing the car keys.
“Want to come with me?”

“If possible, yes,” said Don. “We've
got to get away from those clowns.” He

stoppedin histracks. “What is this?” he
asked, pointing at the car.

“Well, it's a dark blue 1939 Graham
Supercharger 2-door Custom Coupe,” ]
said. “It can still outperform...” And I
woke up.

Another night gone, and to what
purpose? The only meaningful result
was having Vanessa Redgrave recite a
few words on collectivism and democ-
racy. They weren’ t even original; I'd
written them down myself last eve-
ning, before going to bed. No new syn-
thesis, no progress at all.

It is so difficult, trying to solve prob-

1939 Graham Supercharger 2-Door
Custom Coupé

lems in your sleep. You have very little
control over the events. All too often
things get completely out of hand, asin
that Pavarotti episode. Oh, I suppose
there are rich pickings in that dream
for a Freudian analyst (thejutting snout
of the 1939 Graham Supercharger, if
nothing else) but that’s not what I've
been after.

You see, I'm the original cosmopo-
lite. All the world is, intellectually
speaking, my personal back garden. I
have to know what makesit tick, and if
the ticking is wrong I have to know the
cure. All the world’s problems are my
personal problems, too. I don’t actually



18 have to act, but I do feel I at least
have to think about the problems,
come to grips with them, and un-
derstand. The world is an immense
four-dimensional puzzle and I am
patiently studying the small pieces,
trying to find ways of fitting them
into the overall picture.

It’s four-dimensional because I
have to take history into account,
too. I'm not always happy with his-
tory asis; very often  have totinker
with it in order to impose some sort
of logic onto it. Once I invented an
entirely different, fictitious history
oftheinvention and development of
aircraft, 1895-1925, to see what
would have happened had the air
pioneers followed a more reason-
able course. (Nothing much would
have happened. Inertia rules big
industry with a heavy hand.)

I am a busy person: office from 8
to 3, the family soft toy business
from 4 till 9, essential reading, TV
news and fanac from 9 till mid-
night, and my daughter whenever
she can be fitted into the schedule
(which turns out to be about fifty
times aday; she’snine and very per-
suasive). This means that the
world’s problems get very little
conscious attention. Sometimes in
the office, when mindless bureau-
cratic chores are the only order of
the day and the mind is allowed to
wander, a piece or two of the world
puzzle may perhapsbe putinto their
proper place, but that’s all. The work
on toys is mostly design work and I
have to concentrate. Can’t think of
Pat Boone or the rain forest while
working out the angle at which
teddy bear’s muzzle meets his
cheeks, can I?

SHIPYARD BLUES 7

It is during the night that the Big
Picture asserts itself. I dream of the
government crackdown in Myanmar.
An unhappy dream; something really
should be done about Myanmar. Such a
nice, potentially rich country, ruined so
idiotically. How about an approach from
the Japanese? They’ve displayed some
common sense lately in their Asian
policies. I sit at a round table with an
inscrutable Toshiro Mifune, facing the
even more inscrutable Burmese gener-
als. It’s a carrot-and-stick proposal,
swapping foreign investment for de-
mocracy.

Saab-Scania showing record profit?
I might dream of their board meeting,
wheedling the directors into setting
aside more money for R&D. They need
it. Without a new line of medium size
trucks they’ll lose their market share
even in Europe. There will be layoffs
aplenty.

I must be a bit crazy. I mean, have
you ever dreamed of a truck company
board meeting?

There are skiffy dreams, too. The
other day (or rather, the other night) I
was having a beer at a convention bar
with Wiktor Bukato, the best known
Polish fan. The bar looked suspiciously
like a cafe at my neighbourhood mall,
but never mind. Wiktor was telling me
about the East European SF writers
hitting a bad patch. Why Wiktor? Why
not one of the writers? I don’t know.
Anyway, the recent democratic ad-
vances have apparently yanked the
carpet from under the writers; they are
no longer attractive to their readers,
having lost the charm of being subver-
sive.

Well, Ithought the answer was pretty
much obvious. I was about to tell him
but my wife beat me toit. (My wife? She



doesn’t care for SF. She’s never been to
an international convention. She can’t
speak English. Never mind.)

“T suppose they should persevere in
being subversive,” she said. “All your
newly democratic governments will
soon start feeling sure of themselves.
Subversion will again come handy, I'd
wager.” Mr Lem looked doubtful. Idon’t
know why; it was probably his idea
anyway. And why did Wiktor transmo-
grify into Stanislaw Lem in the first
place? What would the Freudians say?
Even they would find it rather difficult
to ascribe any sexual connotations to
Mr Lem, I'm sure. Or to Mr Bukato, for
that matter.

Yesterday morning I had a breakfast
with George Schultz, former U.S. Sec-
retary of State. We were in his office,
sitting at a table near the window, and
the butler/waiter/whoever had some
difficulty fitting all the cups, soucers,
mugs and bowls on the rather small
round tabletop.

My ham and eggs were done to a per-
fection, the ham crisped to chestnut
brown at the edges, the egg whites firm
and the yolks still soft. I dipped chunks
of a crusty roll firstin the yolk and then
in a small mound of finely grated Par-
mesan cheese. Ripe Gorgonzola would
have been better, grated much more
coarsely, but one shouldn’t quibble, I
suppose. It was still a lovely breakfast.

We talked of my host’s days with the
Bechtel Corp.

“My dear Bruno,” Mr Schultz was
saying, “I would strongly advise any-
one thinking of doing business in Africa
to think twice.” He sounded quite agi-
tated. “The difficulties and complica-
tions cannot be overstated. In Nigeria
we built this hotel, office and apart-

ment complex in Lagos. Two thousand
people were expected to spend the bet-
ter part of the day there. That means,
among other things, more than five
tons of excrement a day through the
sewage system, plus at least ten times
as much bathing, flushing and dish-
washing water. It turns out, however,
that Lagos has no sewers. The munici-
pal sewage system simply does notexist!
By the time we discovered that, several
million dollars had already been in-
vested into the project. It was sheer
madness.”

Tl han

“...and the but-le;' had some difficulty...”

I tsk-tsked understandingly, wolf-
ing down pancakes chased by some
first class coffee. I certainly wasn’t
thinking of investing my money in
Africa, no sir. I didn’t have any. What I
had in mind was investing his money.
To my chagrin the alarm clock woke me
up before I'd managed to persuade Mr
Schultz. Too bad; Africa desperately
needs investment, much more than it
needs aid. I had such good arguments
to pit against his, too. Well, perhaps
some other night.
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(Another issue, another loccol - ah me,
the tedium of it all. I wonder if the real
Reader’s Digest has as much trouble
squeezing all the letters in. Probably not —
the editors undoubtedly write toeach other
to fill up the columns. No such problems
here, no sirree: all genuwine goods on
display, guaranteed to come from real live

fans.)

olherwise
Maureen Speller: 18/9/91
It came as no surprise in all this to see
that you are also including articles about
detective, mystery and thriller fiction. Eve-
ryone I know in fandom seems to be read-
ing, talking about and writing about it at
the moment. Various apazines in TWP
are full of useful lists of recommended
reading and every second person I meet is
a closet mystery reader. I read a lot of
detective stories when I was a teenager
but hadn’t read much apart from the odd
Dottie Sayers until I became a judge for
the Arthur C Clarke Award. That may not
make sense unless I explain that as Maxim
Jakubowski was also a judge and admin-
istrator, we tended to meet at his shop,
Murder One. After a while I noticed I was
spending more time buying books than I
was in judging books. If Maxim wasn't
such a nice person I think I might suspect
him of ulterior motives. As it is, I've be-
[ come a loyal supporter of his shop and
@ even gone so far as to subscribe to several
U of the American reviewzines.
=3 The only problem I have is in distin-
guishing between detective fiction and
spy thrillers. Despite honorable excep-
@2 tions such as Le Carre’s stories concern-
<¢ ing George Smiley and the Circus, I tend
to avoid the latter, not being terribly in-
— terested in spies and espionage, which is
2C why, despite Skel’s excellent piece, Il
» probably give Charlie Muffin a miss. He’s
just not my style. I've heard various of the

novels turned into plays - I trust Skel didn’t
miss the the recent series on Radio 4 — and
read on things like Woman's Hour'. I guess I
just don't like the loser, and to me Charlie
does seem to be a loser when he is so often on
the run, being spat on from a great height by
everyone. In the same way, Jonathan Gash’s
Lovejoy doesn’t really appeal to me for not dis-
similar reasons. On the other hand, I like it
when someone like Skel articulates their pleas-
ure in something which fails to move me.
There is, after all, the chance that I will be
persuaded to change my mind and that at
some point in the future I will take a Charlie
Muffin book off the shelf.(60 Bournemouth
Road, Folkestone, Kent CT19 5AZ)

David Bell: 17/6/91

I have a feeling that Skel has missed a
Charlie Muffin book. I'm not sure, because I
can’t remember enough details of the plot, or
the title, but it connects back to Charlie Muf-
fin & Russian Rose. Some characters reap-
pear, and Charlie looks as if he is going to get
stitched up good and proper. The series is
good enough that I'll borrow them from the
library, but I find it a little too repetitive to
chase after specifically. After all, Charlie
always wins in the end.

I think that the spy thriller will continue.
There isn’t any reason yet for the KGB, the
CIA, or MI6, to give up on spying. In fact,
there may be more reason. There might not be
the direct animosity, and both sides may be
rather more discreet, but you can bet that the
CIAis very interested in the internal politics
of the Soviet Union, and all three might be
very worried at the prospect of a Soviet ballis-
tic missile coming under the control of a
breakaway republic. It seemed ridiculous, but
the movies which had James Bond working
with the KGB to nail some maniac now look
almost plausible.(Church Farm,North Kelsey,
Lincoln, LN7 6EQ)

David Langford: 13/5/91
I don't know why Skel is so agin tragedy
that he can rant at readers for being “"too



dumb to read this fanzine" should they be
willing to entertain — even, presumably, in
the fictional spell of suspended disbelief —the
notion that a series hero might not 'win'.
Anyway, do they always? Van der Valk gets
killed off in the end; so, indeed, does Poirot;
Holmes went but came back. By the device of
retaining running characters in his counter-
intelligence outfit (Audley, Butler, etc) but
dealing in new ones each book, Anthony Price
can have his cake and eat it too: look at To-
morrow's Ghost, with its cumbersomely
staged but extremely hard-hitting tragic end.
No, I don't insist that lead characters 'fall to
their death in the last chapter’, but it does
seem a bit much for Skel to denounce as
dumb' anyone who finds a keener edge to the
suspense when there's a possibility that it
might just happen... (94 London Road, Read-
ing, Berks, RG1 5AU)

Alan Sullivan: 27/5/91

Having enjoyed the film, I'm certainly on
the lookout for the books, since it sounds as if
they add a lot to the character. Strangely
enough, these books sound like they would do
quite well in a post-perestroika environment.
Especially since many aspects of the plots
seem revolve around the way that Charlie
Muffin is double-crossed by his own employ-
ers, as partoftheir own petty politicking. Who
needs the KGB when you’ve got MI6 ? (20
Shirley Road, Stratford,London, E15 4HX)

Brian Earl Brown: 22/8/91

After reading Skel's review of the Charlie
Muffin series, I'll have to look see if they’'ve
been reprinted in the US. They sound nicely
done andit’s always fun watching some smart
guy out-slicker the establishment. These sto-
ries remind me somewhat of the Ed Jenkins
stories by Erle Stanley Gardner, some of which
have been collected recently (Dead Man’s
Letter and The Blonde In Lower Six). The
stories were written in the 30s and have a
romanticised notion of the day, and of the
criminal class (that it was a class was one of
the quaint notions). Jenkins is a con who's
trying to retire but other crooks and crooked
cops are always trying to force him into pull-
ing off one more scheme for them. Needless to
say, he manouevres to put the joke on them.
(11675 Beaconsfield, Detroit, M1 48224, USA)

(Changing tack, from Skel to Dave Lang-
ford, with a dire warning, from the man him-
self.)

David Langford: 13/5/91

I must warn you that Censorship has in-
sinuated its foul tentacles into your pages.
Yes, an International Conspiracy has
cowed the once fearless editor into altering
the idealogically dubious term 'Colin Watson’
on page 13 to the bland, anodyne, mullah-ap-
peasing 'Colin Wilson'. This can only be he
Thin End Of The Wedge.

(I hate it when a contributor is amongst the
first to find the mistakes I've made - I have
enough problems coping with errorsI see within
five seconds of picking up the printed copies.
In this issue, it was the final sentence of Andy
Sawyer’s piece, where he warns against strange
signals emanating from the local radion sta-
tion - yes, L had forgotten to put the little 'TM’
sign to give Unilever their due, though I must
admit that I may change washing powders
now, as I hadn't realised that Radion™ was
quite that powerful!])

Andy Sawyer: 5/6/91

Dave Langford’s piece was bloody near per-
fect; what could be more brilliantly useless
than a list of ‘locked-room’ murder mystery
solutions? It should keep trivia fans in quiz-
questions for months. I don’t want to read any
of the books from which the solutions have
been taken. It would destroy too many illu-
sions. I mean, take #147, “Murderer got past
guard to victim by impersonating a horse .”
Picture this: suspicious-lookingcharacterbris-
tling with bludgeons, daggers, guns, vials of
mysterious oriental poisons pulls up outside




22 guarded room. Pullsout two coconut shells
and starts clapping them together, issu-
ing equine whinnies at the same time.
Guard thinks about instructions: not to
let anyone in. But this is a horse, isn’t it?
Perhaps guard is blind and can’t actually
see that this is a human. Or perhaps the
murderer, (with accomplice?) is actually
in full drag as a pantomime horse? The
possibilities are endless, the actual situ-
ation, I'm sure, wouldn’t be half so
ingenious.

And I'm sure I'm not alonein never hav-
ing heard of Melville Davisson Post’s
Uncle Abner which appears to be one of
the most triffic books of detective short
stories ever written. There must be a fu-
ture article for SB there somewhere.(1
The Flaxyard, Woodfall Lane, Little
Neston, South Wirral L64 48T)

Dorothy Davies: 15/5/91

Ifell about laughing at the solutionsin
the book Dave Langford owns; what won-
derful story ideas there are there — I'm
searching for new assignments to offer my
[writing] students: I'm very tempted......
(Ty Hydref, 126 Marines Drive, Faring-
don, Oxon. SN7 7UG)

Shep Kirkbride: 1/9/91

Dave Langford’s ‘Crimewatch’ was ex-
tremely funny. I suspect it is a con. As far
as I am concerned there is no such book. It

is very much in Mr Langdorf’s style of hu--

mour. In fact I would be very disappointed
to find out that it wasn’ta total fabrication
by Dave! (42 Green Lane, Belle Vue, Car-
lisle, Cumbria.)

(You cute little sceptic , Shep!)

@ Brian Earl Brown: 22/8/91
The book Dave Langford reviews is
=1 something that, to be honest, we need
more of. There are too many books and
(@) movies in this world to read or watch all of
(@2 them, and many frankly don’t sound all
< that interesting but have some plot device
> that piques one’s interest. Like: how do
== they kill the unkillable liquid metal ma-
chine in Terminator 2? So it’s nice to
know there are books that give the an-
swers to questions like that, if only in the

limited area of the Locked Room Mystery...
Entry no.146, where an armadillo was used to
mutilate the face of a corpse so that it couldn’t
be identified is a Fredric Brown short titles
“The Spherical Ghoul”, and appears in the
collections Homicide Sanitorium. It had an
effective moody beginning but quickly be-
came lame. One Loc<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>