PRESENTING PART TWO OF !THR WALL OF TEE 1970s ' WRITTEN THIS TIME BY RO
AND DARROLL PARDOL,, .,
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It was the first Thursday ir tke moath, From a ouilding in Hatton Garden

> Pardoes, wh- with others had been ceLob"“tlng the ancient
rites observed ty British fans at this auspr ions time, As he stecered
his Wﬂf“ towards their car, Darrcilfs thoughts drifted back over a con-
vepsation ecarlier in vhe evening., A few days earlier, hée had received a
letto , pouuma;kcd 2iddghton, and ostensibly from Phil Spencer; in which
Phil had clainued that the Tolkien soclety was tco loosely run, and ought
to be tightened up with a wmuch more detailed Constitution and more offi-
cers, That evening, Phil had denied all iknowledge of the letter, and
Pointed out that on the day Lndlc4tec by the postmark he was laid low in
bed with a rather painful discase So, the mysterious letter writer had
struck again. The emvelore, Darroll mused, would have to be sent to CC
for analysis by Timothy Barrell...

4t that moment his thoughts were rudely
shattered, A c¢loth liberally. soaked in chioroform was clamped over his
nose and wmrutk, and he knew no morec.

Awslkeoning, Darroll found himself (and
Ro, next to him) bound hand and foot to a chair in a larse. fgony, . Facing
the chairs was a desk, @znd on the far wall a large map of Britain, in
which coloured pins were °tnckw Ls his eyes refocusscdand the chloroforn
fumes cleared, ﬂarroll could see the clusters of pins on the map... they

secmed to be massed in vplaces like Birmingham; Londen; Liverpools Sheffiel

Brightons Leeds; Scunthorpe,,. in fact, the pliaces where fons ;1vod He
could see some outliers - a bright red pin in Cornwall, and a blue onc in
Haverfordwest.

you all right, Ro?" hé called, and.was relieved to get
an affirmative response, It was a pit y, though, that the bonds didnit
permit hiis head to turn sufficiently to see Ro,
spoke,. a door cpened, and in came a .familiar figure, There was no mist-
alking that well-known fr1 - every feature from the oolcs of the shoes to
the bright cclourc of the whirling propellor beanie belonged to that
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person, 411, that is, exceprt one, for the reelr of 30y sauce that emanated

from the figurc was not ia Darrolils experieancc a normal feature of its
cRarscteny b epoke.

.

us what you have léarned. And your friend, the Eye of the Cat, soon we

will have him also, Talk now, or the rést or your short lives will be very

painful to you."

"So the Tong is back in Rusiness" sc ;d Darroll "E thought
1

as much, Buft you will never make us talk, you oriental swine, But
never knew that you, of all peovle, was an initiote of the Tong,it

"ind after all the times we've druni Blog together, too,."

added -Bos | s uquld you?“

"louw will talk, enemies of the Tong"” the BNF said (for
such he was) "I will go now tc fetch ny fiendish oriental torturers; soon
we will return, and then you will tell us all you know," Saying +bl Fp
left the roowm, which Darroli-and Ro cculd see was entered by a snall room
with no olher exibs, A Llift; perhaps?
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as hear her., As he

Hhlloves B0, “Yon ‘hafe bech Spying on us, yes? This we
can not allow, You nust he exterminated, but not of course until you tell
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The door closed
0ilCe rorE ~ Or

ians ¢f trufondem were

alone in the room
But ovanonly, frowm behind

, o) Bamidiiiace
Yoice purred out.. "HMHerrowww... hold shhtill, now..." L gnawing noisec
followed, and sudden¥y Dorroll felt his Ldédb ]Jo cu and snap. He got up
and rubbeéd the circulaticn .back inte 'his limbi, Pollethy uoved to Ro and
released her too, Tgllow richt morrowe d del(bﬁy - She -went over to the
deor, stared at it for a moment, and it id ol¢eLuly cpen, They went

tarough and it cl0°fd behind ‘then

The room in which tlhey found th GHSOquu
are, and on the wall by the door was a row of buttons
pedandl freom O el [2 Tn, gricen emnd wilvel, “Horroww,y.
press ABLE 2. Polletky "That leads to the suxrfacci!, "Ro did this,
and the 1ift r fter a while the »ising sensation stopped; but instead
of the door open: ov ideways. When it stopped, after a
couple of minutes., the door slid open to reveal open countryside. They
stepped out, an thi be seen of the. 1lEt door: there
was just & klani wall behind then, 1 saad Darrall, UBut. So | Like vwe
Tong." For on the wall sone wielder of chalk had scrawled AARDVIRKS FOR
EVEE in foot-high letters.,

was about
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chair ond listened to Darrollis account of the
" Darroll said ""how Pollethy got intc the place
w the secret code that would take the 1lift to

adventure , « Bug I don it
at all, And how . did she kn
theisurface!,

the merrowans' o
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ddl G0k o ol donitit slzaow tlhe Jhalis tof
d Poll otb were concentreted on a

£ paying atteantion To
em. You didnit.know, did
4

tbe;r abilitics y
cataip jar (closed
the convcrodthnc
you, . thaet they have reason en
climinated, "
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Darroll leancd forward, . '"Do you know, CC, who that fan was who
threatened us in ths T hidewout?? U1 was wondering when you!d .get round
tor 4t sadd CGhesding,

Itk was,.. Terry Jeeves." said Darroll. CC leaped iron
his cheir in astonishn and the ESTTO wand ceascd their efforts with th

L
catnip jar and looked S ST GOk

i “ou sux Darrol et said CCt oo s
‘) g

5 3 (] a5
“It can't hove been. Terry was here visiting me that night, He was on his
way Gown to Cornwall to visit Lrchie . and Beryl and stopped over to break the
Ld 2 o o . P
journey. So whcever you soaw, it can't hove been Terry Jeevos.!

: “WRut it was,
t him. Dverything was cxactly
t1iy his normal conversation,
t damn smelil oc S0y

CEM said Darroll,. 1T know Tez

rarghic o oL admditisiglias swieks he 5l
"though his voice sounded like
sauce.,"

“He can hardly have beén in two places at once".said CC.. "But if
you saw the real TJ; who stayed nere with us? And he's the last person Tid
have thought would be & Tong meicer.™ '
Je i1l all have to o down to Cornwall
and confront Terry with the problem" saié Darroll... 1and we, can ask
Archie his opinion too while we're therc - you remember how he 1“cﬂﬁoﬂus &n
that little problerm of the sweet and sour Uoch ting ink the Tong . tried
to smuggle into the .covntry?!
Right" said CC, "We'll start tomecrrew, But
Nnow. lct’u ¢CL¢ with a good fanzine or two. I hope we don't have to call
in the Secrét Master Guild ou this one., They tend to be more of o hédadrance
than o help.' '
soe to be continued,



