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Conditions Of Sale:

As | have pointed out several times, this magazine has been
published subject to the condition that it shall not, by w ay of
trade or otherwise, be lent, sold, hired out or otherwise circu -
lated without the publisher 's prior consent in any form of
binding or cov er other than that in which it is published and
without a similar condition including this edition being
imposed on the subsequent consumer (oh yes!).

All stories, articles and letters are copyright of the authors.
Actually, now | think about it, the same goes for the pictures,
the design and the fish. Finally, the views that are expressed
here are not necessarily the views of you.

The little ones are watching us
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Foreword

| embrace controversy: it is the way of the
editor.
Long Live The Lune!

Humble Sam

News Flash: Squid Row

Seweral families of cuttlefish and squid
have moved into various houses on Blade
Street, Atlantis. They are classified as
refugees and have been allowed into the
city, due to the ongoing crisis in the
Eastern Mediterranean.

How ever, not all denizens of Atlantis
have welcomed these alien creatures.
“They're not one of us, are they?”, said a
mackerel we met in the pub, “I mean, |
feel sorry for them and all that but they're
just different, aren't they?”

“I have studied their lifestyle and it is
dissonant”,

further along the bar. After a few drinks,

said a tuna fish we met

we discovered that he had spent a week-
end in the East Mediterranean when he
was a fishling.

We approached the Lord Mayor of
Atlantis, the Great White, to ask for his
opinion and he said: “I don't particularly

have a problem with molluscs. Indeed

some of my best friends are spineless. |
like to be friendly with the octopus. But
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we must be vigilant! If things continue
like this then w e will lose our culture and
identity as marine v ertebrates.”

A school of hungry sperm whales has
been seen looking at the squid and cuttle-
fish in a funny w ay.

Letter To The Editor

| see rabbits

| see big white mighty rabbits.

| sit in bed and dream of man mark-tw o.
He is beautiful; he is superior. | want to
make love to him. Then | wake up and |
see them staring at me: them, the rabbits.
They are always there. Nobody else can
see them. Not even Father. They are
forever stalking me, usually just hiding
around... always out of sight. | can just
about make them out from the corners of
my eyes.

Big white fluffy rabbits with blood-shot
pale blue Ary an eyes. Just waiting. And
waiting. And w aiting. Sometimes they
whisper among themselves but | cannot
understand them. They speak in tongues,
they speak the language of the chosen
one, the language of The Great Lapin.
Why do they stalk me? Why do they
gather in clusters near me? Why are
they?

| don't know .

All 1 know is that some people can see
goblins & fairies, some can hear the dead
roar and others can smell fear.

| see rabbits.

| thank you for your time and touch you.

Yours faithfully ,

Mathilda Haighwhey
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Flash Essay(A Reflection On Love & Despair)

Drowning in my head,
the issues take offence.
Snap, crack, crunch;
the child's inner demon
calls out, calls out

to the Satan within me.
Wreak havoc!

on the fairer kind...

Blood, ripped out organs, bodily fluids,
| wallow in my night's w ork.

Happy, | fall asleep,

safe in the knowledge

that vengeance has been achieed.

Mother cackles

Taurus

In St. Geoge, on Reedhut ¥ter, North of

to the world of biking).

Even Ray’s parents meant less to him.
Ray washed and waxed Elizabeth every
day. He talked to her constantly and was

often caught worshipping her. That's
adoration for y ou.
One day, the village vicar, Norman

Wallace, blessed all the cars in his parish,
as God had made man, man the auto-
the car
creation of God. QED. This blessing thing

took place outside the village church and

mobile and therefore was a

everyone came in their Fords, Nissans,
BMWs and Minis while the children ev en
brought their Corgi toy cars along. It w as
a grand affair and a huge success,
despite the protests of some ecological
kill joys. Afterw ards there was a church
féte with a bouncy castle in the shape of
a juggernaut for the kiddies.

Not everyone was happy though. In fact,
Raymond Sebastian ‘“Twinkle-Dust’
Hunter w as upset. The vicar Wallace had
made no references to motorbikes what-
soever, which was wrong and clearly an
insult to both him and Elizabeth.

Ray Hunter confronted Norman W allace.

He argued that Lizzie was the fastest,

the city of Gaulham, on the border between

Lancashie and Westmorland, theg lived a
man called Ray Hunter

‘Twinkle-Dust’
Hunter adored his motor bike, a 1939
Triumph Speed Twin. It w as his pride
and joy. He drove it to work and he drove
it on holiday.

Raymond Sebastian

He even drove it on
Sundays. His girlfriends play ed second
fiddle to this most beloved of bikes, a
beauty that carried the name Elizabeth
(after his own personal royal highness, a

lady mechanic who had introduced him

most agile, best kept and generally most
wonderful form of transport in the area.
Raymond took the vicar's failure to
mention Elizabeth as a personal slight
and demanded that a private blessing
take place. Wallace thought well of Ray's
argument, for he knew that Elizabeth had
made Raymond aware of his heart and, as
every tiny tot knows, the heart giv es
everything that Man sees, hears, smells
and feels, meaning.

But why stop there? The vicar proposed
to baptise her, as Lizzie had a name and
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a personality. Furthermore, not only w as
she Raymond Hunter's motor bike but
she was also an important member of the
community . “Although she does stop you
from doing y our job properly as the
village drug dealer”, Norman added
beneath his breath. Ray was happy with
the proposal and the two men agreed on
a date, which by an interesting coinci-
dence was the next day, a Sunday.

Dust’

Hunter's heart was full of joy when he

Raymond Sebastian ‘'Twinkle
went to bed, and yet he slept uneasily
that night. He dreamt that Elizabeth w as
the most beautiful woman in the world
and she was leading him by the hand
through a green pasture with lots of
colourful, sweet smelling flowers and
other pretty things. They came to a
waterfall, bathed in the pool beneath it,
talked about the meaning of life and
made love till Raymond groaned in his
sleep. After drying their bodies in the hot
sun, she took him by the hand again and
led him to a cave behind the waterfall. In
the furthest recess of the caw, which was

terribly dark and damp and musty , there
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all of Ray's friends, relatives, associates
and other people whom he had touched
would go straight to heaven. No ques-
tions asked.

Raymond Hunter w oke up in a cold
sweat. It was only four in the morning
and he felt wide aw ake. He stayed in bed,
read extracts from 'The Michelin Guide
To Nice Things In And Around Gaulham'’,
'What To Do When You Wake Up In A
Cold Sweat' & 'The Field Guide To
Badger Baiting' and sang lullabies, the
kind his dad had sung to him when he
had reached puberty.

Dawn finally came and what a beautiful
day it was: The sky was a perfect blue in
a touristy sort of way, and the few clouds
that were hanging about were busy play-

ing a celestial version of it.

were an angel and a demon playing pool. __':i;-

Well, billiards, actually. Ray, to his dis-

may, realised after watching a few
rounds that they were playing for his
The

(hooray, hooray!) but instead of embrac-

soul. angel, a cherubim, won

ing Ray Hunter and his delightfully
sunny disposition, the thing grinned

maliciously, winked at Elizabeth and
gave Ray's soul to the demon.As a con-
solation gift. Which is a nice gesture in a
compassionate kind of way. Sort of. The
demon's response was one of immense

gratitude and it promised faithfully that
Page 4

The \few On Reedhut &ter

Ray got up in the best of spirits (some
people do find badger baiting fun) and
proceeded to eat his Sunday fry up:
€ggs,
fried mushrooms and saw-dust saturated
pig's blood dy ed black.
Afterw ards he washed, shawd, splashed

bacon 'n' sausages & tomatoes,
in dried

some pungent aftershave on his face,
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trimmed his moustache, put on his best
biking gear (black leather trousers and

matching shirt 'n' jacket) and casually
took his ray bans from his wardrobe.
Elizabeth was waiting for him in the
garage.

Raymond stroked Lizzie fondly while
through the

Everywhere he went, people waved and

riding her village.
gave him knowing looks, for in such a
village everyone knows everyone and

everything. “Remember that the w orld is

a mirror, Ray”, someone shouted, “Look

angry and the world smiles at you. Smile
and it scowls”. Ray was somewhat puz-
zled by this.

The vicar Norman Wallace was waiting
outside the church and after the usual
exchange of pleasantries (“Hello!”, “How

are you?”, “Are you going to watch the
cricket later on?”, “Did y ou see those
pictures from the Middle East last night?
What a lark!”), Mr Hunter rode Elizabeth

into the church and the two men got

straight down to business. Ray and
Wallace were excited and prepared to
show it.

Raymond Sebastian ‘Twinkle-Dust’

Hunter w as never too sure afterwards, as
to what actually happened, but he vague-

ly recalled his dear Lizzie (most beloved

of motoristic transport forms of... trans -

port)
unpleasant. As soon as the vicar Norman
bike with
the word

turning into something pretty
Wallace touched the motor
holy water and muttered
Elizabeth, the handle bars grew into two
gigantic gleaming horns, the head light
became a monstrous bulging fluorescent
eye, the wheels parted in two and turned
into enormous legs with claws instead of
spokes, the petrol tank became a huge
head, the rear light a herd of serpent like
tails, the engine twisted and turned into
a small chest and huge abdomen, the seat
became a smooth spine with a line of
kite-shaped panels and the gearbox
turned into the monster's genitalia. Ray
thought he was having serious difficul -
ties with his eye sight. Well, how else
could he have explained the fact that his
sweet Elizabeth had just been trans
formed into a monstrous metal beast.
And then he heard it roar.
The church walls shook and shuddered.
The sound of Thor, Donar, echoed across
the village, valley and water. Just before
fainting, Ray thought he saw the monster
grabbing the vicar and tearing him apart.
Those teeth of glistening chrome ripped
the vicar open and his innards spilt out.
Crimson blood w as sprayed all over the
church walls and human waste lined the
pews.
Stuff happens.
—_—

Dust’
Hunter w oke up and heard someone mut-

that
that

opened his eyes (ewer so slowly, because
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Raymond Sebastian ‘'Twinkle

tering loudly . If is possible.

Muttering loudly , is. Ray slowly



he was sure that there was something
wrong with his ey e sight) and saw a man
with an ashen face standing near him.
Ray realised he was in bed and a neigh
bour was talking to someone over the
phone. He got up and massaged the
bump on his head. The neighbour turned
around, alerted by Ray’'s movements. It
was Sid Innes, the Gulf War veteran who
liked to claim he had seen and experi-
enced it all. “I once killed tw o men in
cold blood”, he used to say, “there was
only one bottle of cold beer left, so there
was no question who was going to have
it. Besides, those two privates were from
Bradford. And | fucked a w ater melon
‘cos | wanted to stay faithful to my then
girlfriend. Come on! That's not asking
too much, innit?”.

Sidney 'Gromit' Innes told Ray what had
happened. Apparently a terrible machine
-cum-beast monster thing had emerged
from the church at midday and proceed -
ed to destroy the village. Buildings had
been crushed, monuments trashed and
most of the inhabitants had been horribly
the
vicar, only one other person had not sur-

mutilated. How ever, apart from
vived the massacre. And that was the
rather obese mayor, who had died of
heart failure.

The fire brigade and the village hunts-
men had tried to stop the monster. The
boy scouts too. But their attempts had
been in vain. All too much so. Every sin-
gle boy had died violently .

And so the village had been more or less
devastated before army units arrived.
The beast had then disappeared into the
mountains. The army saw the devastation
but the soldiers weren’t too convinced by
Page 6
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what the villagers told them. Sadly, not a
single soul had captured the whole thing
on video or audio tape. Or some new-fan-
gled digital thing like an iP od. The army
gathered information from w ell-selected
sources (old wives, journalists & locals),
wrote a report, rounded up the homeless
inhabitants of the village and erected a
camp on the village green. By then,
everyone had discussed what had hap-
pened: 59% of the village population had
been mutilated in some way or another. 7
% had lost a limb and the odd ear, 13%
had had two limbs ripped off, 18% had
had all their limbs remov ed and at least
one eye popped out, while 21% had had a
few digits and the odd nipple remov ed.
Some denizens had ewn had their noses
ripped off.

And Sid had broken down and asked the
monster for death, after seeing his gold-
en retriever and her offspring being
boiled alive in the fish pond. The mon-
ster had proceeded to ignore him, for it

had a sadistic sense of humour,

S

Ray felt guilty and failed to tell Sid that
the beast had been Elizabeth in a prevt
life. Instead,

ous Raymond made up

some gobbledegook about the monster



LF 7

emerging out of a picture of Satan in the
church (“Yeabh, it's like it's written! The
beast of Gaulham's St. George's church of
the Reborn Hard-Core Spiritualists will
spawn a baby beast.”) and tearing up the
vicar Wallace and knocking him (the not
S0 great Raymondo) unconscious.

Sid seemed happy enough with this and

started rambling on about the human
spirit ... sticking together ... repentance
... putting on a brave face ... looking to

the future and not back to the past .... Sid
asked Ray if he had any relatives in the
area.

Ray lied and said he only had dead rela-
tives and a cousin in Zimbabwe. “Sean”,
He'll sort me

he said “Sean O'Connell.

out.” A complete and utter lie of course,
but Raymond had decided that the best
thing to do was to run away from
England and not to Mummy . In fact, his
mummy and daddy w ould be very upset
by the truth. It had occurred to Ray that
he had perhaps (possibly) committed
blasphemy and he didn't really w ant to
take the blame for creating the monster.
It was the vicar's fault anyway. Entirely.
Norman W allace was to blame. Raymond
wished. Wasn't that a silver lining on
that cloud over there?

the

Sebastian ‘Twinkle-Dust’

Over next few days, Raymond

Hunter endured
being interview ed by the media, endured

the ordeal of bonding and drinking with
army officers and endured the constant
interrogation by civilian administrators.
According to the news bulletins on the
various radio and television channels
and blog things from outside the area,
villages and hamlets and one or two
towns had been destroyed (but not
Gaulham, obviously). People had started
leaving that part of the country and
survivors of the ravaged settlements
claimed to have seen a hideous beast.
Some said it was a fifteen feet tall bull,
some said it was a huge dragon. Some
said it was a machine built by an interna-
tional corporation to terrorise local pro -
it
machine. Someone suggested it might be

ducers, some said was an alien
prehistoric. But most disturbing of all, a
name had been found for the monster:
“Taurus”.

There was no substantial evidence for the
claims made by those who had encoun-
tered the beast, and the gowrnment was
in despair, as to what should be done and
who the enemy actually w as.

So at least some things stagd the same.
Ray started to wonder what would have
happened if he had taken up fishing like
his the

would now be being ravaged by a super

father. Perhaps countryside
dimensional worm?

As soon as he was allowed to get on with
his life, Ray Hunter claimed he had to go
to Zimbabw e to see his cousin. He was
feeling restless and he decided that this
was the right time to take a long, long
break and take stock of life. “I must dis -
card my baggage and prepare myself for
the next love of my life.” Raymond w ent
rambling. As one does.
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*k*

49 months later, Ray Hunter was stand-
ing in a small gallery in Berlin. There
was a picture of Rosa Luxemburg in front
the same year his
Elizabeth had been manufactured. The

of him, painted
last few years had been quite interesting.
Ray had travelled to the West Country
where he had embraced paganism. After
a nasty misunderstanding with a farmer
and his daughter (“Oh, |
child, is it?") , he was forced to leave
the

Netherlands. In Amsterdam, he took to

see! It's my

Britain and took a boat to
drowning his sorrows in beer and jazz.
He also smoked pot till he couldn't
remember who he was and why he was
in North Holland. Y et he would
the sight
terrible monster that had once been his

But,

there

always remember of a

motorbike. hey, that swing was
good. Nice!

After Amsterdam, Ray decided to seek
refuge in the Catholic faith and trav elled
to Rome. But he soon realised that the
Catholic faith couldn't - w ouldn't! - get
rid of his sorrows. Besides, Catholics
wear too much black and he was begin-
ning to incline to w ear colourful and life
affirming stuff.

Raymond Sebastian 'Twinkle Dust'
Hunter trav elled on to Istanbul.

Ray began to realise that he may not haw
been a perfect traveller, for he knew
where he came from (he wasn't likely to
forget, was he?), but he was a good trav-
eller for he didn't know where he w as
going.

In Constantinople (Istanbul to y ou and

me), he did a lot of interesting things and
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developed a taste for Turkish coffee. His
mind w as at rest for a while. Sludge of
coffee and an abundance of sugar does
wonders to the mind and soul. And so,
after lounging around on the Bosporus
for a few months, Ray finally accepted
that what he had done was damn-right

sacrilegious. He fell asleep in the knowl-
that he had
Anything but

edge to do something.

not nothing. The next
morning, for the first time in a while, he
woke up without a hangov er.

Ray Hunter trav elled around in search of
knowledge on how to destroy monsters.
He went to the British Library (“Do y ou
the

libraries in St. Petersburg (“Why do w e

serve tea?”) and he went to all

suffer?”). He even ended up in Dublin,
the Book Kells (“An
Englishman, a Scotsman and an Irish

studying of

man...”). He talked to the fishermen in
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Barcelona, he listened to the farmers of
the Ukraine (He knew the risks he was
taking. Radioactivity isn't a funny thing).
Ray wondered if he was going mad, he
wondered if he was achieving enlighten-
ment. He watched the starry cobalt
nights of the Provence and the blue skies
of green Alpine meadows. He also nearly
drowned in the Danube while trav elling
from Budapest to Vienna (Slivovica is
very strong after all).

And now he w as standing in a museum in
front of the picture of a German revolu-
tionary. He hadn't been back home to

Gaulhamshire for over four years now.

Ray started to mumble Marx's theory of
historical materialism to the tune of Hey
remember

Jude He could never any

prayers. Reciting the ideas of a nine
teenth century economist seemed to haw
the same effect on him as any other
mantra. But why on Earth did he think
that a mantra would benefit him while
standing in a gallery? He couldn't answ er

that one.

Now, what happened next may seem sur-
prising to some people, but this kind of
phenomenon has been recorded in seer-
al places in and around Europe. The pic-
ture of Rosa Luxemburg started to shud-
der, assume life-like colours, acquire real
life proportions and finally (and once
again Ray couldn't believe his eyes) Rosa
stepped out of the frame. She kissed Ray
told him she would help him and led him
out of the gallery to a café nearby. They
ordered double espressos.

Rosa told Ray what he already had
suspected. The monster Taurus had to be
destroyed, as it was a manifestation of
evil. “Furthermore”, said Ms Luxemburg,
“I have reason to beliew that there is a
way of terminating Taurus. Lizzie wasn't
actually built in 1939 but w as a prototype
built in 1935, a year of the pig. She was
also baptised in a year of the pig.” Logic
dictated that the only possible being that
could kill Taurus must be a pig. And a
vicious one at that. There would also
have to be another being present to dis
tract Taurus. While the pig mauled the
beast-cum-machine. Preferably a portly
man of the cloth, the opposite of a virgin
maiden.

Ray thought this over and decided that
he their
probable death. Rosa asked him what

couldn’t send someone to
was more important: someone's life or
living
destroyed Taurus? He sighed and said he

in the knowledge that he had
would think about it. After finishing
their coffees, Ray took Rosa back to the
gallery and gave her a peck on the cheek.
Rosa stepped back into the picture where
she belonged.

Ms Luxembourg w as the first decent per-
Page 9



son he had ever met in his life.

*k*

in the Lake District had
become a wry, very quiet place. There

Gaulhamshire

were still the occasional sightings of
Taurus roaming the mountains and ever so
often someone would meet a terrible death
whilst w alking in the Lake District. Ev en
the power plant at Sellafield had been
closed down out of fear that something
nasty might happen to one of its nuclear
rectors.

Ray felt at ease on coming home.

But what should he do? Should he take his

chances and let the beast be? Should he be

a victim and visit Gaulham for

absolution and compensation? Should he
pretend to be someone he wasn't and
continue the earthly quest for enlighten -
ment and fulfilment? Or should he destroy

it and thus let all the sight seekers come
back? As soon as he had settled down in
his old village, St.George on Reedhut
Water, Raymond Hunter w ent to see the
pig farmer Benyamin Wettstein.

Farmer Wettstein introduced him to a pig

called The Pig. It was an enormous ank
mal, but as the farmer pointed out, the
ancestors of pigs had actually been pretty
big and ferocious. The Pig was the size of
a small bull and in the prime of its life. It

had blood shot eyes, small tusks and
behaved in a rather aggressive way. It kept
on tearing up little puppies that had been
specially reared for its entertainment. It
wasn't cheap either. In fact, after buying
The Pig, Ray had hardly any money left.
The good news, however, was that The Pig
was an obedient little fellow and follow ed

Ray gladly. Indeed, they seemed made for
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each other.

Ray Hunter went home and introduced
The Pig to the inhabitants of his village
(Incidentally, there were very few of the
original inhabitants left. Most of them had

fled the region: some feared the monster
would make a comeback, some feared the
media would come back). Sid Innes was
still there and supported Ray's idea of ter-
didn't
involve any personal sacrifice on his
behalf. Both Sid and Ray agreed that the
church verger Tough Frank would make

minating Taurus, as it really

an ideal accomplice for The Pig. The werg-
er wasn't too pleased by their proposal
and pointed out that he w as big boned and
not portly, and he was a werger, not a
vicar. The two friends conceded that it
was true that he was not a genuine man of
the cloth (strictly speaking) and that he
wasn't obese, merely fat but they had to

point out that the new vicar w as a tall
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skinny thing, really y oung and inexperi-
enced and taking all things into account
totally unsuitable. An argument started
with one half of the village supporting
Sid, Ray and the young vicar Matthew
Bream and the other half, who quite liked
the verger and thought that as Ray had
brought on the monster he should do bat-
tle with it.

funny foreign habits on his trav els. The

And he had picked up some

argument went well on into the night and
they had to all wearily concede that a
commission had to be set up to find an
agreeable and appropriate agreement.
They all went to the pub for a pint.
Raymond Sebastian '"winkle-Dust' Hunter
slept uneasily that night. He dreamt that
the verger was leading The Pig through a
green valley full of meadows, w aterfalls
and other nice things. They came to a
small mountain lake where they stopped
to refresh themselves. After quenching
their thirst - the night w as so terribly hot -
the verger picked up The Pig's leash and
they set off to the tallest peak they could

see. Suddenly, after only having w alked a

few vyards, Taurus appeared running
towards them. Before they could make a
dash to safety (there were quite a few
dragon style caves around), Taurus had
grabbed the verger. He was torn apart
with razor sharp teeth, his intestines spilt
out and his blood w as sprayed all over the
flow ers and grass of the walley. The Pig
watched the spectacle intently and then
proceeded to butcher the monster. After
all, it was only a machine. Soulless, imper
sonal and not part of God's design.

The Pig grunted when the deed was done
and sauntered away for a rest in the near-
est cavwe. Ray woke up in cold sweat. He
and The Pig had become good friends and
Ray had fatherly feelings towards it. The
dream left him sick with w orry. What if
something nasty would happen to The
Pig?

Ray eventually managed to get back to
sleep and the next morning, after trying
unsuccessfully to ignore the dawn chorus,

he woke up feeling miserable as his bed
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was sodden with sweat. Ray Hunter got
up to find a terrified village w aiting out -
side his front door. Apparently, during the
night, there had been terrible noises com-
ing from the mountains. Grunts, screams
and the sound of machinery going into
overdrive. There had been some thunder
and lightning as w ell. Very frightening.
Furthermore, the verger Tough Frank and
the beast The Pig had disappeared.

Ray, Sid and some wlunteers went to
explore the mountains nearby. In a valley
in the middle of the mountains, the v erg-
er’'s savaged body and parts of a motorcy-
cle, a 30s Tiumph model, w ere found.
There were also a few pig droppings
about the place. But no sign of The Pig
himself. Ray knew what had happened
and looked for a cave nearby. The swine
proved to be a pretty elusive thing.

Too elusive in fact.

Sid Innes finally persuaded Ray Hunter to
give up looking for his pig as the sun was
setting. Over the course of the next few
weeks, Ray often went up to the moun-
tains, looking for that cave.

He never found it.

* k%

The village and the region are grateful to
the verger Tough Frank and The Pig. The
verger’'s sacrifice is celebrated ewry year
and the village has a new flag: a Bend
Sinister with a pig superimposed on the
stripe. Of The Pig, however, nothing was
ever heard again, but now and then, on
certain nights at certain times, a wild but

o
amiable beast can be seen in the moun 3

tains. And on stormy nights, grunts and
squeals are heard.

And what happened to Ray Hunter? If y ou
visit the village, you will encounter an

B R B B
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elderly gentleman called Twinkle Dust
muttering to himself in the village square.
Buy him a drink and he'll tell y ou his life
story. He's a restless sort of person and
will often mumble about some girl called
Elizabeth.

People don't stay long in his company.

Editorial

The pig

was triumphant
for

it had killed

the swine
Rejoice; rejoice
Good has won!

Sleep well

finis

—————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

THE LOYNE

RO R

(sponsored bythe North
West Arts Board)

|:
|:



