
Uif Esjol Ubol Jttvf 366

The Train Issue      Part II

hbsdjbAdpnqvufsijtupsz/psh



 Here we are again, working 
on a zine. I have to admit, that I am 
enjoying working with Chris, here, 
and on Exhibition Hall, and also on 
Journey Planet with Claire Brialey 
and occassionally Pete Young, as well 
as Chris.
 For me, the easy part is 
always, ideas, words, concepts 
and how something should look, 
whereas anything technical, is just 
not to my liking and therefore 
boring, a hard task, and something I 
wonõt þnd easy to do.
 I consider myself lucky, that 
with these partnerships, all of which 
involve the Great Garcia, he seems 
to love the laying out, and þddly 
þtting togther of everything, AS 
WELL, as ideas and everything else 
and writing.
 Anyhow, Trains, we love 
em, and we also love all those who 
have written about them, again 
thanks are due to these awesome 
contributors!
 cheers to them and to you 
for reading

James Bacon
Special Issues Editor!

Art This issue 
Cover From Buster Keatonõs The General. Page 1, 2, 4, 5, 21 by 
Richard Kiterman (http://rlkiterman.deviantart.com/), Page 17 by 
Frank Wu



 So, why do a sequel to an issue of a Fanzine? Well, thereõs a lot of 
good reasons, but the best is because thereõs a lot more to say. For me, this 
issue is a bit different because it focuses more away from the Train thing 
and more on Trains in other things, or trains as platforms for other things. 
A train as a site for a convention, a train as a part of a movie, songs inspired 
by trains, and so on. Thereõs a lot to say about trains and stations and train 
museums and so on, but thereõs a lot to say about the things that make Trains 
a part of something bigger. I like that. I always like relating things to stuff 
outside of themselves.  

 One thing I love about trains thatõs hard to talk about in an article 
is what they mean as a a part of a trip. Most travelers have something that 
makes their method of journeying into something special. For me, trains are 
about reading. Usually when I go places, I bring reading material. As I noted 
in my þrst LoC to Banana Wings, I read and, if necessary, re-read things when 
Iõm on a train or subway. The books that Iõve read on trains include Gail 
Carrigerõs Changeless, Phillip K. Dick is Dead, Alas by Michael Bishop, Losers 
Live Longer (a Hard Case Crime book), Retromancer (on the train on my 
way out to England last March), and Dhalgren. Iõm serious when I say that I 
had it in my mind that Iõd read all of Dhalgren on a 24 hour train trip but I 
got less than 200 pages in because I kept have to ÿip back and struggle over 
the words. It was a rough dayõs reading. 

 I know folks who love trains because they get to see the landscape 
passing by. To me, thatõs a waste. Youõre geting somewhere fast, but youõre in 
control of that time. Your time on a train is your own and you can spend it 
reading (which is usually my choice) or writing fanzines (I did a lot of that in 
England on my TAFF trip and a bit on my more recent journey with Linda) 
or even just think out how youõre going to let your girlfriend of 3 years 
down when you get there (that was ONE TIME and it was a long time ago!). 
Driving, youõve gotta pay attention. Flying, there are too many rules and Iõm 
too busy freakinõ out because the physics of ÿight are a total fraud that has 
been perpetrated on the world, but on trains, you can use your time as you 
will...within reason (see all That Guy on the Train That One Time). 

 So, I hope you enjoy this second issue of The Drink Tank dedicated to 
the world created and inÿuenced by Trains! 

~Chris Garcia - July 29th, 2010



The Nine-Hundred Mile Dead Dog Party
By Randy Smith

 Many fans shudder at the mention 
of NolaCon II, the 1988 worldcon in New 
Orleans.  Shuddering is an appropriate reaction.  
I will not go into everything that went wrong at 
that convention.  There are con reports from 
the time that will tell you more than you will 
ever need to know.
 What most of those reports will not 
mention is that there was a great party that 
began a short cab ride away from the con 
hotels soon after the ofþcial end of the con 
and continued until the early morning hours 
of the next day in Chicago.  Confused?  It was 
a travelling party held aboard The Train They 
Call The City of New Orleans, and it was faan-
tastic!  I should know.  I was there.
 When Amtrak took over nearly all 
intercity passenger rail in the United States in 
1971 they continued the old Illinois Central 

route called The City of New Orleans.  It runs 
between Chicago and New Orleans, timed so 
that it can connect with other Amtrak routes 
at both ends.  In the ô80s it used òheritageó cars 
which were single-level coaches with a few 
domed observation cars.  There was no full 
dining service at that time and food was only 
available in the lounge car.
 As we hungry fans made our way to the 
lounge car, we encountered one another and 
began to party.  Andy Anda, Bill Leininger, 2009 
CUFF winner, LeAmber Kinsley, along with a 
goodly number of members of the Winnipeg 
in õ94 Bid Committee and some þlkers from 
points east all managed to gather at about 
the same time.  Andy had his lute (or was it a 
mandolin?) with him and when he tuned it up 
the þlking began in earnest.  
 As I recall, there were only two 
mundanes in the car.  At one point, one of 
them--a young man who trying hard to be a 

part of the group despite the 
fact that he did not speak 
fannish and had not just come 
from a conñturned to me 
and asked, òWhy donõt they 
sing something everybody 
knows?ó
 I could only respond 
that they were singing songs 
that nearly everyone present 
either knew or could relate 
to in some way.  It really 
wasnõt his fault that the 
words, òI am Dorsai,ó were 
meaningless to him.  The 
only other non-fan in the 

lounge car simply ignored us for must of the 
time, except to make an occasional comment 
if he thought we were talking about something 
interesting.
 We did manage to sing one song that 
was not strictly a þlk song.  It seemed to some 
of us, and especially to Andy, who was providing 
our instrumental accompaniment, that since 
we were riding on The City of New Orleans 
we should sing òThe City of New Orleans,ó 
the song written by Steve Goodman and 
popularized by Arlo Guthrie.  As I recall, we 
did not remember all of the words, but at least 
we tried, and at least we managed to sing one 
non-þlk song to make our young non-fan friend 
happy.
 Filking was not our only activity.  There 
was also much delightful fannish conversation 
and we were well plied with the food and drink 
being served by the lounge car attendant.  In 
nearly every way it was just like any other 
fannish party except that it was passing through 
þve states while it was happening.  
 When we arrived at Chicago in the 
morning, we all dispersed in different directions.  
Chicago area fans boarded commuter trains 
to the suburbs, the Minneapolis and Winnipeg 
fans took the Empire Builder to the northwest, 
and the Great Lakes fans left on the Lakeshore 
Limited.  I boarded the California Zephyr to get 
back to Nebraska.
 This would be neither the þrst nor the 
last time that I would take a train to the con.  
On other trips, I would manage to connect 
with other fans.  Somehow, the atmosphere 
we created on the trip from New Orleans to 
Chicago never happened again.  Maybe it was 



because there were more fans on that trip 
than on some of the others.  Maybe the 
personalities involved managed to gel just 
in the right way.  Iõll probably never know 
for sure why that trip was so unique.

Prior to ConFrancisco in 1993 
I tried to connect with other fans who 
might have been riding to the con on the 
California Zephyr.  I had hoped that if we 
did some pre-planning we might be able to 
put together another fun travelling party.  I 
failed.  I may be wrong, but I suspect that 
the experience of 1988 simply cannot 
be recreated intentionally.  The whole 
experience was too serendipitous.

I had a great time.  So did everyone 
else who was there.  How do I know 
this?  It has continued to live in all of our 
memories.  Even now, twenty-two years 
later, whenever I see another of the fans 
who was on that trip, we talk about it.  
Sometimes someone will come up to me 
at a party or the in hallway at a con and 
say, òHey, I remember you from the train 
trip after NolaCon, and I respond, òOh, you 
were there, too!ó  
          The memories of many other 
fannish parties may fade or run together, 
but those of us who experienced it will 
never forget the nine hundred mile dead 
dog party. 
 
 

òThe only way to be sure of catching a train is to miss the one before it.ó



Change at Waterloo for Oakworth

by Tony Keen
 A few dates.  In about 1872, Edith 
Nesbit moved to Halstead in Kent, close to 
the TonbridgeðLondon railway line (at the 
time open for about four years).  In 1905, she 
took the experience of watching the trains 
on that line, and put it into a charming story, 
The Railway Children (it was serialized in The 
London Magazine, and published as a novel in 
1906).  In 1970, well-known British character 
actor Lionel Jeffries (who died earlier in 2010), 
made his debut foray into þlm direction, with 
an adaptation of The Railway Children þlmed on 
the recently re-opened Keighley and Worth 
Valley Railway in West Yorkshire.  The þlm, 
together with Walkabout the next year, made 
a star of Jenny Agutter, who had already played 
the role of Bobbie, eldest of the Waterbury 
children, on television in 1968 (the BBCõs third 
version) and would return to the story again in 
2000, this time playing the Waterbury mother.  
In 2008 and 2009, the York Theatre Royal put 
on a production on real railway tracks (at 
the National Railway Museum), using a real 
steam locomotive.  In 2010, that production 
transferred to London, where it was mounted 
in the currently disused Waterloo International 
station.
 I went.  How could I not? Even before 
one considers the Tonbridge connection (the 
line where Nesbit waved at the trains is the 
route I take every time I come into London 
ð indeed, part of this article has been written 
whilst passing Halstead Hall, the Nesbitsõ 
residence), the chance of a steam locomotive 

at Waterloo International was too good to 
pass up.  In the end, it turned out to be part 
of a slightly Edwardian week ð two days later I 
gave a paper on H.G. Wellsõ The First Men in the 
Moon, published in 1901, and the Earthbound 
sections of which take place in Romney Marsh, 
close to where Nesbit was to die, a quarter of 
a century later.
 It was odd walking into Waterloo 
International.  Ever since High Speed 1, the 
fast line from the Channel Tunnel to London, 
was opened (in 2007), and the International 
Station relocated from Waterloo to St Pancras, 
platforms 19-22 of Waterloo have been mostly 
deserted.  I have to confess, I never particularly 
liked Waterloo International on the occasions I 
travelled from there; it seemed to be designed 
around the principle of making international rail 
travel every bit as unpleasant as international 
air travel.  But entering the station when there 
were far fewer people there, when none of 
the travelators are working, when there are 

is mocked up to look like a railway station 
of the early twentieth century, with wooden 
platforms, luggage waiting transportation, a 
footbridge, and signal boxes at both ends.  A 
single track runs through the platforms, along 
which wooden ÿats are pushed. With these 
ÿats, and the audienceõs willing suspension of 
disbelief, the station set is transformed into 
different locations, such as the inside of trains, 
and various front rooms or bedrooms.  The 
suspension of disbelief required is hardly more 
than that needed in the þlm to believe that 
the sleepy branch line station of Oakworth 
is actually on a main route from London to 
Scotland.  I am undecided as to whether being 
able to hear the South West Trains services 
depart from the main station adds to or 
detracts from the experience.
 Over the years, the Keighley and 
Worth Valley Railway has become very closely 
associated with The Railway Children.  The 

posters on the walls that are over a 
year out of date, when the platforms 
have no trains and the rails are rusted 
solid é all this is strange.  (There are 
plans to return the platforms to use 
eventually.  South West Trains would 
like to use the platforms for their 
suburban services, to enable them to 
run more trains.  But at the moment 
the track layout at Waterlooõs throat 
doesnõt allow full exploitation of the 
International platforms, so it hasnõt 
yet happened.)
 The audience enters a black 
tent, within which the theatre has 
been set up.  The central stage area 



1968 BBC version was the þrst to þlm there, 
probably for much the same reason that Jeffries 
later chose it ð the story calls for a tunnel, 
and the only other standard-gauge preserved 
line at that time, the Bluebell in Sussex, whilst 
much closer to production companies, etc., in 
London, could not offer such a facility.  (In 1994, 
the Bluebellõs extension north to Kingscote 
added a tunnel at Sharpthorne, so the 2000 
television version was duly þlmed there.)  
This has resulted in some believing that the 
novel is set in Yorkshire, though in fact Nesbit 
never speciþes the location, being deliberately 
vague, save for the þctional nearby town of 
Maidbridge.  Characters in the novel speak in 
a variety of regional dialects, some of which 
could be northern but some of which seem 
more southern.  For a number of reasons ð the 
Waterburys are plainly living in the suburbs 
of London at the beginning of the novel and 
no cause is given for them moving further out 
in the country than the Home Counties; the 
journey to Three Chimneys, though long, is 
begun in the late afternoon and completed in 
the same day, which makes Yorkshire unlikely at 
1905 train journey speeds; the Old Gentleman 
commutes every day on the 9:15, and seems 
to be doing so into London; and the childhood 
memories that inspired Nesbit have their 
origins in Kent ð I suspect Nesbit envisaged the 
story taking place somewhere in the south-
east, if not perhaps quite as close to London 
as Halstead.  (However, a case has been made 
recently for some of the details being taken 
from New Mills in Derbyshire, where Nesbit 
had relatives, and which she visited.)
 The 2010 production has been made 

with the co-operation of the Keighley and 
Worth Valley Railway, so itõs not surprising that 
the shadow of the þlm lies quite heavily over 
this production.  Whilst the railway company 
remains Nesbitõs þctional Great Northern and 
Southern Railway (which might in 1905 imply 
one with main routes both north and south 
of the Thames), the station that the action 
mostly revolves around remains Oakworth.  
The roles of the Station Master and Perks the 
Porter are, as in the þlm, combined.  The main 
incidents remain those from the þlm, though 
in some cases ÿeshed out with more details 
taken from the novel ð but the novelõs episodes 
on the canal and in the signal box are absent.  
These are both incidents in which the younger 
children, Peter and Phyllis, feature, but Bobbie 
does not, and it is notable how both þlm and 
this production make Peter less of a driving 
force of events than he is in the novel.
And adapter Mike Kenny keeps the device 
of making Bobbie the narrator of the story, 
beginning the story with her as an adult, before 
ÿashing back to make this a memory story.  But 
here the narration is expanded to include the 
other Waterbury siblings, and the device is used 
throughout, as opposed to Jeffriesõ þlm, which 
employs it only sparingly, most obviously at the 
beginning and the end.
 There are differences between this 
version and the þlm, though.  The fatherõs early 
assertion that girls are just as good as boys is 
retained (it is often said that Nesbit did not 
support the suffragette movement, but whilst 
she may not have openly approved of their 
activities, she clearly had some sympathy for 
their aims).  The snobbery that now seems 

rather obvious in the þlm is played down on 
stage.
 The locomotive used is Great Northern 
Railway G Class Stirling Single 4-2-2 No. 1.  
This was built in 1870, and withdrawn in 1907, 
so it is contemporary with the book.  It was 
an actual express passenger locomotive, as 
opposed to the motley collection of tanks and 
small freight locos seen in the þlm ð this sort 
of loco hauled the ôFlying Scotsmanõ (at that 
time still ofþcially known as the ôSpecial Scotch 
Expressõ).  In 1905, some top link services on 
the East Coast Main Line remained in the hands 
of Stirling Singles, though they were beginning 
to be displaced by H.G. Ivattõs 4-4-2 Atlantics.  
(The London-Tonbridge services of the South 



Eastern and Chatham Railway used 4-4-0s, 
some of which had been designed by James 
Stirling, younger brother of Patrick; Patrick 
Stirling was responsible for designing the 
Stirling Singles.)
 For much of the play, the passing of 
trains is represented not by the physical 
locomotive, but by son et lumi¯re effects.  This 
increases the impact of the Stirling Single 
when it makes its þrst appearance, just before 
the interval.  The engine is not, however, in 
full steam (I donõt think the locomotive is 
currently in full working order, but Iõm not 
absolutely sure).  Rather, there appears to have 
been a smoke pot placed in the chimney.  Itõs 
rather like the effect Hornby got when they 
introduced smoke units in the 1970s ð indeed, I 
almost expected a giant hand with a pipette to 
drop a spot of oil from above.
 Nevertheless, the presence of the 
locomotive and some carriages, one of which 
was the Directorõs Saloon used in the þlm, adds 
to the success of this production.  But they are 
not the only reasons why it is highly enjoyable.  
For a start, it remains a superb story.  It is 
episodic, true, but the episodes build upon each 
other, leading to the inevitable conclusion.  Yes, 
it is also sentimental, but in a good way (and it 
is a childrenõs story, after all).  The þnal scene 
will still make you cry.
 And this production also has a rather 
superb cast, of whom Caroline Harker is 
probably the best known.  The dialogue is 
evidently meant to be delivered swiftly and 
punchily, and all the cast handle this well (one 
advantage of using adults playing children, 
rather than children themselves).  There are 

some scenes, such as when the Old Gentleman 
realizes who the Russian at Three Chimneys 
is, that are even played better than in the 
þlm.  There is even a moment of audience 
participation, similar to that in Peter Pan (and 
perhaps inspired by the scene at the beginning 
of the 1970 þlm where to Waterburys go to a 
production of Peter Pan).
 All of these elements go together 
to make a marvellous piece of theatre, that 
is well worth seeing.  But thereõs one other 
shadow hanging over this production, one 
that Nesbit could never have foreseen, but 
which is introduced by having the adult Peter 
at the beginning of the play.  I found myself 
wondering what the adult Peter was doing, 
and realizing that a boy who had his tenth 

birthday in 1905 would be eighteen or nineteen 
in August 1914, twenty-two or twenty-three 
in November 1918.  Peter belongs to that 
generation that was cut down in the þelds 
of Flanders or on the beaches of Gallipoli.  
Perhaps it is appropriate that the programme 
for this production includes an advert for War 
Horse.  The Railway Children is emblematic of an 
innocence that England was soon to lose, and 
that it has never recovered.

 This production of The Railway Children 
runs in Waterloo until 4th September 2010.  Next 
year it is hoped to be presented in another major 
British city (my guess is Manchester, in the under-
utilised platforms of Manchester Victoria).



My Favorite Train Songs
by Chris Garcia
 There are a lot of songs about trains. 
In fact, the musical development of the United 
States was heavily inÿuenced by those who 
rode the rails, especially the forms we call the 
Blues, Country and Bluegrass. Some of the 
earliest recordings sold in the US were of songs 
that had been written by men as they rode the 
rails. Scott Joplin, the greatest Pop songwriter 
of the 20th Century, wrote The Great Crush 
Collision March about a legendary Texas 
train wreck. Jimmy Rodgers, the man most 
responsible for creating what we thought of as 
Country music up until the mid-1980s, was The 

Prison Blues by Johnny Cash, Casey Jones by 
the Greatful Dead, (Come On) Ride The Train, 
Wabash Cannonball, Chattanooga Choo-Choo, 
City of New Orleans, Crazy Train, Last Train 
Running, Ride the Rails, Train Song and focus on 
those that I really just ÿat-out canõt get enough 
of. Yes, some of them are a little obscure 
because hey, my CD collection is full of little-
known CDs I bought in a dollar bin, but others 
are well-known and delightful! 
 So, here are my personal favorites, all of 
them making me want to hope on board and 
take this show a little further down the lineé
This Train Still Runs by Janis Ian
 First off, why didnõt anyone tell me that 

it was the SAME Janis Ian? I mean, I talked to 
her for like two minutes at a WorldCon and no 
one ever said òYou know, she had a couple of 
hits in the 1960s!ó Shame on you all! 
 This Train Still Runs is what I call a 
Locomotive song. Itõs a metaphor, and letõs face 
it, trains are big, iron-hard metaphors, and it 
works. Itõs got some great lyrics, but largely, itõs 
a song saying ôHey you, I ainõt þnished yetõ. Itõs 
the kind of song that youõd think a boxer out 
there in his punch-drunk years, would have 
running through his head as the bell rings up 
against the newish young turk. Itõs a beautiful 
piece of songwriting. 
The Draize Train by The Smiths
 Rank is one of those albums that 

shouldnõt exist. Basically, it was The Smiths 
putting out a life record to satisfy a contract. 
Theyõd already broke up, Morrissey was out 
on his own and I think Johnny Mar had already 
started working with The The. The best song on 
the album was easily The Queen is Dead, but 
The Draize Train was rather a magical piece. 
 The Draize Train is an instrumental 
that at þrst sounds very little like The Smiths. 
It feels more like something that a 1990s Cure 
might record. Itõs a gorgeous song, but most 
importantly, without any real hint, even if it 
wasnõt called The Draize Train, Iõd be thinking 
about trains, about riding across industrial 
towns with 15 feet and weed-pocked gravel 
patches on either side of a pair of rails. This is a 
song of Manchester, of those cities that existed 
on the line that were sent into decline. This is a 
song where the rhythm guitar is the power, the 
bass is the speed, the lead guitar is the passing 
scene and the drums play movement. Itõs an 

Singing Brakeman after his time on Mobile & 
Ohio Railway. Heõs the Father of Country, so it 
would make sense that there have been many 
amazing Country songs about the rails and 
the life one led upon them. Roy Acuff, Boxcar 
Willie, Bill Monroe and Woody Guthrie were 
doing Train songs that were heard around the 
country on radio, which turned on another 
generation of musicians like Johnny Cash, Bob 
Dylan and Patsy Cline.
 Rock is what happens when know 
Jump Blues get together with Country lyricists. 
Following on the words of Cash and Dylan 
were rock bands as diverse as The Doobie 
Brothers, The Rolling Stones, Crosby, Stills & 
Nash, Janis Joplin and The Beatles. Those led to 
bands like the Smiths and the Cure, all doing 
songs about trains; some in the concrete, some 
in the extreme abstract. 
 Iõll skip the really obvious ones, Folsom 



amazing effect that comes from throwing them 
all together. The Smiths arenõt the kind of band 
I expect that sort of musicianship from, but this 
time, they destroy it, make a song that is full of 
both effect and reÿection. 

First Train Home by Imogen Heap
 I love Imogen Heap. When I got to 
exchange one brief sentence with her, I knew 
she was one of the most amazing woman 
on Earth. Sheõs also very tall. I had only 
experienced her music through a Saturday 
Night Live skit, but I saw her in 2009 and I 
was amazed at song after song, even when 
some of them ÿew away from her wildly, I was 
enraptured. 
 The song she did that hit me hardest 
was First Train Home. Itõs a song about the 
waiting required with getting from place to 
place, about how the journey isnõt the fun part, 
itõs the part that makes you feel useless. One 
set of lyrics, which I immediately Lycosed when 
I got home really set me right on the path I 
had started down with the song. And then 
there was a confusion, something about how 
the singer was pushing all those feelings intoé
something. It was the singer both ÿeeing from 
a terrible encounter (and one that had started 
feverishly, it would seem) and praying from the 
release of a fast train, and realizing that perhaps 
that was equally as bad as waiting it out in the 
hurting. It was one of those songs that I looked 
at and saw shadows that contradicted my every 
thought, and that only made me want to engage 
deeper. This was a song with too much power, 
it would seem, but it was one that I fell in love 
with. 

Into You Like A Train by the Psychedelic 
Furs
 This is another one of those songs that 
isnõt about trains, but it uses Train imagery to 
bring home its point along with a rhythmic 
signature that feels like a train rolling down 
the tracks. Itõs a powerful song in any light, but 
thereõs something more to it. 
 Into You Like A Train sounds like a train 
bursting out of a tunnel with all the violence 
and blinding light youõd expect. I remember 
when I þrst heard it and rewinding the tape 
so I could hear it again. That was the measure 
of a masterful song.It starts off fast with the 
drums breaking up the time into fast repeating 
telephone poles passing windows and the 
synths and lead guitar just there to hang 
something for the squeaking of  wheels and the 
sound of air and overheads passing. Itõs another 
powerful song where the lyrics are heavy. The 
violence of the imagery is everywhere. How 
could a train be anything but violent? Itõs like 
that song There is a Light That Never Goes 
Out by The Smiths with itõs double-decker 
bus crashing into the young lovers. Itõs a harsh 
image, but itõs also what every teenager believes 
their emotions represent: the end off all things 
real and true. Itõs a gorgeous song. 

Born On A Train by The Magnetic Fields
 The Magnetic Fields is a band that is 
more or less one vision. That visionõs name is 
Stephin Merritt. Heõs a deep-voiced crooner of 
a fashion, and a songwriter who has an amazing 
depth of feeling in his cynical bittersweet love 
songs. 69 Love Songs might be one of the 
greatest albums of the last decade, though Iõm 

an even bigger fan of the album i. 
 Born on a train uses train imagery 
to indicate the ÿeeting nature of a train, the 
rootlessness of it. There is no possible anchor 
on a train. It passes back and forth, one way 
then another. It is never stable, and one who 
was birthed in that sort of environment can 
never be tied, can not survive in the tank that 
is an interpersonal relationship. The lyrics here 
are heart-breaking. There is an amazing set of 
lyrics that shows why this is bird loving the 
clouds. òI know that you were never young, /And 
I know you probably wonõt get old./But honey, 
nobodyõs gonna hurt you anymore./And nobodyõs 
gonna make you wanna dieó This is the kind 
of writing that I love in my music. Itõs almost 
better reading the lyrics because itõs even more 
resoundingly devastating. 

I Never Did No Wanderinõ by The 


