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GO TO THE Giles Lane car park, wade
through a patch of damp grass, elimb over a
muddy slope, slide down a small hillside, jump
over a six-foot ledge—and you have reached
the entrance of Rutherford Tunnel.

The tunnel, long since disused, is dank and dirty.
You can go inside—but don’'t raise your voice. The
bricks have a nasty habit of dropping on people's
heads at the slightest provocation.

Anyone with enocugh
pluck ang who doesnt
mind the cobwebs, can

walk down the tunnel for
several hundred yards be-
fore it comes to a dead
end. At one poini it goes
directly beneath Ruther-
ford College.

Not the sort of place to
have a rave-up party_, you
might say. But you'd be
wrong, Last week the tun-
nel celebrated its 126th
birthday, and what better
way of marking this anni-
versary than by giving the
tunnel a birthday party?

And that’s just what hap-
pened — courtesy of the
Rutherford ‘Tunnel Enter-
tainments Committee.

Earthy success

The Committee, whose
members like to remain
AnNonymous not sure

a8
about the legality of hold-
ing parties in a disused
railway tunnel which was
declared unsafe by the local
authorities years ago. There-
fore the party was very un-
official — but it didn’t stop
- it being a big, earthy suc-

cess.
A few days beforehand
diseretly worded invita-

tions were distributed round
the colleges, and subfly
phrased smal] ads. were in-
serted in InCant. Guests
were asked tp bring a bottle
and a candle and to wear
old clothes.

The preparations were
complete by 830 pm. on
the great night. When I
arrived at the Giles Lane
car park a guide was wait~
ing to show me to the tun-
nel entrance.

Mud and sludge

As we waded through the
mud and sludge I askeg him
if he thought the party
would be safe. Looking
back at me nervously, he
muttered “I don't see why
not. I noticed that he was
crossing his fingers.

After 10 minutes of slip-
ping and slithering through
a slimv sea of mud we
reached our destination.
“From now on you'ra on
your own,” my guide in-
formed me. “Keep to the
left-hang side of the tun-
nel and just keep going.”

By the light of his torch
I could see that I was al-
ready caked in mud from
head to toe, Feeling slightly
slap-happy 1 trundleq off
into the tunnel, {rippine
over old sleepers and assort-
ed bits of metal.

Ghostly musie

A long way off T could
just make out the flicker-
ing lieht of row upon row
of candles. But strangest
of all was the eerie noise
— a kind of ghostly music
floating down the tunnel,
so;_'geﬁmes louq sometimes
soft.

Before long I reached the
outskirts of the party. By

this time I was choking
and . spluttering. Someone
had lit a bonfire to roast
some rather unhealthy lJook-
ing potatoes, and whai air
there was had been con-
taminated by the smoke.

But I pressed on and
soon I was in the midst of
the party. A sea of empty
bottles littered the ground
and every now and then
there would be the crash
of breaking glass as some-
one put his foot in the
wrong place.

Dancing

Mary Hopkin, the Rolling
Stonegs and the Monkees
were issuing forth from a
portable tave recorder, but
few people were actually
dancing,

Most were standing
around talking, or rather
trying to make out who
they were talking to, for
the light was so dim that
one couldn’t see more than
a few feet.

Some_couples had gone
deeper into the tunnel away
from the party, and were

amusing themselves in a
rather more mtimate
fashion, Occasionally a

high-pitched giggle would
come echoing out of the
murky depths and once |
thought | heard groaning.

But however much they
may have been enjoying
themselves, I soon decided
that this was the end of
the line for me.

Dusty walls

The tunne] was not much
wider than a study bed-
room and it was almost
impossible to slither through
the mass of shadowy bodies
without being half-suffo-
cated or squashed against
the dusty walls.

But what finally unnery-
ed me was when ga large
group of people started a
sing-song — and a very
loud sing-song at that. 1
thought of those nasty
soundwaves smashing
against the crumbline stone
work and of what it would
be like to be buried alive
50 feet below Rutherford
College.

There would be a lot of
blood spilt if that lot came
tumbling down.

1 looked at my mudd
clothes. “Better n!:ud thax
I;:osd."‘ 1 "thought, and

umbled off towards the
fresh air,
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