 THE BLACK WIND

This project began back in 1998 as an idea for a story. The model took seven years to build while also working on several other projects. The story is basically about a guy who doesn’t belong anywhere and certainly not on Earth in the twentieth century. It takes place after the Korean War in the 1950s, the early jet age. In the fifties the jet age was surprisingly well under way, super sonic and advancing as fast as the word suggests. But the science that eventually led to the design and construction of the Black Wind in 1959 was ultimately made possible by a much higher means of technology. 
Though I didn’t want this ship to look anything like an aircraft or anything else for that matter, I tried to piece together a patchwork of the 1950’s aviation essence with some boiler room nuts and bolts thrown in. And I also wanted to give it a Jules Verne flavor too. That was the goal anyways. For years I just had sketchy forms whirling around in my head of the look and feel that I wanted the vessel to have. And then there was the propulsion system, another fantasy. The displacement drive was the ship, and visa versa, the pilot was just hanging on for the ride of his life. Then one day the basic shape went onto paper in about an hour, and I knew I had to build the model. 
Looking at the ship, you may be reminded of a huge roof top exhaust fan or a Harley chopper, or a pair of old wingtip shoes. Maybe you’ll see an old locomotive or a water pump or even the slingshot you had as a kid. Or maybe it will remind you of a late 50s era dragster you’ve seen in a very old issue of “Hotrod” magazine. All of those images inspired this ship and I tried to assimilate them into its design.
Since no two sides of the ship are alike, I had to take twice as many pictures of it. Some of the photos here show the Black Wind in an infant star cluster full of young hot blue stars. The ship is in route to Dhakadon, a nine month journey into another arm of our galaxy. Little did the pilot know that he’d experience a nine hundred year span of time on that distant world. Meanwhile back home, the hours that spun planet Earth seemed to come to a screeching halt. But then, “Each clock has its own face.”
