7 WHO

(O 'S TALS
FOR... 7

R‘l‘ 3

)
POTTY

BANGSUND DESERVES &

R DRAWNG X~
€ LIRE TAIS - Ll
=71Vl



Index
GEORGE Leigh 3

SLANSHACKING As
Seen Through A Coffee

Cup Bernie 5
TSENZIG Diane 8
THE WAR GAME (Review)
Bruce
Gillespie 11
ABOUT DOWSING R.D.

Symons 13
THERE!'LL ALWAYS BE AN

ENGLAND 14
DEPARTMENT 85 ' 16
CHEAP CHIPPY CHOPPER

Leigh 22

Art Credits

John BANGSUND Cover, Page 10,
John BREDEN . Page 2.

Doug LOVENSTEIN Page 4, Page 13.
Dimitri RAZUVAEV Page 6.

George FOSTER Page 15, Page 17,

RATAPLAN is edited and
published monthly by Leigh Edmonds
and Diane Bangsund of PO Box 19,
Ferntree Gully, Victoria, 3156, and
Bernie Bernie Bernhouse of 62 Military
Road, Avondale Heights, Victoris,

RATAPLAN is avallable for
trade (two copies please) on an all-
for-all basis, letter of comment,
published contributions and money.
Copies of RATAPLAN cost 30¢ each and ‘
subscriptions are $1.80 for six
issues, $3.60 for twelve.

A SKARCFUTA Publication
Contents Copyright: Authors



(=

— Leigh

There are six girls in the typing-pool, which may be of interest
to somebody, but it is only setting the scene for this morning'sencounter.

I was getting some typing mistakes corrected when Dlanne (notice
the double n) said, "How's your girl friend?"

- A simple enough question, except for the fact that I don't really
have one. With the speed born of panic, I deduced that Dianne must have
seen Diane and myself walking down to the train at night (I meet her
outside her place of working) with Diane clutching onto my arm as is her
habit, so as not to get lost in the crowds*. Now, the whole concept of
slanshacking and related topics is a bit hard to explain to the simple
unfannish female mind, so instead I reckoned on giving a simple, if somewhat
untruthful answer and hoped that the whole thing would be dropped.

"Oh, she's fine, just fine!" Somewhere between the first and
second time I used the word 'fine', a moment of sheer folly hit me and I
emphasised that second 'fine' to just the extent that you could think there
was something in it. Oh, sometimes I wish I had been born deaf and dumb.

About this time I noticed that all typing had stopped and I was
overcome with this sense of forboding. On any other month I would have beat
a hasty retreat at this stage, but this time I was caught at the opposite
end of the room to the door, with some of my work in the typewriter and
five anxious faces waiting for the next little bit of news to drop. Besides
this, I had promised myself that I was going to be nice to the typists for
a change this month.

There was a pause and then Dianne turned back to her typewriter
and as she started again, she asked, "How long have you known her?"

There was nothing wrong with that, just a plain simple unloaded
question, so after a suitable pause which would seem like enough time to
work it out, I picked any number between three and nine.

"About five months I suppose, yeah, that would be about right."
"Uh, so there should be anengagenont coming up soon."

T croggled. How on earth could a conversation get so out of hand
in only five sentences? Still, there was an interesting fact in there, it
was considered okay to think of being engaged after five months, a fact
which will appear in the appendix to my forthcoming book, 'EDMONDS ON
LOVE™ #**, .

I was staggered. Of course these sweet girls could know nothing
of my sordid background and so such a naive question was quite in order.
What could be more natural than getting engaged? Wforttnattly I am just
not natural.

“Not that I know of ., I answered in a voice which was intended
to indicate that the topic should be dropped. But it was too late now.
There was just as much hope of me getting to spend a night with Miss World.

¥  "Excuses, excuses, that's all I hear" Bangéf

e "Sex ain't nothing but Love Mispelled™ Harlan Ellison
RATAPLAN Page 3



"Why not?" Dianne asked sweetly, because now this %
was going to be something interesting to talk about.
"Why has Leigh been going with this girl for five f{
months and they are not going to get engaged? Do \«
BE i s leno el | WhY (a6 DNEYie e oreeyor st

Now, I know the reason, and you know
the reason, and you have some idea of what
can drive fen to such heights of insanity,
but as I said earlier, these were sweet
(I am only assuming here) innocent
girls, and etplaining it to them
without a three hour crash

course in fandom (and a one e\
hour medical ex .amination), D fwf/ -
could have been a hard job. &kﬂgﬁ

At about this
time I started to light up
like an electric radiator.

For some strange reason I could not think of a suitable answer
which would both satisfy the girls and end the conversation. During the
long minute which followed, I tried to think logically through a red haze
of rising panic, while denying the vVarious suggestions for answers that
they thought up, none of which I can remember now. I could not and did
not think of the right thing to say. In the end I gave up and gave out
with the truth, "She's already married."

There was silence.

One of the girls said with conviction, "You'rec jolnig."As an
afterthought she added, "aren't you?"

Again there was silence. I decided it was time to WA¥# £ Wréd)
f4¥ ¥ leave, so with my typing in one hand and my nerves in the other I
" left, after having told them a short but filthy joke givento me by Dick
Jenssen (I always like to leave my audiences laughing).

FPEETNOTES:

Later, I had to go down to the typing-pool again and it was like
walking into a deathly silent freezing room at the meat works. Not one
word was addressed to me. Gone were t e happy days when they had asked
me to help put up their christmas decorations, or the time that they had
asked me to carry a long carriaged Remington down six flights of stairs
or the time they had embarrased me with the chest expander. All gone, now
all I get are icy cold looks. Anyone would think that I had performed a
major crime against morality and even t e whole basis of civilization.

+ + + + +
WHY I REVIEW FANZINES INSTE:D OF L.P.'S:

I am becoming more and more interested in music. While I am
producing RATAPLAN I can only afford to buy one LP every two weeks, but
even so, I :1anage to get quite a bit of new and interesting material.

With very little encouragcuentl would run a column in RATA which would
deal with current releases at the rate of two LP's an issue. However, if
I were to do this something else would have to go and the only thing which
is disposable is the fanzine review section. I enjoy fanzines, but if I
had to decide whether to listen to a new Rolling Stones or read the latest
CRY, CRY would have to wait. Therc is one point which makes it certain
that I will continue the fanzine reviews and that is because faneds need
the egoboo more than rock-groups.

RATAPLAN Page 4



SLANSHAGKING As Seen
Through A Goffee Gup

- bermie

Friday evening in Elsternwick is a cool thing, cool and confused.
I had been patrolling up and down a particular street, to find a particular
house -~ that John built. Across the footpath, over the dingy little tired
red brick fence I could see someone obviously grooving to music., It was
Diane Bangsund, alone on a hill, She made a few vague comments and
suddenly another face appeared throught the window, backdropped by books,

"This is it," I told the driver, expecting some cliched remark
"You know where it's at,”™ but instead he only grunted and asked kind of
tired, "You think this is it do you?" '
"Yeh, I think this is it."
"Well, okay, if ya think this is it...." and he held out his hand
unabashed. Two sloppy figures were sauntering down the footpath - padded
pats of bare feet.

There dim light completely drowned or shattered by Hendrix music,
a huge long dark brown table, executive type, on which lay material to be
discussed, and a far away ASFR tapping,

"I bought some Dylan along,”™ I said, waving the LP's infront of
Leigh's bemused face, "I'll get you to enjoy Dylan yet,"” I added, and Leigh
answered with a grimace of disgust. Diane came up, "Hello Bernie," and
tried to seduce me with those blue jeaned hips, beckoning arms and a pretty
face. "Hell, he's changed," said Diane giggling to Leigh as I backed away
even further. I always wonder about Diane when she comes up like that,
what d4id she expect me to do, lay her on the floor? Anyway; things settled
down after a while, Leigh flopped back in his chair although still tuned to
Hendrizx, Diane cccasionally mained about her physical well-being, and me?
Well I ordered caffeine and I never touch ink,

"Allright now", said Leigh with a sigh, "are we going to have a
discussion or not."

"Are you watching Deadly Earnest tonight,* asked Diane, always to
ti:ie point, and added, "™ 'Blood and Roses' is on tonight." I could tell the
way conversation drifted, the way Leigh jerked at a Clapton twang, the way
Diane moaned, giggled and flopped her sleecpy head onto a pile of letters
and fanzines that this was to be a constructive discussion night -- the
type you find in any old pad that has inco prciaensible books for wall-
paper that follow the stairs and out of sight, with an cnthusiastic’
hypochondriac and a sincere psyci:edelic experimentalist groover, what else

l?
CeRTH Hont CHIee Relevance takes its time in conversation, but when

it arrives, man, you treat it preciously!

"Okay now, we've discussed editorials we've discussed
economics, what else is there to talk about,” I asked for the fourth time.
Wondering and intentfve faces turned up to the ceiling, asif expeciting an
answer from heaven. I glanced at Leigh, and he shoved some expericenced-
typefan's LoC at me, form the overseas 'real' fandom. Gosh Wow, was I
impressed with these perceptive critics, there was some character from
California who commented on reproduction, there was another one from
St. Louis who mentioned the spelling, and me? Well I ordered caffeine
and I belive Dylan is good for you.
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Relevance had drained itself within half an hour, (must be some
sort of record) and speaking of records, Leigh, with a tranquilizer to
settle his nerves, sandpapered finger® and intense concentration cautiously
. approached the new,stereo, dimond tipped needle, beautifully balanced.
turn table, record player. Diane staggered up and mumbled the word “i~usda'
and I turned in my squeaky wooden chair, antieipating some 'mind blowing'
music.

"I can listen to them," remarked Leigh in a comparison with Dylan.,
~ And so I did, tapping with the sound, on tables, chairs, cups and wallpaper-
books, Simon and Garfunkel became "good Stuff,” which is one hell of a
compliment among the diversity of linguistical adjectives that Leigh
communicates with, '

"I had these purple hearts," began Diane, looking up.

"Well why don't ‘you take some now, you need it?"

"Tell me Diane, did you take them to get high, or...."

"No!" she answered emphatically, "I only took the prescribed
dosage,” and she added with a sob, "but boy, do I wish I had some now,"

Leigh began laughing, and, jesus some people are funny, hung up
neurotically, taking sedatives like mixed lollies, without the energy to
utter but a few syllables, and then wanting amphetamines so they can turn
all paranoic and elevate neurosis.,

By the time the record had grooved to a halt, the room was in dim
slumber, I had reached for an overhanging bongo drum, but when I found
that the supposed taut surface
skin was held together by scotch-
brand sticky tape, I gave up,

"Gee that's good stuff," said
Leigh with a sigh, and I did.

Anyway, things glided
upstairs in the direction of an
incessant toilet engine which kept
revving and slurping all night
long (if there is one thing I
can't stand, it is a persistcnt,
dribbling toilet motor) and we
finally arrived in the disorganised
atmosphere of mounds of white paper
(aussie fang doun'tbxlicve in
psychedelic fanzines.)

"I see you're working on
ASFR,™ I remarked, glancing at that
huge monstrosity of a typewriter.

"That's right,™ said
John-utterly-bored, "I'm working
on ASFR." Conversation drifted,
as conversation has a habit of
doing, till we reached a speculat-
ion over the definition of 'hung-
up's ™ihen Ted White says hung-
up," began John with a supposed
piece of impressive name dropping,
"he means, hung-up!"

YUhThuhtits: FPully compre -
hending, Leigh wassplurting what is
also my definition and sounds

RATAPLAN Page 6



something like like "frustrated, gggravalcd...." He got no further as John,
in hjs precise way, was already picking contradictions. "But frustrated and
aggravated are two entirely different things...!" Leigh turned the mike
over to me expccting my usual flow of polemical confusion, and it came.

"But, listen John, the reason you are frustrated usually springs
from aggravations which find no release, and the same applies to confusion.
You see, confusion is never relaxing, at best, and therefore you attempted
to creat some order in this confusion, and when you couldn't, you became
frustrated because....™ John slyly and with tactful subtlety changed the
subject. I commented on how well he had done it, which always produces
innocent, sincere, bemused replies, "Oh but Bernie, I...."

Conversation flew, it backtracked, repeated itself, confirmed and
paraphrased and....Diane had crawled into Leigh's room and was sleeping on
his electric blanket., A frustrated Leigh Edmonds ripped off a blanket and
threw hiiself on the floor, and me?... I ordered mffeiencall around, and no
John, I don'tbtelieve it was a Jungian Mandala. ‘

3.30 found myself and John Bangsund once again in the lounge room,
but no fanzines this time , it was strictly culture. John reached over and
flicked off the lights. "I always find listening to Mahler greatly
enhanced without the light." My contracting throat muscles began to choke
me and then it came, boy did it come on strong. This huge tumble of
crescending music blasted out between stereo speakers and I was nervously
squeezed inbetween. Imagine the effect. I was gasping for breath! and it
sure doesn't do your metabolism any good.

4.30 found a similar situation, John constantly feeding the
record player with more "power" like some addict mainstreaming one after the
other, and along the same wave lcngth or analogy, I was really blown sky-
high. You must consider readers that I hadn't been broken in to classical
music, and here was John mercilessly feeding me more and more of this
awesome music. I never really came down after that lot. I mean, it
seemed like endless breathtaking hours before conversation resumed its
natural flow.

John could have cried, Por twenty years he had been defending
and spewing forth with St. Anselms' Ont .0ological argument and then suddenly
at five in the morning there was this miserable bastard of a seventeen year
old teenybopper trying to defend the argument against hin. He did -
eventually. .

Something alive, but barely so, staggered down the stairs as the
first rays of the biting, stinging reminders of another day filtered into
the roon,

"It's a sheep," said I.

"Haave yoou fellowws been upp alll night or sommething?" asked the
thing. "No, ofcourse not," replied John, dripping sarcasm as he winked at

me.

It sat down with a gawkinmg mouth, John suggested we all play
scrabtle. Full of unusual vigour, upstairs Paul Stevens' alarm clock rang ,
at about 6.30. Leigh said not to worry however as Paul doesn't get up 'til -
an hour later, and me...well after futile pleading with Leigh to give up .
beating Bangsund again, why I ordered caficinc all around, and I don't
belicve we've met, here's tojour health.
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TSENZIG

Well folks, by the time you read this, we'll be back in the wilds
of Ferntree Gully breaking our backs clearing up eight months of weeds and
debris. By we, I refer to myself, my husband John and RATAPLAN's worthy
editor in chicf, Leigh (Electric Prune) Edmonds.

—= Diane

For the edification of the unknowing ones, the last eight months
of my life have been spent with the aforementioned and one other, na cly,
Paul J. Stevens another member of Melbourne fandom.

In this time, I think I can safcly say that we. contributed a lot
to the ruination of ilelbourne and its inner areas., (And I can also say
that the boys have contributed a lot to myiuiinent nervous breakdown and

ulcer). ;

Firstly, to my knowledge, (I may be wrong here) ours was the
first slanshack in Melbourne, if not the whole of Australia. It has turned
out to be a fascinating expericncce, and it is quite satisfying to know that
we have lasted longer than the two to three weeks that some M.S.I'.C.
members predicted.

Hew 1t alle startedi . WelMiSha s quite a long, story. But,if ypu
care to read any further, I'll give you a rough outline.

+ + + + + + +

Once upon a time there was a fanzine editor named John
Bangsund. John was married to a young but ailing girl named. Diane (Me).
Now as it happened, John and Diane were living in their own house in an
out of the way placc called Ferntree Gully. But alas, beautiful though
the area was, poor Diane was too 1ill to keep up the pace of living in the
hills and commuting to the City each day, to earn enough money to pay off
their beautiful house,

So (and this is where the story really starts), aftcer a lot of
discussion, John and Daine decided to rent their house to acquaintances of
theirs and get a nice little flat close to the city.

Around about this time, John and Diane Went to visit two young
(but innocent) lads named Leigh Edmonds and Paul Stevens. :

Upon entering the slum that these poor (but innocent) boys called
home, Diane reeled back gghast at the sight that met her eyes. To her clean
and ordered mind, the horrors that she saw were pure hell (Gentle rcader, I
will not tell you what these sights werc that met - her gaze, suffice it to
say that each time this place is mentioned poor Diane goes into an
uncontrollable swoon and only a strong odor of cleaning agents and
disinfectants will revive her).

A few days after this expcricncu, when Diane had parfially
recovered, she saw these derclict (but innocent) boys in at their local
club. Pity fairly oozing from her heart she begged them to come and live
with herself and John so that she may be able to protect them from the
unspeakable hell that they had been forced to live in. (Also it worked out
cheaper to live with four than with two)

Gladly did Leigh and Paul accept for, not being as innocent as
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Diane believed, they had visions of being waited on hand and foot by this
fair (but pure) young maiden.

So, with hearts aflutter, this happy foursome set out upon the
Glory Road of slanshacking.

A day of searching by John and Diane led them to a large old flat
in the handy (but not so innocent) area of St. Kilda. Though twas not the
dream flat that Diane had imagined, the boys, upon sighting it were
unanimous in their de cision to take it. Whereupon the great move began.

Working her fingers +to the bone, Diane with the help of her
wonderful mother and also Paul succcededin cleaning up the flat whilst
John calmly arranged all his books and Leigh departed for parts unknown on
the pretext thiat he had to take his sister out. :

Thus it began and thus it stayed for a few months, Diane and Paul
working whilst John and Leigh sat and produced fanzines., Many things
happened to our fearless four in those months. It secmed for a time that
the rest of Melbourne (and Sydney) could not live without them. Nary a day
or night passed that there did not arrive on the doorstep some kind of fan
or other. Many were the times that Diane woke to find in the morning
bodies of various shapes, sizes and colours strewn over the lounge room
floor.

Poor Diane, shattered were her dreams of a pcaceful existcnce..
Living with one fan was bad enough, but living with three ; "Oh Boy!".
And as if this wasn't enough, the boys expected Diane not only to feed them,
but also to fced the majority of Melbourne fandom. Every second night
would seec a committee meeting being held at the flat and as it happened,
most of the committee members deemed it their duty to turn up for dinner.
This was not sodd. Even though it meant cxtra work for Diane she quite
enjoyed these little sessions.

But then came the weekends over which an average of fifteen
people turned up. Did Diane complain? Well, being only human, Yes.
(Wouldn't you if you lived in a broken down hovel in St. Kilda). All was
not lost though, for our heroine got a new lease of energy and decided that
if you . ' have to live in a hovel, enjoy it. So, armed with paint,brush,
paint and cleaning agents, she set to work to liven the old place up.
Starting with the kitchen, she set to work to paint the fridge a gleaming
white, then came the window sills, the trims etc. and when it got too dark
to paint, in the evenings she would sit down and cut: out and sew up (by
hand) some beautiful bright curtains.

But, alas, her efforts were in vain, for, come the next weekend
as she was just about to start work again, the estate agent came to the
door and informed her that they would have to evacuate as the place was
being demolished to make way for extensions for the church school next
door. (Watch out for the bulldozers).

The thought of moving again for the third time in eight months
nearly broke her will but, taking a hold on herself, she and John once
more set out on a. flat hunting expediticn. After a mornings searching,
they came across a beautiful two storey mansion in South Melbourne. Though
it was old, it had character and charm. Confidently they set out to tackel
the estate agent over prices only to find that he himself wasn't sure about
them, but he thought it was &about $30 a week., But if John would like to
ring him on Monday he would check for them, So with lighter hearts they
went back to St. Kilda and told the boys about it, making a short stop on
the way to phone a friend who was also looking for a flat (After all, five
is cheaper than four).
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Short lived though was their joy, for on the Monday John went
back to the Estate Agents and found that it would be $65.00 a week on a
three year lease or, if they were intercsted in buying it, it was a paltry
$65,000.00.

Dc¢terred only for a few days, they sct out once again to search
the next Saturday, and this time they had more luck. The ad in the papex:
said "3 bedroom maisonette in Ripponlea". BSo, after making a phone call,
they setaute Coming to a halt at the right address they could not believe
their eyes. Standing before them was a two storey block of cream brick
flats, each flat having its own dclectable garden and lawn.

Gingerly they entered, for compared to that which they had been
living in, this was pure luxurys. Carpets on the floor, lovely light
fittings, a walk in shower recess, and to top it all off, it was clean,
But what did such a paradise cost every week? Well, the only way to find
out was to ask, so they did. Now, being a sensible woman, their landlady
informed them of the nominal rent saying that she would rather have
tenants stay a long while and look after the place than have them stay a
few months and find out that they couldn't afford to stay.

So, our happy foursome moved in on the following Saturday.
Life for the next few days for them was quiet, screnc and uneventful, until
the following Thursday evening.

This tale will be continued in the next issue.
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GAME (RGVEQW)

--~ Bruce Gillespie

The quality of Peter Watkins' tv-documentary-cum—cinema-
entertainment THE WAR GAME is already legendary in Australia, thanks to a
wide and favorable press, and recent success at a Melbourne theatre, so I
need not elaborate on its technical brilliance. Its virtuosity is apparent
from the first frame: the uninhibited and pointed use of handheld cameras,
heavy grain newsreel film where appropriate, the abrupt negativizing of
scenes to give the appearance of the first Bomb-blast to the watcher, are
tightly edited by a director possessed of a relentless determination to

acheive an exact effect, that has rarely been seen before.

Peter Watkins realizes, as does the viewer, the overwhelming
danger of dealing with the subject after twenty years of Anti-Bomb
propaganda and the millenia-old claims of anti-warriors everywhére. Plain
as the facts might be, undeniable as the justice of the plea to a large
proportion of the population (except Australia's), the presentation of
atomic warfare's immorality has been repeated so many times by so many
powerless voices that its blare has quite dissipated into the mute silence
of "public apathy". THE WAR GAME both shows us why this happened, and
reconverts cliches into energetic political and moral issues. Previously,
angry voices and weary Marches just told us about the dangers of atomic
warfare, or, even worse staged silent protests, thus reinforcing our own
vague assumptions that we both comprehended the Bomb, and indeed, had
already taken it in our stride.

For probably the first time, the large or small screen knocks the
viewer sharply from his uneasy pier of self-assurance, and buffets him
through a (very) rough sea of facts and images. So we think we'll get
through World War III fairly safely? Well, here it is - see how we get
along. Watkins aims the film directly at each watching individual, and not
(as have most other protests) at those nonapparent government officials who
might possibly have some power over events, but have never visibly used it.
You/me/the other bloke have three minutes to lean a couple of tables upside
down against a wall, and be "sheltered" against the force of a one-megaton
weapon explosion, mistakenly activated in the air eight miles away. The
viewer/typical Kentish commuter-country-dweller carries in from outside the
child whose eye-retinas were destroyed at tie sight of the inital blast.
You are the one stopped by a speedily-brutalized policeman from searching
your home for remains of family or friends, already lying among thousands
of unidentified bodies, burnt quickly for convenience sake. Watkins'
staccato, fully-realized images allow no escape from total personal
involveient. :

At the same time, the director allows us to remain Mr. Average
Citizen all, pre-World War III, who have some choice over what might happen
if the imagined events are not to take place. In this capacity we are
chilled by the laconic, deadpan relation of events and facts that both
organizes the "documentary" material into an emotional comprehensible
whole, and distances us sufficiently from the film to allow us some choice
in our reactions to it. Thus the narrative stresses the possibility of the
happenings; based on all the evidence available from both the intensive
World War II bombing of Germany and the two Japanese detonations, the
commentary stresses that this is what would happen if the possibility is
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not removed. Except for occas ional lapses into uncailed-for pleading,
Watkins lets the documented facts demonstrate their own point, that
tragedy can only happen if (as. has already happened) .. numbers of
people as well asg the controlling elite are unaware of the facts.

" Some may be disturbed by elements of technique that smack of
ghoulishness. Watkins is only openly dishonest in his use of Jokes, in
that they illustrate frighteningly truthful points, but are noticeably -
less effective than his main "straight" scenes .(the "fire storm", the
effect of a distant blast on a Kentish farmhouse, the displacement camp
"four months after"). Watkins "interviews" the -messenger-boy delivering
"Tn Case of Nuclear Attack"™ pamphlets a few hours before the final sirens.
- (Approx.). "We distributed these several years ago, but they didn't sell
very well%,.."Sold?"..."Yes. they cost ninepence each". Right, sir, we
will grant that John Q. Citizen of England, Australia, or anywhere else
won't have a clue what to do if and when an atomic war brecks out over his
head. But surely atomic-shelter campaigns etc (as distinct from Civil
Defense work) tend to lead to the kind of panic paranoid let's-dig-in-
everything's-all-right attitude that Watkins is most intent on combatting
Many of the 'sick Jokes' look suspiciously like (if you will pardon the
metaphor) big guns hauled in for added effect that only. fire backwards
onto the others. In connection with this unsubtlety that I have called
ghoulishness, I also find something disturbing about the ubiquitous
interviews conducted after the disaster. The BBC and its film crews
survived unscathed? A minor point perhaps, but Watkins' touchy realism
demands, and should have continually aimed for, a constant but critical
viewer participation. -

However, the film is 8C good that any such objections must be
taken as quibbles. T have tried mainly to stress the film's uniquencss. -~
its entire success in making the viewer necessarily endure an atomic
attack, and in asking him to consider whether he might not seek to prevent
the actualization of such an experiance.

Which confronts the science-fiction reader with the question: in
the enormous field of Bomb and Post-Bomb literature, why has this not been
done before? THE WAR GAME is, above all, a superb piece of science-.
fiction, in the best extrapolative traditions. A vast amount of
historical, sociological and scientific homework, a brilliant cinematic
imagination, and an almost god-like ability to enframe exactly the effect
required - all this in THE WAR GAME, but have we ever received, or can we
expect anything of the sort in our own literature? If Watkins can make
such a direct, powerful statment, then my irritation is great: the one
question the film shrieks at the s-f reader is, why are s-f authors so
damn soug about atomic-warfare? Take Miller's CANTICLE FOR LEIBOWITZ - a
great book in many ways, with a tryly desperate ending, but it is
predominantly a genial book, not a horrifying one. The presumption that
humanity is all-enduring, warmed by a sunny god of Inevitable Evolutionary
Progress, who can rescue even his most supreme error. If THE WAR GAME
demonstrates anything that s-f writers and readers seem never to have
considered, it is that humanity could conceivably not survive. In Britain
and on the European continent at least, the odds are strongly against the
viability or resurrection of any life, in the event of an all-out war. At
least seventy percent of the English landside would be unliveable, and
only rudimentary surv1va1 could be expxcted on the remalning thlrty
percent.

Again taklng an example of the post-Bomb genre, we. flnd an even
more facile view than Miller's in Phil Dick's DR. BLOODMONEY.. After-the-
Bomb "civilization" myths remain a rich source of plot ideas which Dick
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handles with extreme skill and
imagination, but Dick still
perpetuates a constant motif of all
American fiction, and especially sf:
that the destruction of the American
urban civilization (at whatever cost,
by whatever means) must be good for
the country. Deep-rooted cultural
precedents may account for the
prevalence of the Return- to-the-
country idea, but such views entirely
fail to comprehend the FACT of the
bomb. After Nagasaki and Hiroshima,
a regrowing Japan managed to swallow
the indigestible dispirited remains
of two communities, but after World
War III, there will be so little .
alive or normal, that the abnormal
remains will need to completely
readapt to impossible conditions.

THE WAR GAME'S ultiiiate worth will be
judged on its ability to weaken long
held misconceptions and make us all
realize these facts.

FOOTNOTE:

Perhaps this effect is already evident - see the Leading Article
in NEW WORLDS Nov., 1967, in which some of the government assumptions
currently held are discussed, relating mainly to the idea of the "winnable
atomic war", a concept well-refuted by Watkins. However, still only a
footnote in comparison with the film.,

+ + + + +

About Dowsing

-— R.D. Symons

Norma \Williams is sceptical about the divining faculty or what-
ever it is called. So was I until I discovered that I could do it. I'd
had to call on a local character in this village in the Dandenongs where I
live; the conversation somehow led to the subject and he told me that he
was considered the best local dowser, a claim I later discovered to be
true. He demonstrated with a fern stalk, a fork of laurel, one of
peppermint gum and seemed to believe that he could do it with damn near
anything.

Now I'm sure that I tried this once in England, with the
traditional hazel wand, without any response at all, but when I got back
home after talking to the old boy, I thought I'd try again. I broke off a
fork of sycamore and found response all over the place.

My wife could get no movement from the stick at all; my mother,
who is seventy-three, found she could get a weak one. With my wife
holding one of my hands and the fork held between us with our other two
hands, she felt a movcuent,
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I felt something like the man in the Steinbeck book who didn't
believe in ghosts and knew he'd be terrified, as a result, if he ever saw
one, Except that I was intrigued. I rather think there is something in
it, I have only ever done this for amusement. I avoid doing it for other
people incase it is all nonsense. I wouldn't like %o see them digging down
into the ground for nothing. But there does seem to be something there, in
which, I think, climate, or more correctly, human response to climate, might
be a factor. The ability is more rare in damp, temperate England than it is
in Australia. I've heard that one person in threc¢ can do it here.

Norma Williams dismisses as nonsense pat=-er the di-iner's talk of
underground streams. J am not qualified to deny ttis, but I 4o know that I
can trace lines of rerponse. Shortly after my initial disco :ry of ny own
ability, I showed Lee Harding where his drains wer:s buried. One ca. cross
and recross the lines and trace its' course through the points of strongest
response.

It does seem, too, that there has to be some movement in the
underground water. A buried container of water will not make the rod
move, neither will surface water., I can trace the springs which flow into
my own dam but this movement of the rod ceases where they come to the
surface.

Where a response has been very strong I have found it possible,
using a fork of gum with its two arms half to three quarters of an inch
thick, to grip the wand so tightly that the bark has been stripped off as
the stick twisted in my hands,

I will willingly discount the subjective aspects of the expericnce;
the rather strange excitement I feel when it moves, the quite inexplicable
confidence that water exists where it<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>