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Hi fans! Welcome to another issue of RATAPLAN!

I was going to open this issue
with some wisecracks about people putting out issues of their fanzines late,
the best means of defense beirg offense, but I've decided to take another
line of attack. (We are in a military frame of mind today, aren't we.) It
occurred to me that a better way of protecting Valma and I from the barbs of
people who have nothing better to do than complain is to tell you what a
fantastic andmarvellous issue this is. Although this is always naturally
the case we highlight it this time, we hope that you will appreciate that
the better things in life should not be rushed and therefore we have taken
our time in rushing this issue directly to you.

However, incase some of you are
not convinced by mere rhetoric, we are going to move our contents listing
from the back page where it normally belongs, and place it directly below so
that you may instantly read it and ooooh and aaaahhhh in all the right places.
But first, therstaticn identification and colophon: @

RATAPLAN NINETEEN/TWENTY

Edited and Produced by Leigh Edmonds & Valma Brown, PO Box 103, Brunswick,
Victoria 3056, AUSTRALIA. American Agent: Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell,

525 W. Main, Madison, WI 53703. Copies of this fanzine are more or less
available at the whim of the editors but a fairly good way of making sure that
you get a copy (if you want a copy) is by sending along some sort of a
contribution to the next issue. Contributions can be in the form of the
written word or the drawn artistic masterpiece. There may be other forms

of contribution which we've forgotten at the moment, if we remember we will
let you know. Another fajrly certain method of getting a copy of this is to
send us a copy of your fanzine. However this does not always work becuase we
tend to forget all the fanzines that were sent to us two years ago. The least
satisfactory way of ensuring that you receive a copy of this fanzine is to send
money. Once you used to be able to get an issue for 40¢, but since the first"
issue of this fanzine appeared they invented inflation and now the cost of an
issue is astronomical (atleast three times what it used to be). In theory
this fanzine is quarterly, but we've been slipping a bit recently. We will
try to be better in the future. A U-Boat Publication.

CONTENTS
John Alderson PIERCED BY PERIL ' ! page 5
John Bangsund THE CLOVEN WORM - AND OTHER

CURIOSITIES OFINATURE 9
Douglas Barbour LIVE PERFORMANCE ! 14
Mike Glicksohn ABOUT A THOUSAND FANNISH %ORDS 197
Lee Harding " TO Q-CON 3 AND BACK AGAIN...

" AND WHAT HAPPENED AFTERWARDS 19

Gary Mason A SLIGHT CASE OF AMNESIA:

I REMEMBER SYNCON' 70 (OR AM I

JUST CONFUSING IT WITH BORONIACON) 38
Christopher Priest WOMBATWORLD 0 41
Paul Stevens THE CASE OF THE WAX AND POLISH JOB, OR,

"STIFF LUCK FOOTPADDOCK'" 52
Bob Tucker ' 3.N.D. BIG NAME DROPPER 55
Supplement: ACTIVE APATHIST NEWSLETTER Fred/Laura _ 58

Art in this issue has been.;rovided by Chris Johnson and Valma Brown. The work
by Valma appears on pages 38, 51 & 52 and the work by Chris on the cover,
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pages 18, 31, 44 and 57. Any other artwork that appears in this issue was not
in it at the time of going to press and should therefore not appear. If such
pictures do appear in your copy ve wo 11d be pleased if you would not look at
them in direct sunlight ‘and if you would report “their appearance to the branch
of the Marc Ortlieb Fan Club nearest your home. He is always in meed of a -
couple of good 1llos. o T E _
o People who have read ‘a few issues of this fanzine will’
no doubt recall that I tend to use this opening remarks space to give a "State
of the Nation" address. In theh I usually get to comment on the lousy state
of fandom in Sydmey. or something equally important. However, even though the

issue prior to this appeared well before AUSSIECON I feel that the basic state

of the nation hasn't changed that much and I'm going to pass up the chance to
point out the glready obvious as I usually do.

L ' _ Instead, this time I would like
to point out something which will only be obvious to people who read colephons.
The obvious is that I, Leigh Edmonds, nmow share the editorial chair with

Valma Brown. This is a most pleasing activity. I must add that almost any -
activity undertaken with Valma Brown is, to me atleast, a pleiasurable one -
just to put things into perspective. “This sharing of editorial duties came |,
about.because it seemed to be about time that we shared the glory (1f that is
the word I'm groping for) since we share the production. Since I am the " =
person who is more used to banging out pages of first draft stuff for fanzines
at short notice and filling them with matter of no consiquence I'm still the

FLIGHT INTERNATIONAL, 28th March 1974, "Straight & Level”

"What a ‘narrmé escape for all of us that Mr Micha_ei Foot wasn't made the
Defence Minister, thus sparing me the headline "Foot Heads Arms Body."

body who does the visible production. We call this part "typing the stencils”.
I also have this job because I'm the only one capable of sorting out the mess
that Paul Stevens leaves on pieces of paper whem he is diupposed to be writing
you an article. . S I S :
" Valma will be contributing a couple of commernts later on in the
issue, leaving me to fill out this beginning by myself. You may look upon me
as at the moment performing the function of the "warm up' coiiic beforé the show
really gets on the road. There is really no way that a person can leap right
into a John Alderson article without preparation. Bill Wright read a John
Alderson article straight out of the envelope without getting himself mentally
prepared for it, and when was the last time you saw a Bill Wright fanzine. .
other thing I intended to do in this introduction was to tell you“all about
the people who were not able to contribute to this issue. Take Bruce
Gillespie for example... Now if I were Paul Stevens or Christopher Priest I
might make some joke about taking Bruce somewhere and dumping him there. " But
I do not need to rely upon such crude humor to get a laugh - I just don't get
laughs. Anyhow, taking Bruce for example; here is a fellow who livens up any
fanzine with his contributions. Naturally, this fine fanzine can live without
that kind of "1livening" but Bruce. is going to do some of the proof reading for
this issue, he is going to read this section before it is printed. Thank you
Bruce. S ’
The other person who has done proof reading for this issue is Paul
Stokes, a truly fine person. Paul read the original first three pages of
this fanzine and not only proofed the spelling but also the grammar. That
is the reason why I'm retyping this editorial. - '
’ "You can't begin a sentance with
the word 'but'," he announced to me. "But 'but' is a pertectly usable word,"
I retorted. "Besides," I continued, "'but' is such an easy word to spell,
and 'and' is such a good word to start sentances with so why not 'but’."
But Paul was not to be beaten, as a teacher he had obviously confronted this
problem before. o ' S
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"Yes, but Ghod invented the word 'however' so that we wouldn't have to begin
our sentances with 'but'." Well, you can't argue with logic like that. Paul
proof read most of the text in this issue and made some interesting comments,
most of which I shan't pass on. Bruce will be reading the beginning and the
end of the issue and he can keep his comments to himself. I'm glad that two
such erudite gentlemen have done the proof reading, it means that I am
absolved for all responsibility for typos and spelling mistakes in this
fanzine.

However, I was not going to say too much about proofreading, I was
going to say a few words about the people who have not contributed to this
issue. As anybody can plainly see, there are a lot of them. Unless you are a
very uncommon person you are among them. The difference between some people
who have not contributed and others who are in the same state is that there
are some who were asked to contribute. You can.tell the difference between
those I asked to contribute and who responded and those who didn't respond
fairly easily. I bet .that some of the people who didn't contribute are
kicking themselves now, seeing the fine fannish company they are in. If I
were them I'd be fairly annoyed at me for demanding that they drop everything
to write a contribution back in March for a fanzine which is only now
appearing. I bet there are also some people in this issue who are annoyed
that they dropped everything back last March for me and have waited this long
while I've read books, looked at the tv and listened to music and that sort
of thing. I shall not present any excuses on the passage of time between my

DESK CALENDAR, Friday, June 17

"I am happiest when I am idle. I could live for months without performing
any kind of labour, and at the expiration of that time I should feel fresh
and vigorous enough to go right on in the same way for numerous more
months." Ward

proposed deadline and the actual one save to say that such things have been
known to happen before.

Regarding the already noted unfortunate passage of
time, Lee Harding would like me to mention that his life story is currently
enjoying the happy ending he anticipates at the end of his report. See the
top lines of page 37 for the clarification of this cryptic statement. I can
say no more at this stage, nobody gives away the vital points in the plot on
only the fifth page.

Future fannish historians might like to know that the
setting for the opening of Paul Stevens story is now dated, Nobody of any
fannish worth has lived in Brunswick Street, Fitzroy, for many many months.
At the time Paul wrote his story the house at 33 Brunswick Street was a
hotbed of all sorts of activities, some of them even fannish. There were lots
and lots of parties there and we got to go to some of them. One time I
remember everybody got taught how to do square dancing - almost everybody -
the sane members of the party stepped out onto the balcony and discussed the
current state of play in whichever Test Match was going on at the time. It
seemed to be the only safe place to be, the loungeroom being full of half
sober fans careering about the room, crashing into and bouncing off each
other. Those inside the room might have felt that they were enjoying
themselves, those of us on the outside looking in were glad to be where we
were. It looked more like a blood sport than a dance.

Fans, when they become
involved in physical activities, generally prove that they should have been
born footballers. Which leads us to a potentialally perfect rover.

PIERCED BY PERIL John J. Alderson

When Leigh asked me to write a con-report I agreed, little knowing that out of
the blue I would be attending a convention in the immediate future the like of
which I doubt will be happening again. For my part, I hope that it will not
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I refer to B'con 50, or the 50th Science Fiction Convention at Bambill. I shall
never forget it for several reasons. Firstly I was Guest-of-Honour, which I
cannot ever see happening again; secondly, I was chased by a unicorn and
survived only through the efforts of Bruce Gillespie; thirdly, Bambill will
never be the same again; and finally, there will be no more B'cons... at least
for a long time. :

It was out of the blue. I had gone in to collect the mail and amongst the bills,
and some bulky fanzines which I rammed into my back pocket, was a letter from
the Bambill Science Fiction Club telling me that I was their Guest-of-Honour.

To my horror, I discovered that B'con 50 was due to start the following evening.
As one in my position is always prepared (always carrying a packed suitcase

and a sleeping bag in the car) in a few minutes I was speeding northward,

through such famous places as Natte Yallock, Kinnabulla, Watchcupga, Woomelang,
Ouyen, Kiamal, Nowingi and Yatpool, then turning westward out to where men are
men, Culluleraine and Werrimull. It was as I topped a sandhill near Culluleraine
that a rollypolly wobbled across the road, and a shockingly evil thought struck
me that it looked like Shayne McCormack, but it didn't really. Shayne has
beautiful golden hair. As I turned off the Adelaide road I reflected, more
fittingly, I hope, as to whether Paul Anderson would make it this time. So I
rolled into Bambill.

There were cars everywhere but I managed to park out near the cemetry and

walked to the silo... out there in the wheat country everything of any size is
held in the silo except football and horse races. However at Dunolly we have a
silo big enough for that, but, no, no, I must not brag about my adopted district.
As soon as I walked in Teddy Aitken says;

"Well look what's come! I knew I should've shut the gate meself."

"You leave John alone Ted," says Jenny Douglas, putting her arm. around me
protectingly. I looked up and smiled and would have kissed her if I could have
reached. The Millewa grows fine big women and hulking ‘tall brutes of men.

Then they all flocked around me, slapping me on the back and shaking my hand.

"Why," I asked, "did you want me as Guest-of-Honour?”... I had forgotten that
I had only received the information at a very late date.

"Because of your autobiography,'" said Val Hards. '"It was super.”

"Oh she just thinks that because you were born in Werrimull," said Gwen
Scherger, "not of course that it wasn't very good," she added hastily, and just
as hastily asked, "What are you speaking on? Roy Fletcher of the "Millewa News"
is putting out a special B'con edition."

"Oh," I said, "am I expected to make a speech... never occured to me."

"0f course John," said Gwen, "haven't you come prepared... oh this is terrible."

"He's only having you on Gwen," said Jenny Douglas.

"Actually I thought to speak on the "Importance of Sheep in Science Fiction,

particularly as regarding the Crodwainer Smith 'Norstrillon” series"."

That seemed to please them.

"Next year," said Teddy Aitken, "we're hoping to get Frank Herbert as guest of
honour. He knows absolutely nothing about sand. We'll teach him and he can go
home and rewrite DUNE."

"and after that," added Greg Hart, ''we'll get Clarke; he knows nothing about
dust and he ought to rewrite A FALL OF MOONDUST."

"And I would like Robert Heinlien,' said Gwen...

"

" ..That's because he knows nothing about women," said Jenny Douglas, "and

she wants to teach him."

Gwen blushed furiously beneath her freckles. '"I don't want to do anything of
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the kind. Come and look at our library John and leave these evil-minded
beasts."

She lead the way and we all followed. The Bambill library was quite large.
"It's bigger than Melbourne, " I said looking at the walls of books.

"0Oh, they've got their club going at last have they," said Gwen.
"Gee," I said, "don't you read RATAPLAN?"
"Of course I do, it's my favourite fanzine after CHAO."

"What about the BAMBILL BUNYIP?" demanded Teddy Aitken, "look at it there, fifty
years labour, six hundred issues."” There was a great line of volumes bound
in kangaroo leather, numbered 1 to 59.

"They look pretty good," I said.

"And here's CHAO, bound in sheepskin," said JENNY proudly, "I bound it myself,
would you like to autograph it."

I did,_even though personally I thought it may detract from its value.

"This is our volume of RATAPLAN," said Teddy, handing me a volume bound in an
old bag.

"That's a bit rough on poor old Leigh?" I said indignantly.

"We thought," said Gwen, 'that to bind in a piece of wheat bag was a great
compliment to someone born in Dimboola... wheat country, you know."

"What about Eric Lindsay's GEGENSCHEIN?"

They looked at one another rather embarrished I think. Gwen said, "I'm
afraid I've never heard of it, he's certainly never sent any copies to Bambill
whilst I've been secretary of the Club."

"Oh that reminds me," I said, suddenly remembering, 'the Bangsund's don't
think that they'll get here but John would like you to leave an hour or so
free just in case they do."

"Good old John" said Teddy, "stout fellow."
k % %

Naturally I can't repeat all the things that happened that night. After the
silo was shut the boys 1lit a fire outside and we stood talking and drinking
until the sky began to pale and Jenny left us because she had promised her
mother "to be home early". I went for a short nap in my room at the pub, and
after breakfast I went for a stroll through the streets of Bambill to meditate
on my coming speech. As I had a fair idea it would be the only guest of honour
speech I'd ever make I wanted it to be memorable. I knew my subject was

right. ;

It was about this moment when I heard a sort .of heigh which rose to a thrill
scream like that of a battle-frenzied stallion, and looking behind me I saw
a while unicorn charging towards me, the wicked looking horn in the centre of
his forehead directed at my midriff. The reason for this unexpected and
unprovoked attack was something to ponder. As an avid reader of Burns and a
lover of good Scotch and an enthusiastic eater of haggis I could not understand
why this worthy symbol of Scotland should wish to poke a hole in me, an
operation in my humble opinion not only needless but not conducive to my
health and good looks. I certainly have never pretended to being brave, and
accordingly when I could see the whites of his eyes, (quite bloodshot as a
matter of fact, which did not improve my state of mind), I stepped aside and
the unicorn thundered past, his hooves churning up the sand as he applied the
brakes. I noticed in passing that his horn was nearly four feet long, well
say a metre anyrate, unicorns may have gone metric, and had a long tapering
three-start thread to it.
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Actually it was a mistake for the unicorn to :bieéak’so ‘suddenly, he found himself
too close for charging, nor did it occur to me at the time that a unicorn may
rear and use pawing forehooves. But he didn't, and backed slowly away, neighking
shrilly and eyeing me with surprising malice. I swiftly reviewed my family
history but it seems that if any one of us have been previously attacked by

a unicorn, the matter has gone unrecorded. Accordingly I had to ponder what
other knowledge I possessed of unicorns, and then I had it, I began to look
around.

"Can you help me?" I asked two young women passing by. _
"I don't think that I could,” said one, "I'm married with three kids."

“"And I had better not try," added the other, "especially after Thursday night."
She didn't elaborate on this and I didn't have time to ask. I had to suddenly
step aside again.

But I knew this couldn't continue. Anyone who has stood around a fire during

the small hours of the morning with Millewa people is apt to be unsteady on his
feet next morning. Must be the smoke or something. As the beast thundered past,
I slipped over the fence of the High School, under the tankstand that blocked

off two classrooms, and into the next street.

"Help," I yelled to four young teenagers, “there's a unicorn after me."
"We can't," they said in a éhorus, "we go to a co-ed school."

Then I saw a little girl coming along the street licking a lollypop.
"Help me please," I said, 'there's a unicorn after me."

"Hoh!" she said scornfully, "I am eight you know."

Well, I don't know how I was supposed to know she was eight, and worse still, I
couldn’t see what that had to do with it. But I was obviously on my own. I
felt around in my pockets and felt a thick wad of paper, and pulling it out I
discovered that this was the mail I had got out of the box the day before and
had not opened. Just at that moment the unicorn came around the corner and
seeing what I had in my hand neighed more thrilly and angrily thac ever and
charged again. I just had a moment to see that I was holding a copy of

SF COMMENTARY. How does one explain to a unicorn charging at fifty miles an
hour that one cannot be held responsible for the things that get put in his
post office box? And that just because one .has a copy of SF COMMENTARY does
not mean that he has read it. I stepped aside and ran like hell for the main
street. I made it, and panting like fury, stood before a massive black belah
that grew there, holding the-offending_article'in front of me, and waved it
enticingly as the unicorn galloped around the cormer. With a scream of fury
he charged. At the vital moment (obviously, or somebody would be writing my
obituary instead of me writing this), I stepped aside. His horn tore straight
through the fanzine, despite the inpenitratable nature of its contents, and then
on through the trunk of the belah. More swiftly than through I whipped off my.
laughing side and with the heel tapped the '2ine tight against the trunk as a
lock nut.

The impact dazed the unicorn a little, but when he came too, there he was stuck
fast, and right before his eyes was the hateful fanzine. His neigh became a
roar and he heaved and tugged, and needles and seedpods fell to the ground.
Then he began to take a deep breath and he swelled and swelled. Roused by the
noise the folk of Bambill took in what had happened and in cars, on horseback,
on foot, they lit out for the hills. I jumped in my car and sped away,

passing a dozen or so grey kangaroos, and being pqsséd myself by a huge old man
red who must have been breaking the state’'s speed limit. After the explosion
there was a.shocked silence until finally a magpie defiantly warbled and a
peewee called, and some of us trudged back to the top of the hill. In the words
of Shelley....
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"Nothing....remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away."

Shocked and bewildered the survivors crept into the Werrimull pub except for
those who went west, who revivedin the Meringur Pub.

That was the end of the con of course. The Bambill Science Fiction Club has
been broken, their magnificent library scattered to the winds, and B'con 50
ended as so few cons end, with a bang.

Frank Herbert can rest in peace knowing he will not have to rewrite DUNE,
and Arthur Clarke will not have to rewrite A FALL OF MOONDUST, and Robert
Heinlein can heave a sigh of relief.

However if anyone is interested in an excellent but undelivered Guest of
Honour Speech, ''The Importance of Sheep in Science Fiction" they should yell
out.

Thank you John for that excellent tale.

'~ Perhaps I should point out, in passing,
that Johns piece is getting on for a couple of years old, which about the
length of time that it took to get from the previous issue of RATAPLAN to
this one. At Degraves one evening I asked John what he would have in the
next issue of RATAPLAN and so he asked me what I wanted. With AUSSIECON
being less than six months off I suggested that a convention report would be
a good thing, anticipating that I had scooped the world and would get the
original and one user only John Alderson AUSSIECON Report.

Ah, but John is a
devious fellow and got invited to a convention which I had forgotten about
(how dare I) and consiquently was diddled out of Johns AUSSIECON one. I guess
that if you were at AUSSIECON the punch line sort of explains itself.

Just
so that you know, this issue is not a collection of old stuff held over from
the issue which should have appeared a good couple of years back, Apart from
the contribution from John everything is up to date and brand spanking new.
The material which was supposed to be in the original version of RATAPLAN 19
is being held over until the next issue. The reason that there are no
letters of comment in this issue is not ¢that we didn't get any but rather
they are a little out of date by now. There are some comments on music which
would have been highly interesting but I guess that my thinking on that
subject has moved on substantially since those days and at the moment.
I would find it difficult to see eye-to-eye with anybody on that subject.
Which is not to say that I cannot be dragged into a discussion on the matter
later; but right now I'm a tiny bit tired from working in the garden this
afternoon so we shall move right along to our second contribution.

THE CLOVEN WORM John Bangsund
And Other Curiosities of Nature

I heard the youngest of the Miss Oppatts from next door, the one in her mid-
seventies. talking to Sally tonight, and I heard Sal say '0h, my husband will
have a fit!' and I thought to myself, yes, whatever is is, if she says that,
I will. So I went out the back and found my wife with an armful of kittens.
I'm going to have a fit, I thought: I can feel it coming on right now. 'No,'
I said, without being asked, 'we can't keep them. Aren't they lovely!' The
youngest Miss Oppatt had found them in her wood-pile and thought Sally would
know what to do with them. Miss Oppatt loves cats, especially our Dylan and
Donovan (her little boys, she calls them), but the older Miss Oppatts (one is
deaf and one is almost blind, and no, I don't know how they manage, by
themselves in that old and comfortless house), while putting up with our cats,
are not prepared to start looking after pocket-size kittens. Neither am I,
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not for longer than a weekend anyway. Off to the Animal Welfare League with
them first thing Monday. One of them thinks I'm its mother. Cute little things,
really. No! - two's enough!

We decided to put them in the laundry. Unfortunately the laundry has a broken
window-slat, and although we had no fears about the kittens getting out, we
were rather apprehensive about other cats getting in (not ours: Donovan was
quite polite to the youngsters, while Dylan sulked in a corner and pretended -
they weren't there), so we looked about for something we could use to plug

the gap in the window. Sal picked up a likely-looking piece of board from the
laundry floor, and there was a spider on it and I said Drop it: and she did,
and I killed it, quickly, with a broom handle. After all I have told her about
the things, this was the first red-back she has ever seen. 'It's pretty!’

she said, and 'I didn't think red-backs were as big as that.' I assured her
that it was of quite the normal size for a female red-back, and agreed that it
was pretty - a beautiful specimen, the band along its abdomen a brilliant
scarlet. Before I was sure it was dead, Donovan came nosing around, and he was
quite shocked when I flung him a few yards away from it.

Many people are irrationally afraid of spiders. I am rationally afraid of them.
If they look nasty, and I don't know what they are, I kill them. The red-back,
Latrodectus hasseltii, does not look nasty and is not the least bit aggressive.
When you act aggressively towards it, it curls up and plays dead, poor little
thing. Then you hit it or stomp on it and make sure it is dead, because the
red-back is one of Australia's two definitely lethal spiders. In America it

is called the black widow spider, in New Zealand the Katipo. If you happen to
be bitten by one, and you are in prefect physical condition, you may survive;
if you are”anything like me, you'll die. So I stomp first and apologise later.
It's a shame that such a beautiful little animal should be so deadly, but
that's how it 1is.

Our other deadly spider is the funnel-web, Atrax robustus, and it really is a
nasty piece of work. Unlike the pretty little red-back, it is large and hairy
and aggressive. I am told (and I have no knowledge to dispute 1it) that the
funnel-web will attack you if you go near it. I am told that the last thing
you should attempt to do if a funnel-web jumps on you is brush it off: it must
rear before it can strike, and if you try to brush it off you are helping it
into that rearing position. Instead, you try to shake it off, or knock it
sideways. If it ever happens: to me I'11 let you know how I make out. I have
never seen a funnel-web spider, and I'm not exactly in a tearing hurry to see
one. They are found mostly in Sydney's sandstone country; particularly on the
harbour's north shore, but they have close relatives in other parts of
Australia. ;

There are about a dozen other spiders here that are thought to be possibly
lethal; certainly they are dangerous. They include a recent discovery, a spider
that may or may not be the American fiddle-back. If it is, no-one can say how
this most undesirable alien got here. We thought we killed one in the house

at Bridgewater, but it could have been anything. Whatever it was, it is now
lost to Science; and if we ever find another omne, it will be, too.

One of the more frightening-looking spiders in Australia is the one we used
to call tarantula when I was young (some people still do). This is the
huntsman spider, genus Olios. It is found everywhere in Australia. The
huntsman (or Huntsperson, if you want to be funny about it: it's usually a
female you see) can be a pinkish-coloured little thing with a leg-span of an
inch or so, an enormous black hairy thing eight inches across, or anything
between. Some members of the family are among those dozen or so spiders
considered possibly lethal, but the vast majority of the family are quite
harmless, except to insects. They love flies. Huntsmen can bite, obviously,
and they have been known to bite humans, but they prefer not to. If you have
the bad luck to be bitten by one 1:'11 hurt, but you would have to have to do
something awefully silly to be bitten. If you ga poking at ome or (much worse)
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spraying stuff at it, it might jump at you, but more likely it will tear off
in panic. It is even less agressive than the red-back. If you spray enough
insect-killer at it, it will go beserk. You won't kill it, unless it is a
very small one: you'll just drive it mad. Please don't do that, no matter
how scary it looks. The huntsman is a pacifist, and a friend. If you can't
stand it, kill it; don't torment it. A few weeks ago Gary Mason and I were
talking about them, and I said I would much rather have a huntsman in the
bedroom than a mosquito. A few moments later we went outside and there was a
medium-size huntsman on the wall inside the porch. Gary said something like
"I believe you, John, I really do!' and tore off into the night. I don't
really blame him. Gary was born and bred on Sydney's North Shore, and he just
doesn't trust spiders.

But about this eagle...

Cathy and Robert, our friends from Canberra, stayed here for a while during
January. When they arrived, Cathy said 'Um, Robert has this eagle we picked
up off the road. Where should we put it?' In the laundry - where else? So
that's how we came to have an eagle in the laundry, and I hope that satisfies
those people who dropped in at the time and thought we were acting a little
strangely.

Present company excluded, is there a nobler creature on this earth than the
eagle? I tend to think not. American readers dare not. But this was not an
e pluribus unum kind of eagle. In fact, Robert and Cathy weren't quite sure
what kind of eagle it was at all, and they're the kind of people I normally
rely on to tell me that kind of eagle it is that we have in the laundry. We
had a locust plague in these parts during summer, and all kinds of birds were
feasting on them, wherever they happened to be, even in the middle of the
highway, and that's what this particular bird had been doing when a car ran
into it, crippling it somewhat and gouging out one of its eyes. That's how
Rob and Cathy found it, and they picked it up, and that's how it finished up
in our laundry. As soon as they got the chance they took the eagle off to a
vet, and the vet said he didn't go in for that sort of thing. So they took it
to another vet, and he said he would do what he could. We're pretty lucky in
Adelaide, really, having even one vet who is interested in crippled, one-eyed
eagles. The last we heard, he had mended it as best he could and put it in an
enormous aviary, where it would not feel completely homeless and where it would
not starve (as it certainly would in the wild).

Nature, red in tooth and things. It certainly is a fascinating study, if you
have the stomach for it.

Sometimes - not very often, I admit, but sometimes - I wonder why it is that
you and I have such strong feelings about the nastiness of spiders, the sad
plight of a mangled eagle or a couple of homeless kittens, or the health of
three elderly spinsters next door, and at the same time have no feeling whatever
for the sixty thousand people who starve to death, one by one, every day on

this planet of ours. Forty individual human beings, people with much the same
feelings and faculties as you and I have, die of starvation every minute.

Every minute of every day. Just think about that for a minute. Forty people
died while you were thinking. Do you feel anything?

The human mind seems capable of comprehending, at best, only one death at a
time (and the certainty of its own eventual death, not at all). When you
read about two or three people being killed in a car accident, if you think
about it at all, your attention tends to wander from one to another. If the
people killed were your relatives of friends, the same thing happens, except
that for a while you can think of little else. When eighty-odd people are
killed in a railway accident, as happened a few weeks ago in Sydney, you just
can't grapple with this vast, appalling number if individual deaths. You
probably don't know eighty living people well enough to comprehend them, to
know and appreciate and understand their characters, their ambitions and
failings, their talents and potentialities. When it's sixty thousand people
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dying, every day, and you've never even seen one of them, don't know any of
their names, know nothing about them whatsoever (except, in principle, that
they are your fellow men), the mind goes numb. To cope, you turn them into
statistics.

Statistics is one way of shielding ourselves from unimaginable reality. -
Religion is another way, and so 1s poetry, and science fiction, and fandom,’

and opening another bottle. Perhaps the cleverest shield of all is 'keeping up
with the news' - knowing the statistics, reading the papers, watching the telly,
being aware. Aware of what? Aware of feeling aware, perhaps. '

I mentioned poetry. Alfred Tennyson wrote a very long poem about one individual
death that he could not comprehend, that of his friend Arthur Henry Hallam.
Hallam was only 22 when he died, a man of promise and potential, a tragic loss.
We know that because Tennyson has told us so. (We know nothing about the
twenty-odd million people who starved to death last year. They had no

Tennyson to write about them. Or perhaps their poets died with them.)

And I menfioned religion. In Memoriam bégiﬁs and ends in religion, in faith:

Strong Son of God, immortal Love, ¢
Whom we, that have not seen they face,
By faith, and faith alone, embrace,

Believing where we cannot prove;

Thine are these orbs of light and shade;;.

... the man, that with me trod
This planet, was a noble.type
Appearing ere the times were ripe,
That friend of mine who lives in God..

That God, which ever lives and loves,
One God, one law, one element,
And one far-off divine event,

To which the whole creation moves.

In the three thousand or so lines that lie between the ones I have quoted, and
in the seventeen years it took Tennyson to write them, he found room for doubt,
and such doubt has rarely been so well evpressed. He sees the obvious conflict
between what we are pleased to call NMature's law and God's, and despairs of
understanding. Shall Man (he asks), Nature's
...last work, who seem'd so fair,
Such splendid purpose in his eyes,
Who roll'd the psalm to wintry skies,
Who built his fanes of fruitless prayer,

Who trusted God was love indeed

And love Creation's final law -

Tho' Nature, red in tooth and claw
With ravine, shriek'd against his creed -

Who loved, who suffer'd countless 1ills,
Who battled for the True, the Just,
Be blown about the desert dust,

Or seal'd within the iron hills?

No more? A monster then, a dream,
A discord. ..«

No, he can't believe that dream, that monstr‘us nightmare (even though he -has
just put a pretty good caséffor it). So where do we look for an answer to
this impossible problem? 'Behind the veil,' he says, 'behind the veil.' So
that's it, the secret of the universe, the answer to man's anxious little
doubts and fears: a pie in the sky, by and by, when you die.

As you probably know, I was a preacher once, when I was young aﬁ@_grave, but’
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I never really believed that that was the answer. My friend the charismatic
priest has told me where I went wrong. Father Peter is one of my favourite
people, even though we disagree about practically everything. He votes
Reactionary (Liberal, sorry), drives an air-conditioned Japanese limousine,
collects antiques, keeps an excellent cellar (for visitors: he doesn't drink),
and on the whole seems to be having his pie now - but maybe that's a staff
bonus. He has me tabbed: I am a puritan, an athiest and a socialist (and
when he says socialist he means communist). ‘The trouble with you Church of
Christ blokes' he says, 'Is that you gave up the Sacraments...' 'Only five
of them,' I remind him, 'We kept two.' '"Okay, so you had to put something in
their place, and what you put in their place was good works. That's why all
you nonconformist fellers finish up as socialists.' 'Oh, poppycock!' I say,
lost for words, and Father Peter leans back and laughs. He has a fabulous
laugh, a jovial, a rubicund, a High- Anglican super-chortle, and I can't help
laughing with him. 'Let me fill your glass,' he says, when we've finished
laughing at each other's absolute lack of logic. Peter is one of those
wonderful people who seem to live life fully, every moment of it. He doesn't
seem to understand why I believe that everyone should have the opportunity to
live just as he does - not to live in detail as he does (how boring that would
be), but broadly as he does. At the very least, no man should live under
circumstances that pose a continual threat to his mere existance - and I
believe that, not because any man is entitled co any such thing, but because
we have the means to organise things to this end, and we've never really tried
to, and we should.

If I am a socialist, I am probably one of those wooly-minded 'utopians' that
Marx detested; furthermore, like Orwell, I am unworldly enough to think of
socialism as 'love in action'. If I am a puritan, I'm a rather unconventional
one, but I won't deny the tendancy. But an atheist? No. I haven't enough
faith to be an athiest.

Here is another of Tennyson's ''dreams". It comes a page or so before the last
one I quoted. With a few exceptions (such as the ultimate destiny of moths),
these are pretty much my sentiments.

Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of 1il1l,
To pangs of nature, sins of will,
Defects of doubt, and taints of blood;

That nothing walks with aimless feet;
That not one life shall be destroy'd,
Or cast as rubbish to the void,

When God hath made his pile complete;

That not a worm is cloven ir vaing
That not a moth with vain desire
Is shrivell'd in a fruitless fire,

Or but subserves another's gain.

Behold, we know not anything;
I can but trust that good shall fall
At last - far off - at last, to all,
And every winter change to spring.

So runs my dream but what am I?
An infant crying in the night:
An infant crying for the light:

And with no language but a cry.

My feeling is, after having copies John'sarticle out, that if one can't get
nominated for a fanzine Hugo for printing stuff like it, tkenone may as well
give it up. True, this may be sci-fi fandom we're in, bit even Robert
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Heinlein shows a stunning lack of originality alongside some of the stuff you
will find in high class fanzines.

e, Although some of you may have not noticed it
yet, the arrangement of contributions in this issue is striclty im alphabetic
order. It seems the only decent way of placing people so that everybody had
equal billing and its probably the reason that a lot of plays and films have
casts listed "in order of appearance'". The arrangement has also given (I hope)
a nice balance to the material, which just goes someway towards vindicating
the "aleatoric" system of organising things to be as good as any other. To
prove this point I am, at the moment, attempting to write a string quartet
using a pack of playing cards (let you know how it turns out). Also by chance
the next contribution arrived only very recently quite unsolicited. The
lucky thing about it is that I had reached the stage of preperation of this
issue where it just slipped in neatly, another day or too and we would have
been onto the Mike Glicksohn contribution and then it would have been too late.
Of course it is also very handy that R as in Barbour comes a couple of letters
after N as in Bangsund. Chance really is an interesting thing.

LIVE! PERFORMANCE!! - . i e A

Leigh Edmonds says that he liked my piece on The Rolling Stones' concert and
thus lowers his guard sufficiently that 1 can sneak a punch through, and youre
reading it now. I mean, wouldnt you take such praise as an invitation to muss
up some pages of his zine? Sure you would. o

I am listening to the only record extant by the Good Brothers as i type. I hope
there will be more, and 1 fervently hope theyll someday mhke a live recording
because this record, though good, just doesnt do them jﬁstice. Theyre a true
live band, and theyre greatl ‘The Good Brothers a:e{Larfy, on banjo, Brian, on
guitar, and Bruce, on autoharp and dobro, with John Allen on fiddle, and a
drummer and bassist whose name I missed at the concert. Theyre a bluegrass
group of sorts, as you can see from their instrumental lineup. Theyre also
electric, and I do mean electric! when they play (but i also mean electrified),
and they call their music “Goodgrass', a marvelous Canadian blend of many

traditions and full of rock, as well as bluegrass, intensity and joy.

Well, what happened was, we were at the Jesse Winchester concert in Edmonton,

and thoroughly enjoying it. He had a fine band, and they were just so

obviously ready to hit the states, now that Jesse could go back, and they gave

us a great show. So we were feeling very mellow and up when the promoter told
the audience that The Good Brothers would be here soon and he would give us
tickets two dollars off since we were there for Jesse Winchester. Now we didnt
know The Good Brothers, but we thought, yeah, it should be fun and we like
bluegrass, so why not? So we were there for the concert, and after a nice little
duo opened, on came the Brothers' band, and proceeded to tear the place apart,
raising the roof a few permanent inches at 1least.

I cant remember all they played now, but they have so much fun up there you cant
help but have a good time too. Bluegrass, and Goodgrass, too, 1s an incredibly
happy music. No matter how sad the lyrics, the irstruments and that extraordin-
arily complex contrapuntal thing that they do, and the energy that the music
promotes, well it all just makes a person smile, grin and kick up your heels.
They played a few breakdowns and had the place in an uproar. The audiences

for this music are different from the audience from say, Murray McLaughlin
(another Canadian, a street-wise folk-rocker, moving more into rock, and good),
or Jesse Winchester, or the McGarrigles (i had to mention them, cos, they' re
another example of Canadians who are able to use their folk roots and tie that
traditional sense of people music into a sure knowledge of rock sensibility,

and produce great music with lyrics of perhaps the highest wit in pop music
today). But, as 1 was saying, the audiences for such people enjoy themselves,
yeah, but theyre essentially polite and quiet, listening. The audience for

The Good Brothers listened, too, but it wasnt as distanced. These people felt
the band was their friends and they talked to the Brothers as friends, asking
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for their favourites, often interrupting the patter with their own. The other
side of that relaxed lack of distance was a fierce loyalty and devotion and a
sense that this band was theirs. The Good Brothers have just won a Canadian
music award and on the basis of this may be able to crack the US market, but
for years now they have annually, or even more often, trekked across Canada,
playing small halls to this loyal audience, and putting out superb music
without making a big splash. I think it's obvious they want to become a bigger
attraction, but it's also obvious theyd keep playing anyway, because they love
the music they play and the loyal if small audiences they know so well. A
lovely song they did that night, the one i'm listening to as i type right now,
is called "Missing You'". 1It's a road song, but a nice reversal of the usual
get out of my bed in the morning little girl song for it's a phone call to a
loved one from the road from a loyal lover. It's by Brian Good and i really
like it. Lot's of local Canadian references.

Anyway, the band played. And played. And played. And played. And we were
tapping our feet, grinning from ear to ear, clapping as loud as we could, and
generally getting as high as good music can take you in concert. And that's
very high, for me. They do a lot of Bluegrass classics - a ten minute, at
least, version of 'Orange Blosscm Special' towards the end, with John Allen
literally creating a whole train before our wondering ears - but they. also do
a lot of originals, their own or other Canadian writers. These are good songs,
some rock, some pop, some indefinable but with a Bluegrass feeling, so 1 guess
theyre true Goodgrass songs. They have a great sense of humor, which usually
comes through in the songs in a wonderfully ironic manner. One great little
song, not on the album, is a nine year-old toy's lovesong to Kitty Starr.

Bruce Good sings it with absolute sincerity; it is funny, but it's also real,
and it's therefore delightful as he tells us he'd even given up baseball for
you Kitty Starr. So they can move from outright comedy through light humor,

to social commentary, to lovesongs, laments and other such stuff. And whatever
they do they do well. I was so thoroughly entertained on this my first
encounter with them that i vowed if they ever got to play within striking
distance of me, i'd be there, and ready to enjoy, enjoy and applaud as loud as
i could. And they give. I guess it has something to do with that audience

(of which we felt we were an utterly organic part after the second number).
After a great hour or so, going through the numbers they'd planned and listed,
including numbers from the album ('album, album, what album?' i asked myself,
and made a note to check the next day; 1 wanted it (though, alas, it took time;
The Good Brothers is RCA Stereo record XPLl - 0168, but i suspect it's a
Canada only record, and even then, not too well distributed - none of the
stores in town had any in stock and i had to wait a month or more before 1
snagged one)), Brian Good tore up the songlist and they proceeded to start
playing requests, of which there were many, for another hour or so, including
encores, -and thus left a happy and exhausted crowd when they finally deserted
the stafe.

Well, of course they're not The Rolling Stones. Not many are (five at last
count, and there just ajnt another band like them, but that's another story
and 1've already told my version of it, although i do wish 1'd been in Toronto
recently when they played their first bardate in over ten years. yeah!) Yo,
The Good Brothers are simply a very fine family-centered group of music-makers
who know how to really entertain by playing the music they love, pure and
simple. When i say family-centered, i refer to the fact that the three
brothers learned to play at home, from their mother mostly, and so have been
playing together for a long time. Their playing has that solidarity to it.
Theyre together, man! Like the McGarrigle sisters in Montreal, the Good boys
in Toronto, or nearby, got traditional music at the family hearth and heard
what was also happening on a transistor radio, more than likely. Both family
groups have created their own synthesis, each unique, of the varions sounds
they have heard on the airwaves and in the air, and the results are highly
individualistic songs you must go to the originators to hear. That both the
McGarrigles and The Good Brothers are Canadian is something i appreciate, and
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i believe their sound is Canadian, even if it also universal. Far North music
perhaps? Sure, why not. And believe me, it's great to hear it in concert.

You know, it's been a couple of months since i saw The Good Brothers, and so
some of the immediacy of the experience is gone. But though i can't recall all
the songs, nor the order in which they played them, i do remember clearly hom
much joy they gave us all that evening, and they did so mostly because they
playé&_so joyfully. I guess i love the music more than the presentation. It
may not be as exciting a "show', when a band just stands there and plays, and in
fact the Brothers had some fine patter and made a cheerful mess out of

parodying 'Duelling Banjos', but mainly they just get into their music as far as
they can and go. Their obvious love of what theyre doing is infectious. It's
not just a job, it's their life and they love it. And we love it too, because
they not only do it with love and joy, they do it well. I mean, it was a
concert to remember, and I do, with pleasure.

About one of the most delightful things which has happened to me in the past
few weeks is opening up the issue of LOCUS, glancing at the names of the Nebula
winners and then coming, after wading through all the usual dull fiction Hugo
nominations and then coming upon the name of Mike Glicksohn in the Best
Fanwriter category. At last I get the feeling that fans are beginning to take
some note of the good writers we have in fandom. There are few other names I
could think of that belong in that category (of course Susan Wood is such a fine
fan writer that she has virtually put down roots in the nominations, and a

good thing too) and seeing that Mike had finally made it there made me happy
that I had managed to coax a contribution of some short length out of him

for this issue.

And I guess that the above paragraph could be counted as some
sort of introduction to the following article, however I think that I might
have a little bit more yet to say before we get on with it. I have, you see,
this theory of fanzine production which I stole from David Grigg some years
back. It's been so long since the previous issue of RATAPLAN that I've more
or less forgotten what it was but I do recall that the basic idea was to save
the hassels of trying to get articles to end on the last lines of pages and
that sort of thing. I know that a lot of faneds like to think that they can
imitate the styles of production that they see in slick magazines (or even
ALGOL) but unless you've got type setting machines and all the other magical
magazine production machinery which makes PLAYBOY possible it is nothing but
a lot of hard, and to my mind anyhow, pointless effort to set out articles
on their own pages with headings and little fillos ‘to make everything neat.

It is maybe even pretentious, but then I have for some yecars now had the
vague feeling that a reasonable number of fanzines have more pretentions than
they have actual quality. Bowers and Glicksohn may think bad thoughts about
me but I, like Bruce Gillespie, have the feeling that fanzines are made to be
read.

When you have completed reading this little triad you will find that there
is an article of slightly over ope thousand words from Mike Glicksohn. - If
things continue as they have been for the past dozen or so pages this 'article
will begin in the middle of a page with no fanfare of trumpets and it will
also, more: likely than not, end in the middle of a page to be followed almost
instantly by more writing. In most fanzines the only real difference would
be that the articles would be seperated by either blank space or fairly pretty
pictures. I prefer not to waste the space or my time thinking about how to
arrange .it all.

. Once I might have claimed that I did things like print pages
and pages of nothing but solid type because I had not the artistic sensibilities
to percive a decent picture when I saw one. Unfortunately, as I pass into
that period of life which follows after youthful folly I have to admit that I
have a very slightly developed artistic sensibility and 'can, two or three times
out of ten, percive a picture when I see one.. What this means, I now realise,
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arrange.it

"

is that my main reason for printing page after page of solid type is because I
am perverse emough to find such an arrarngement attractive. And, of course,
tHere is the visual health side of the matter too, the.bracing effect of pages
and pages of reading is nothing to be sneered at. People do not climb tall
mountains only for the view. And so I hope that you have not flicked through
this fanzine merely to see what pictures I have published.

: Instead, read this
issue from one end to the other in a single sitting, it will make good
exercise for the eyes. Why, I expect that if you were to read this fanzine
daily for a month your eyes would be strong enough for an attempt on such a
work as WAR & PEACE (unless you've got the kiddie version you won't find any
pretty little pictures to help you along there, will you?).

ABOUT A THOUSAND FANNISH WORDS Mike Glicksohn

If you have the stamina and the liver to last through five or more years of
active participation in fandom it is easy to establish a reputation as a Fan
with a capital F. Which means that sooner or letter eager young neofans
desperate to become "names" within the fannish microcosm will inundate you
with requests for articles for their soon-to-be-published incredible fanzines.

(longevity has typically been the premier route to fannish notoriety, easily

shunting talent, ability and desire into the back seat.) Thus it was that 1
recently received a salive-drenched airletter from Leigh Edmonds asking
"How would 1000 words by the end of the mounth sound?"

In a word: “impossible! I do not write a thousand words of fannish material
in a month. (Discounting letters, which go for 95¢ a dozen, but for you,
ninety cents.) In fact, I seriously doubt that I know a thousand fannish words,

‘regardless of what month it might be! Once I get past "blog", "Chivas" and

"freedoublesforFanGuests" I still have a rather barren nine hundred and
ninety-seven words to go.

But Leigh very subtlely circumvented my main reason for not writing page after
page of brilliant fanzine articles every mercenary-beer-production-cycle.
("Month", I believe is the technical term, but I can never seem to remember it.)
He actually provided me with a topic!
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