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ceeosoirwin hirsh

"Well, Mr  hirsh, there's been a
problem and we've had to cancel
the;operation." '

This is not how I would've had it,

but that was the second line in my
first conversation with a certaln
Dr David Wallace, rneurosurgeon to
my wife. Five minutes earlier [
had arrived at work, to be given a
message. "Dr Wallace, Epworth
Hospltal, rang at 9.10. Please
ring back," it said. "{hat the
hell is he doing ringing me," I
thought, "he should be operating
on Wendy." 4nd with that I raced
up to my work area and stralght
onto the phone.

"Wendy's alright now ‘but she had a’
violent allergic reaction to the '
ansesthetic, " the doctor continued.
"The moment we gave her the '
injection we lost a pulse, she had
trouble breathing and her body

came up in a massive red rash. HWe
were able to resuscitate her and
she is fine now."

It was the worst phone call I've
ever had to,take/make. Hhen I was
eleven I was in the room when my
father took the phone call that.
informed him that his father had
just had a heart attack and died.
And ever since I've mentally
rehearsed such a phone gall. To
that degree I could cope with a
call telling me that a loved one
had died, but I'd never given much
thought to one that told me that a
loved one had nearly died. It was
a great way to round up what had
been a particularly harrow1ng '
eleven days.
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eyec with a flower stem, is edited
and published by Irwin Hirsh, 2/416
Dandenong Rd, Caulfield North,
Victoria 3161, AUSTRALIA. "It is
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For some time Wendy hadn't been feeling the best, occasionally having
these strange turns. Ten years ago she had had an operation to remove a
tumour from her brain; and her neurologist wondercd if there could be
something there. The day before Good Friday Wendy had a C.A.T. scan and
the results were the worst. llendy's doctor contacted her surgeon from
ten years before and together they made the arrangements for her
operation to be the ¥'riday after Laster.

ltlhen I woke up that morning L felt good. 4t that very momeat Wendy was
being wheeled into the operating theatre and the way I figured it when I
next see her the worst will be over. Wendy would then have ten weeks in
which to get over any post—operative effects, at which time we'd be
going on my three month GUFY trip. If ever a pre-arranged trip was as
badly needed I'd like to hear about it.

Dr Wallace continued to tell me vrecisely what happened and what was
still to happen, answered my only question, and when the call concluded
I quietly went to my room, shut the door and tried to do some work. The
Dr told me that it would be a few hours before I'd be able to see ilendy
and I figured that 1'd be better off trying to do some work than sitting
in some hospital waiting room for up to three hours. After about an
hour and a half in which I did work which would normally take me twenty
minutes I gave up. That Wendy had come close to dying wasn't my
concern, she was alright now and there was anothiang to worry about. And
I wasn't too.concerncd that she was allergic to an anaesthetic -~ as her
surgeon said it 1s better to find out in this way, rather than in an
emergency where the operatioa has to proceed. To have to go through the
mental build up allover again wasg a devpressing thought. L could only
wonder how tendy would react to the news., [ sat at my work-bench
pondering Life, the Universe and Lverything, and eventually decided I
wanted to be at the hospital.

I was there an hour before I could sec :.dendy. As a precaution she had
been taken down to the Intensive Care Unit ward. When I walked in there
were a mass of tubes sticking out of her arms, mouth and nosey; some of
which the nurses were in the process of removing. I soon figured out
that llendy's condition wasn't criticals there were four other patients
in the ward, and each were getting more attention than my wite. Another
good sign was that the doctor on duty spent more time exnlaining to me
Wendy's situation, than she spnent obserring .endy's condition.

Despite all that lendy didn't actually look the best. Her face had no
colour and she had trouble staying awake longer than a feiw seconds. At
the time I thought it was an after—-effect of her allergic reaction, but
all it was was the usual reaction to an anaesthetic. lendy was still
the same when I came to sec her in the early evening, excent for being a
bit more aware of what was going on around her. I left the hognital
mentally drained, but was cheered up by a phone call later that night
from Wendy. The anaesthetic had finally gone through her system, she'd
been up and about, gone to the toilet and would've had a shower except
that ICUs aren't equipped with such devices. ile mentioned this phone
call to =some doctor friends of ours, and all they could do was exclaim
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"Je've never heard of anyone in ICU getting out of bed! You must've
been alright!"

The next day Dr Wallace outlined for us the two options towards Wendy
going ahead with the operation. In the normal course of events the
operation couldn't proceed until tendy had been tested to find out wvhat
anaesthetic(s) she is allergic to. Tho tests couldn't be conducted for
six weeks as it was only then that we. could be sure that iendy's body
had settled down from her allergic reaction. laiting more then six
weeks thrilled none of us. However, it was likely the operation could
go ahead much sooner. 4 different set of drugs unrelated to those
administered the day before, would do the trick. This option was
confirmed when they looked up what drugs had been administered to Wendy
ten years earlier,; and discovered that two of the drugs had been the
same as this time around.

So llendy finally had her operation on the 15th of ilay and we now know
vhat drug caused her anavhylactic reaction (neat name huh?) With the
two stays in hospital and related doctor visits we've totaled up medical
bills in excess of ten thousand dollars, of which eight and a half
thousand were paid for by medical insurance. iore than two months of
hair growth hasn't covered Over the scar, and apart fron that you
wouldn't know tendy has had to undergo a major piece of surgery. But
the ongoing effects are still unkown. Inside Hendy's head was a benign
tumour, and surrounding it was a sack of fluid the size of a golfball.
In order to remove it all the surgeon hacd to cut into the boood ves el
that leads to the part of the brain that sends messages to the right
eyecs, and since the overation Hendy has not had the full visual range out
of that eye. Unless her vision improves we'll be letting one driver's
licence lapse.

And we've got an upcoming overseas trip to look forward to. At one
stage there were three things I was looking forward to on this GUFH
trip: the chance to meet new people, go to new places and spend four
months with Hendy without the day to day pressures of work. Being able
to rest up from the events of the last few months isan unfortunate added
thing to look forward to. e were originally going to be travelling
from late June to ecarly Cctobery, but those plans flew out the window the
moment \lendy reacted to those drugs. iow we are travelling from late
August to mid-December, spending seven weeks in %ﬂéiﬁﬁﬁ the UK and two
months on Continental Burope. I'm particularly looking forward to
Conspiracy 37 as I spent two years working as a comaittec member of
Aussiecon Two, the only Worldcoan L['ve attended, and I was extremely
tired by the time the convention came around. {'m all prenared for this
con, with a list of people who have promised me a drink. I've also got
a list of all the people who tell me I owe them a drink, but fortunately
thig list isn't as long as the first list. IFor the travels after the
con I've begun to get on top of the job of organising places to stay.
@ith the heln of Pascal Thomas and Houlof Goudriaan and Lynne Ann llorse
L've been gaining many contacts throughout the Continent. It should be
a fun and interesting time. Here's to the trip.

- Iruin Hirsh
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Stewart Jackson The artwork is the best part of 13, :

PO Box 257 especially the Harry Bell aliens. All seem to
Kalamunda have a rather nerfect exvression of pathos in
WA 6076 their stance, facial expression and action.

The illo on page 31 was absolutely tops.
Rather, it also reminded e of a classic line from The Bedsitting Room,
where Hate intonesg "God save me... and I'll give up being an athiest...
Goddy." Bloody brilliant. The cover illo has the same feeling of
inevitability and abject patheticness. '"Wish upon a star" was the old
saying, I believe.

Julian Warner If one were to assume that Sikander's cover
10/5 Clarence St has some relevance to the fanzine, then I find
sSouth Perth the analogy of sikander picking up ''fallen .
WA 6151 stars" and then being crushed by a very large

"falling star" disturbing. ‘ho or what could
this great falling star be?

I have not yet* seen Jedi and do not feel compelled to do so. This is
possible vartially due to my mental pigeon-holing of Star Wars and its
ilk as "kids" films. 4y first contact with Star lars was when I was
ushering at a children's matinee screening of the film. Screeching,
lolly—~throwing children have since become inseparably forged in my
memory of the film.

Unlike Perry #iddleaiss, I have no recollection of approaching family
"behaviour modification' in such an analytical fashion. Undoubtedly my
parents attempted to steer me in my life and arguments did evolve from
such but wars and camnaigns were ncver fought quite so consciously in
our family. If anything, I now discover that much of what I have
inherited from my parents was unconsciously acquired in my childhood
imitation of their speech, mannerisms and habits. Not zll of my
inheritance is good, but it all goes into making me an identifiabde
ilarner.

Richard Faulder Unlike ferry!$ amother mine was never given to
20 Box 136 nudging me in the direction of meeting young
Yanco ladies at dancing classes. At the time she

oW 2703 wag involved with, and raising little sister

and I in, a fundamental "Christian' sect, and
dancing was one of the things that consigned one to the deepest pits of
Hell. 3By contrast, my father had little direct influence in our
upbringing, but one thing that he did insist on was silence at mealtimes
(and he was too busy most of the rest of the time earning a living to
have much to do with usn) Thus, one of the most important opportunities
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for families to communicate with, and get to know, each other, was
closed off to us.

In a sense, I'm not entirely survrised at Mark lLoney's problems, which
seem to me an inevitable consequence of the artistic temperainent
manifest in the production of entertainiacnts. ihat I do wonder about is
the reaction of the more ideologically-correct among your readers about
the fact that sometimes peop_e have to adopnt the role of the heavy-
handed disciplinarian in order to get a job done.. rresumably one should
feel that regarding a job as something scrious enough to actually
complete it properly is somghow bourgious and stultifying of the human
spirit.

Richard Brandt tfuch in this issue is about ‘''professionals" in
4740 Ne Hlesa ;7111 the film trade. iHark's piece did recall some
41 Paso of my days in the screen trade - television
TX 79912, UsA screen, that is. dews, in particular. One

camera operator refused to sgpeak to me again
after [ dared observe how she had shot an entire interview out of focus.
I hear business is as usual back at my old place of employment. I ran
into one of the engineers the other night, who described o) detsi o
state of explosive rage) how the primadonna sportscaster had requested
the station's satellite dish be turned to pick up a sports event. As
usual, the signal was patched into the sprots desartment's editing deck.
Then, i#r Sportscaster sauntered in at a quarter of six (fifteen minutes
to airtime - having one of his patented "late lunches'" before coiming in,
I see,) and was outrzged because the engineers pointed the dish, fed the
signal into his office, but then didn"t lezve the control room and go to
his office to punch the "tape" button when the event started. Seeing as
how he wasn't where he should have been, as they were...

Perry on iothers. Ah yes. I did eventually knuckle under to my
mother's assertion that USC or UCLA vere not fit choices for me to
attend Milm school, because they were too faraway from "home" - eg iom.
My kid sister did eventually get to grad school in defiance of Mon's
edict that Harvard was "too cold in the winter.” It occurs to me now
that a lot of the advice I had as a young man on how to »lan my life and
career may have been scriously flawed...

Jack Herman I have always dealt with my mother by the
Box 272 "Yeg, iother" method: I say 'Yes, Mother" to
Hentworth Building anything she suggests of the vaguely worth-
Sydney University while nature and then proczsed to do exactly
NSW 2006 what I was doing in the hope that whatcver

scheme it is will come to nothing. Usually,
she will give up before I.

Michellc Hallett The stuff about editing and film-making was
8/3 Oak :Lane interesting, congidering the fact that I have
Potts Point more than a passing interest in the trade.
NSH 2011 Jhen I first started my degrcee at the 5l

Ingtitute of Technology L had planned to major
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in film production. Having been stunned by the cinematography in
Apocalyse dow and He of the Never—Never L thought I might like to do
some of the same., Hzh! Full of confidence I walked into my first film
production class. They showed me a film of how Eisenstcin produced his
effects in the 5t. Petersburg stevs scene of 3dattelshiv Potemkin, then
they showed me that bit where they cut a human eye with a razor, from
Bunuel's Le Chien 4ndalou. WNone, I'll never be able to do that, thought
L. Then they sent me out with nine minutes of film and a Super 8
camera. '"Shoot," said they. I thought to ask where do I insert the
bullets but restrained myself at the last instant. By the time filming
was over [ was rather glad there were no bullets. Then I had to edit my
euphemistically named "filme.'* At this point I decided to throw away
everything I cut out, so I couldn't regret it later. I saved the last
two minutes largely because I had to present something. Then I had to
add sound. This was an unmitigated disaster, especially when I
accidently added the sound of a winding and cuckooing clock to the image
of my pregnant sister and couldn't get it off. sShe kecos asking me to
let her see the film. I also wiped half the dialogue by mistake but we
found a sound effects record with 2 jackhammer on it and my favourite
friends tell me they think it improved the flavour. I didn't attend the
final screening but they tell me everyonec vho did laughed hysterically.
"At me or the film?" I asked but my friends were too busy laughing to
answer. I transferred to a writing major instead and as you can see
from the intriguing and exciting story above, I'm much better at that.
So you can see why I admire all you peonle who get into film and
actually stick at it, even with chinagraph pencils rolling on the floor
one time in a million and all.

Finally we come to Taral's story about haunted playgrounds. I didn't
know you could precipitate an carthquake by having a leak on a micro-
fault. I'1l1 be careful next time. I'm also wondering if Taral's friend
faul would come by and help me uith a rather knotty problem. I've just
started doing some work for a club and they've told me the auditorium is
haunted by a little old man in a three piece suit named Herbie. This is
the absolute and utter truth; there is no tongue in check about it. At
least they tell me it's the truth — my problem is that Herbie doesn't
seem to like me. He's supposed to rush up and greet you as you enter
the auditorium but he doesn't seem to want to do that with me. I really
feel bad about it as I'm eager to inecet my first ghost. I thought that
as Paul, unlike Taral, has been a favourite with ghosts perhaps Herbie
will talk to him. You know it's the ultimate in putdowms being ignored
by a ghost.

Sue Thomason The item in Sikander which grablbed me most was
31 Barfield R4 Tarali's article on 3ad 2laces. Just as there
York are some places which are absolutely and

North Yorks. YO3 9aAW unshakeably Good Places for me, so there are
UK Bad Places tooy, and also a third category of

0dd +laces. The old trilogy of Heaven, Hell
and Fair &©l1fland is a neat way of distinguishing the three. Iy own B8ad
Places vory often have peculiar acoustics. Thus a well-knowm occult
bookshop in London makes me feel sick and shaky every time £ visit., I
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don't think this is anything to do with bad (psychic) vibrations as the
proprietors have a very good reputation — but the shon is ravenous, and
every time a bus rumbles along the strcet outside, the whole place
physically vibrates (and, I think, produces nasty disturbing subsonics. )
But I can't explain just what is so nasty about (say) Glancoe (curiously
enough, it's not the official site of the Glencoe massacre that affects
me, ) or Hexham sabbey. Lqually well, I can't explain why the small neo-
Romanesque Catholic church in Dolgellau, wvhere I used to live, was
undoubtedly a Good £lace. But the cnes that really get to me are the
0dd flaces, particularly those far from human habitation.

It's easy enough to rationalige this sort of psychic topogranhy as
subconscious sensitivity to physical details of acoustics, proportion,
temperature, smell, etc. Or in Jungian terms as the projection of
archetypal force from within the individual onto the cenvironmentj;

" probably the sShadow for Bad Places (but what for the other two?) .I
wonder how this links up with the well-knovm rathetic Fallacy (that
emotion and dature reflect and augment each other?)

Nola Frame Your comments about what a mish-mash Lucas
933-B idaple Ave made of Da Force and comparing it with The
Inglewood Karate Kid, a job done right, reminds me of a
CA 90301, Usa remark I made years ggo in the WFI'F.SH Round

Robin. I remarked that the Force in the SH
universe felt like what would have happened if Lucas had gone to Janan,
got interested in Zine and the various martial arts, rushed home to tell
2ll us Yanks all about it, but not before filtering the entirec
experience through a "Bible thumper's" mindset — dividing up the Force
into Dark vs. Light, Good and Bad, instead of treating this energy like
the impartial instrument that it is,

I have my own feelings about what ghosts truly are, though this doesn't
stop me from writing Ghogtbusters fanfic. Instead of ghosts being
spirits who have been divorced from their bodiesy; presumably the result
of death, ghosts are actually a form of "emotional energy" that has been
left behind. To give an example, suppose a fan dies in a horrible
manner, forced to go an entire week without reading a sf book or
fanzine. Iirst off, there is the negative emotional imnrint that his
spirit left behind after dying in so messy a manner. «econdly, rumors
spread that X place where fan Y died is a bad, scary place. Lach time
strangers dare themselves to visit such a vplacey, in the proper mood of
trepidation, those persons leave a deposit of fear/’negative emotion
behind. L supvose this sounds crazy, but on a similar note let me point
this out: Think of a«ll the various shrines in the world. f[t's been said
that if you study thc histories of these "religious locations" vhat
makes such a place special in the one religion, say Islaum, vas also
special to the Christians who dwelt there before, and the Jews before
that, and so on. The "spiritual uniqueness" of a geographical place
remains the same, even as the stories as to why it is Important evolve
down through the ages. So what does this have to do with ghosts? The
emotional atmosgphere of Awe and tiystery is the coanstant, just like the
fear and uneasiness of a place that is renuted to be haunted.
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I ALSO HEARD FROM: Halt Willig; Brian larl drown; John Alderson; Jeanne
tlealy "Great lines like 'a decp and firm commitment
to the ideals of indolence' descrve to be remembered."; Ian Covells ram
Boal "Now, now, Perry, surely you know that 'tiother Knows Best'"s Diane
Foxs Geo Bonder; Mike Glicksohnj; and Dave Collins who also liked Harry
Bell's cover and thought "Those beautiful big cow eyes make you fecl
sorry for the poor bugger. I'm sure ferry Como would enjoy that cover."

"Cy Chauvin... promises to write a trip report if he goes to Australia.
He promises to invent one if he doesn't."
~ from Cy Chauvin's DUFF platform, 1979.
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thile I don't read very many of them, I
quite like film biographies. I like
the inside dope they provide about
filmg I've loved for ycars. And I like
the anecdotes that the best
biogramnhical and autobiographical
writers can tell so well. On the other
hand, I don't particularly like inane
gossip very much; unless it's done in
truly tacky style such as that employed
in the Hollywood Babylon books. sut
the one thing about these biographies

that really gives me the gripes are the
= \Di %Q\ authors who start their memoirs with a
Dnvﬁm¢um‘86¥1“ ¢ line like "I have been fascinated with

the cinema since my father/mother took

me to a screening of Gone With the «ind
when I was only four." How bloody pretentious can you get? ‘that I want
to know is, how the hell can the author remember back that far? I sure
can't, and I'm looking back quite a few years less than the generally
geriatric authors of such pronouncements.

The first film I have any distinctly separate memories of seeing was
Cool Hand Luke, which I saw with the rest of my family in a Port Pirie
Drive—In in 1967 when I was about elcven. The circumstances behind this
viewing did not augur well for the future: we had actually gone to the
Drive-In (some 28 miles from where we were living at the time) in order
to see the latest James Bond film, but became somewhat bamboozled by the
twin screens - a major innovation in those days. In any event the
auguries didn't turn out as expected and while I don't remnember being
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"fagcinated" by the film, nor understanding it, I do remember enjoyiag
it as much as was possible at cleven and still congider it one of my
favourites.

Over the next five years Drive-Ins took up a quite respectable
proportion of my movie-going theatre locations. That is quite
understandable when you congider that my family was living in the
country while I was going to I'igh school in the city, boarding with a
friend of a friend of the family. After spending three or four weeks in
a large city, visiting a small country town with about 300 residents can
be something of a let—down, entertainment-wise. So it was that Saturday
nights at the Drive—In at Gladstone became a rather regular event for my
brother :and me. Mirst with the rest of the family and later on our oun
or with friends when we were old enough to drive. It got to the stages
in the early to mid-seventies, that it made absolutely no difference
what films were showing - Disney kids' films, boringly sovpiy love
stories — it didn't matter. You always got your money's worth with a
double bill. At about 6:30 in the evening we would have showered,
changed, caten and been on our way with a half-dozen or so botiles of
beer.

Huge volumes could be written about the goings-on in Drive-Ins. 4
person can learn a helluva lot about life there. And I don't mean
anything to do with first sexual encounters either. I for one picked up
quite a lot within the confines of that high chickecn-wire fence with the
undulating ground and dodgy sound system. IFor exampley, I learnt how to
push start a car (you sit in it and iet all the others push,) how to
drink in a relatively steady manner so as to maximise the amount of beer
available to thc length of the film. und believe it or not you could
also learn about politics, both social and governmentzl - L was told
about Gough lihitlam's historic IFederal elcction win in 1972 while
watching some long forgotten film, and the nolitics of dancing around
the urinals at the interval were a complete world unto themselves. I
guess it would be safe to say that where city kids had shooping malls
and ninball parlours, country kids had the Drive-Insj; there just wasn't
anything else. The trouble was, outside of Iriday cnd Saturday nights,
the Drive-In was just & waste of spazce. IJare, desolate and fit for
nothing.

So I was rather lucky with my accomnodation in Adelaides just down the
gstreet from one of the great old suburban cinemas which used to cater
for all the kids in thc area by showing really ckeap double bills on
bpaturday afternoons. IForty cents in the late sixties was enough to get
you two filmg, a large bottle of disgustingly sweet soft drink and the
chance to win a chocolate bar or two. A thirteen-year-old and his
pimples could do nothing but be in seventh heaven.

I hardly remember any of the films L went to see at the Vogue Cinema
during those yecars. I suppose nictures like You Only Live Twice and
dary Joppins came along and were duly visited but none of them strikes a
chord from that time. A4ll I remember was that [ really enjoyed sitting
in the dark with a hundred or so kids, making a lot of noise and not
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being told off for it, and, most of all, being fascinated by all the
action up on the "ginormous'" screen.

In the, first years of the scventies I was entering my last couple of
years at hign school when the Federal iinister for Immigration Don
Chippy in his infinite wisdom, decided that the "naughty" films that had
previously only been shown at film festivals should be made available Lo
the general public (iec me) and so introduced the 'R' or restricted
category for people over 13, for films of a violent or sexual nature.
This opened up a whole new world for me and my friends. At about the
same time the general drinking age was lowered to 18, so it was guite
nossible to get a skinful down the pub and then wander off to the flicks
for a risque or blood-curdling feature. Double the risk; double the
fun. In spite of all the protestations from police and theatre-—owners
drinking in pubs or seeing R-rated movies was quite easy. You only had
to look bored, buy everything with a ten-dollar note and nobody bothered
you. I was only ever asked my age once and that was after I turned 18 -
a great disappointment.

High school ended and university started. A natural progression L
suppose because it was gcnerally expected of me, and because I actually
couldn't think of anything else to do. Just about everything in my life
was being turned upside down and roughly shaken at that time. I went
from being snoon-fed at a high school that was more interested in
results than education, to being thrown in at the deep-end at
university; from a cloistered existence boarding with a kindly but
narrow-minded landlady 55 years my scniory; to university college style
accommodation with a lot of people my own age; basically from being
looked after and ordered around almost every hour of the day to a life
of what scemed like unrealised freedom. 4As with a lot of people around
me, old friends were lost and new friends found; and I came to
experience the highs and lows of sex and drugs ahd rock'n'roll. I
wouldn't go so far as to say that my film appreciation faculties
diminished at this time; they just stagnated. I was still going to
filmg (very rarely to the Drive-In now, more general university and
larger cinema screenings) but merely to pass the time pleasurably rather
than for any inherent interest in the medium.

Oddly enough, about the time my interest in film started to gain some
sort of momentum I encountered fandom. JILooking back on these two
events from 1975, I have some difficulty separating the two. Hhether
one would have happened without the other I have no way of knowing but &
suspect. they fed on each other and made both more enjoyable.

daybe as a result of my involvement with the members of the Adelaide
University Scicence Fiction Association or maybe just as a result of a
natural progression, my film-viewing began to go through some rather
single-minded and diverse vhases in the middle seventies. The first of
these concerned the Vamvire cinemaj; everything from the original Bela
Lugosi films to the Peter Cushing and Christopher Lece Hammer cycle. In
retrospect there probably wasn't much of lasting value in these filmg
beyond a basic voyeuristic entertainment interest but in the wider
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scheme of things they had their place. In quick succession after that
came obsessions with the films of certain directorss: itobert Altman,
Stanley Kubrick, 4kira Kurasawa, Lina uertmulier and Alfred Hitchcocks
in no particular order. Along the way a continuing interest in science
fiction and private—-cye genre films keot at bay any cinematic blank
periods during the latter part of the seventies.

50 why film and not something else? ell, I don't want to give you the
impression that all L ever did was go to the cinema for iy
entertainment, I just want to let you know that films filled up a great
part of my leisure time during this period. I am assentially a visual
person - getting most of my information via visual input than by
auditory or kinesthetic means. Film gave me everything [ wantedj
intellectually rivetting visuals on a big screen which - if you tried
hard enough - seemed to swallow the whole world, an all-encompassing
sound system and, if you were lucky enovgh, good nlotsy
characterisations and themes to go along with it. It was a package
unrivalled by any other form of entertainment which demanded my
attention, and got it.

The major difficulty with all these films was that they had a tendency
to make me want to read about them and, consequently, to see more.
There was a problem with this, however. During my last few years in
Adelaide I was, for long vperiods, out of regular contact with a
televigsion set. In addition, most of the old suburban cinemas were
being sald and put to other uses — my beloved Vogue became a Christian
Revivalist Centre, and many others were turned into mini-supermarkets by
lom-the-Cheap chain of stores. This markedly reduced thc aumber of
picture theatres and hence the number of films I wanted to see. The
drop in cinema attendances caused by the introduction of colour
television didn't help either - the theatre owners felt they had to
competc with the new aedium and kept to thc tried and true course of
showing new colour release features rather than risk the attendances at
an old black—-and-vhite, whatever the quality. Lt looked like being a
long hard road as a film fan in Adelaide.

It began to look even worse when I moved to Canberra at the end of 1981.
I rapidly came to the conclusion that the place was a cultural desert.
Without thc¢ presence of the Australizn National University #ilm Group
and Klectric shadows (a repertory cinema) [ would have been in right
trouble. “The one commercial television station in the city was just
that, commercial; more interested in showing the absolute worst of
Australian soap-operas than in apnealing to their gcnerally well-
educated audience.

During the next couple of years the number of times [ visited a cinema
per month dropved drastically. There didn't seem to ever be anything on
I wanted to see. A friend of mine in Canberra with a similar addition
used to satisfy his cravings by spending two wecks each year in Sydney
attending their Fila Festival. [ always thought that to be a rather
radical approach to the »nroblem given that one would have to go cold
turkey for 50 wecks a year and then explode in an orgy of film for two



12
weeks almost non-gtop. A bit much.

At last, in 1983, the video revolution finally took off. { read
somevhere that Canberra had the highest percentages of homes with video
recorders of any citiesg in Australia - and australia one of the highest
of any country in the world - which was hardly surprising. The film
progpects seemed pretty good at that time. £ should have guessed it
wouldn't last. ihichever vide2 store I went to the films on offer were
all the sames tcenage sexual wish-fulfilment fantasies, psychotic
fascist blood-baths, excerable down-home philosovhical platitudes or
beautifully filmed vplotless meladramas. Uithin about twelve months I'd
seen all the vidcos I wanted to. Overall it wasn't a great experience.
llost of the films made specifically to utilise the size of the big
screen just couldn't be translated effectively to video. It was like
the old saying about Chinese food; it fills the gap but you're hungry
again an hour later.

In 1985 I moved from Canberra to Melbourne for work-related reasons,
though more out of a sense of relief than anything else. The culture
shock was, to say the least, overvhelming. ~Putting aside the extra
radio and television stations, the multitude of live bands in pubs and
the actual existence of an active and varied live-theatre sceney; there
apneared to be cinemas everywhere. It was obvious from driving around
the suburban streets that some of the old ones had been converted to
other uses, although not to the exztent experienced in Adelaide, which
vas a mixed blessing. 4dded to that there was, almost unbelievably; a
two-hour radio program on 3RRR cach Saturday devoted entirely to film.
It has taken a little while to become adjusted to this surfeit of
riches: the sustralian FPilm Ingtitute with its cinema discounts and
award screenings, the Valhalla, thc Liberty, Film Buff's Forecast and
the Astor, to name just a few. The conclusion is obvious, I should have
moved here years ago.

My fascination with the film medium has carried on for about twenty
years now — close to two-thirds of my life. I am quite willing to
concede that a number of films I have scen can be coansidered as nothing
more than chewing-gum ior the mind. I couldn't care less.

There is a story I remember, froa some long gone film, of a character
telling of her friend Beryl's death vhile watching The Sound of iusic.
It wasn't that the film was bad, she explained, it was just that the
theatre was running continuous sessions and poor Seryl's bladder burst.
I think that just about says it all.

- Perry Middlemiss
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Sikander :dusic Review Column: 3oy, what did musicians do in the days
when there weren't any songs of which to do cover versions?
- iendy Hirsh
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THIS 10sl, RUDL ABCHANICALS AND Lieeccoooo

cecssossscccscaacacaoscensanaeslark loney
How do you review a radio play. I wondered?

“emember, ' said Irwin, "It's unlikely that nany ncople would have heard
the ABC Radio nroduction of John Baxter's Little Wing, you'll have to
tell them a bit about it."

So I listened to Little lling a few times. The first time around I
thought of the dominance of sight in our culture. I was sitting
comfortably in the lounge room but I couldn't keep my attention on
Little '‘ing. If it had been a book or a tv vrogramme there wouldn't
have been a problem;, the eyes would have been occupied. But they were
idle, so L fidgeted and missed pieces of dialogue because I kept
thinking of other things.

Despite this [ heard cnough to realise that £ had a low opinion of
whoever cengineecred the sound. It was, well, skiffy. ILots of echo,
reverb and layover to convince the credulous that, yes, this was the
future and, wait for it, one of the two main characters is an Artificial
Intelligence. & talking one, of course. This AI is a heuristic
something or other and »robably an escawvee fro<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>