


This is FREE AND EASY WANDERING, published by John D. Berry, 
302 Malden Avenue East, #3, Seattle, Washington 98112, USA, for 
the June, 1980, mailing or the Australian and New Zealand Ama­
teur Publishing Association. There is no issue number to this 
fanzine, except perhaps in retrospect, because I don't have my 
fanzine files in order (!) and don't know what the last number 
was. In any case, this title was the one I used during my prev­
ious membership in ANZAPA, so it's what I'll use again now.
This is a Quand Meme Publication, dated May 27, 1980.

It's been a couple of years since I was last a member of 
ANZAPA; I can't date my dropping out with any more accuracy than 
that for the same reason I can't tell you the proper issue number 
of this fanzine: my ANZAPA mailings, as well as my file copies 
of my own old fanzines, are in a huge stack of boxes in my office, 
with no clue as to which box holds the contents of which era. 
I'll be getting those boxes sorted out very soon, you understand 
...but in the meantime, I am at the mercy of imperfect memory.

My remaining brain cells tell me that I dropped out of 
ANZAPA because I found myself with no time to be a member; not 
only was I barely maintaining the level of minac, but I was ne­
glecting to read the mailings when they arrived--and that seems 
to me to be the death knell of one's involvement in an apa. I 
had the intention of putting my name on the waiting list when I 
dropped out, so that I would have a respite from deadlines and 
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such and still be able to pick up again a little farther down the 
line, when I might have more time and energy, but I failed to get 
my name back on the list for several months. That may have been 
just as well, since I haven't found myself abounding in extra 
hours in the intervening period; but I did finally get back on 
the waiting list, and I seem to have worked my way effortlessly 
to the top. T've missed ANZAPA in that time, missed the people 
I had contact with and failed to keep up that contact with after 
I dropped out, and though my level of fanac is very low these 
days, I hope it won't sink below what's necessary to maintain 
this link with all of you.

I doubt I'll be a hyperactive member this time around (nor 
was I the first time), but I expect that I'll manage a little 
better than minac. If I can't do that, then I'll let the member­
ship lapse again. (Let me correct that: I'll let my membership 
lapse again; "the membership," that is, all of you, are not likely 
to lapse en masse for lack of my pages.) I probably won't be 
sending you xeroxed fanzines typed on correcting Selectrics in 
the future; it's just that I have access to a Selectric at the 
moment, which makes composition much faster and first-draft 
material much neater and jeemingly seamless, and that xeroxing 
is faster than trying .ict someone around here to run off six 
stencils for me in time c get them to John Foyster by the tenth. 
And with mimeography I '-oa.l tin't find it so easy to play with 
the collages you'll fis ’ in these pages.
On Myself

For those of you who weren't in ANZAPA when I was before, 
I'll introduce myself as briefly as possible. I'm a white, 
male, heterosexual American, 29 years old. I've been a science 
fiction fan since I was fifteen or sixteen (with some contacts 
before that; my very first fanzine was actually an imitation of 
FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMLAND that I published when I was eleven); 
I've published quite a lot of fanzines and written a good deal 
for others, but I don't do much of either now. I live in Seattle, 
where I settled four and a half years ago, though I grew up in 
southern New York and southern Massachusetts and I've lived in
northern California, northern Virginia, Washington, DC, and 
various other parts for varying lengths of time. I'm currently 
cursed with a typewriter tnat wants to leave parts off or various 
letters. I've traveled a good deal, ana in 1975 I visited Aus­
tralia to attend Aussiecon. I don't know when I'll repeat that 
trip; maybe in '83.

Australian Film
Seattle is an excellent movie town, 

although I am not a particularly avid 
film-goer. I'm much more likely to spend 
a few dollars on a meal or a book than 
to use it to go see a film, but lately 
I've been to more movies than usual.
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Seattle is notable as a film town not only because a lot 
of films are showing at any one time, but because of its pen­
chant for foreign films—especially, for some anomalous reason, 
Dutch, German, and Australian films. One Dutch filmmaker had 
the world premiere of his film in Seattle, and German director 
Werner Herzog claims that his reception is more appreciative 
here than in Germany. I have yet to see the one Australian 
feature film that is playing currently in a local theater— 
My Brilliant Career—which has been getting good reviews, and, 
with one exception, good reports from friends of mine who've 
seen it; but recently I saw for the second time two Australian 
films I had seen before, and before that I finally had a chance 
to follow up on Clifford Wind's recommendation and see Picnic 
at Hanging Rock. I have no idea how representative this sampling 
is of the Australian movie industry, but I've been generally 
impressed by what has made its way to the Pacific Northwest.

Picnic at Hanging Rock is my favorite of them all, and when 
writing to Bruce Gillespie I counted it as one of the two out­
standing films I saw last year. I'd like to see it again in 
order to pick out the many bits of dialogue that I missed on 
first viewing; Peter Weir seems to like to have his characters 
mutter a lot, but each mutter has its significance if you can 
catch it. The eerieness of the film worked for me; I walked out 
of the theater exhilarated, with a heightened'sense of mystery 
and an acute pleasure in the skillfulness with which the film 
was made. The concentration on the land and its mysteries is 
something that I've come to expect as characteristic of Australian 
films, and since I'm attuned to a sense of place and remember 
reveling in the feeling of difference when I was in Australia 
I particularly appreciated the camera's giving me a chance to 
let that land-sense of mine have free play. That it was inte­
gral to the nature of the film itself gave it an inevitable 
appeal for me .

Is this theme of the land and its alienness.to the newcomer 
whites a central one to Australian cinema? I know that it is 
to Australian literature, at least to one branch of it. Jeanne 
Gomoll asked me this question in a letter last year, after see­
ing The Last Wave, Peter Weir's second film. She saw a theme 
of distrust of the land by European culture, which had imposed 
itself on an alien land that might take back what had been stolen 
at any moment. The only people truly in tune with the Australian 
land are the aborigines. It's a theme that appears in North 
American fiction, too, with the native Indians being the ones 
to learn from in learning to be native to this continent, but 
I've seldom seen the same sense of distrust, of marginalness-- 
perhaps because this continent is less different from Europe, 
especially in the areas that were first explored and settled, 
than is Australia.

Jeanne was thinking also of Walkabout, which is not Austral­
ian in its director, but which is fTlmed entirely in Australia 
and is thoroughly Australian in theme. It was those two films 
that I saw again recently (Walkabout for the first time since
it came out), and the two directors' different intense focusings
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