





























* THE BEST OF JOHN BANGSUND, No. 2

The search for this article by John Bangsund proved nearly as absorbing as the article
itself when I found 1t. I remembered that 'One Flash and You're Ash, Buster' was somewhere
in the first few mailings of ANZAPA (Australia and New Zealand Amateur Press Association),
but I hadn't realized that it was in the very first mailing -- 10 October 1968, when it was
still called APA-A, and its Official Editor was Leigh Edmonds, who has only recently dropped
out after nearly eighteen years of continuous membership. The members then were John
Foyster, John Bangsund, Peter Darling, Ron Clarke, Gary Woodman, Bruce Gillespie, Paul
Stevens, John Ryan, Gary Mason, and Leigh Edmonds. John Bangsund and I are the only two who
are still members (although we have both dropped out at one time or another), Gary Woodman
has disappeared altogether, John Ryan died a few years ago, and most of the rest are semi-
gafiated or removed to other kinds of fandom. (Bernie Bernhouse, also now gafiated, was a
member in October 1968 but did not have a contribution in the first mailing.)

One of the reasons why most Australian sf fans have joined ANZAPA at one time or another,
and why many have stayed members for long periods of time, is that in this manner they get
to read the works of John Bangsund. As you can see from the following, John acted as
recorder of Melbourne fannish happenings during the 1960s and early 1970s. Among the people
who appear most often in his pieces from that time are Diane, John's first wife, and Paul
Stevens, who is now married and living in Western Australia and who was then one of the
leading members of the Melbourne Science Fiction Club, especially its Fantasy Film Group.
Also mentioned in the following article is the Astor Theatre which, after lying derelict for
some years, has been redecorated and is now one of the main repertory cinemas in Melbourne.

ONE FLASH AND
YOU'RE ASH, BUSTER

by John Bangsund

(Reprinted with permission from The New Millennial Harbinger, No. 1, October 1968)

Paul Stevens tracked down a bloke who owns an almost complete run of the old Universal
serial Flash Gordon. For various reasons I will not identify him; let’s call him (hm, what's
something original?) Mr X.

With Paul I visited Mr X to see if there was any chance of screening the film for the MSFC's
Fantasy Film Group. There was indeed. Mr X stated his price and terms, all of them eminently
reasonable. They included the condition that he be allowed, if not to show the film himself
(since he is a qualified professional projectionist), at least to sit in the projection
booth with his precious film.

(I pause, lest there be any misapprehension, to point out that Paul is the Film Group
Secretary and I his typist, chauffeur, and witness, when available.)

Paul had already discussed with the owner of the Astor Theatre, St Kilda, the possibility of
hiring the place for Film Group screenings, and had reached an agreement with him. I shall
refer to him as Mr Thanatos; not to protect the innocent, but because I can't remember his
Hellenic-type name. (Mr Poneros? No, I'm guessing.) Paul had also discussed the matter with
Mr Thanatos's projectionist, a septuagenarian named (no covering up here; he can fend for
himself) Wally Waterford, and failed miserably to come to any agreement with him on certain
points. Mr Waterford, you see, hates horror films, and finds it difficult to discern the
difference between science fiction and horror. Paul at one point rather tactlessly mentioned
that he would love to screen Frankenstein sometime -~ and was nearly ejected bodily from the
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dealt with and activities or institutions are built up around them are all products of
economic, social, and pol{itical structures. They are not determined in any direct, simple,
or uniform way by human ‘nature’ or biology. Since this is a methodology and not just a
concept, devotees of social construction theory attempt to show how and why sexuality, for
example, might be ‘conceptualized, defined, labeled, and described' in different ways 'from
time to time and from culture to culture'. If this were just an affirmation of cultural
relativity, 1t would be attractive enough; as a methodology with a more or less empirical
basis, great potential for rigour, and enough modesty to avoid the wildly paradoxical
ambttions of, say, logical positivism, 1t is very satisfying. (How it might fit 1n with the
basic sociobiological imperative to preserve the genes I leave to fandom's double
inheritance theorists.) Social construction theory is a very science-fictional sort of idea,
because what's the underlying philosophy of sf if not the recognition of change permeating
the very thought habits of cultures, even 1f arising from something as supposedly
superficial or remote from culture as a new technology or a new scientific paradigm? This
philosophy 1is more than implicit in Delany's work, and 1t's neat to see that Delany was
involved in the conference that led to the book.

As seen by Vance, the task set by social construction theory in her field is 'to describe
and analyze how cultural connections are made between female bodies and what comes to be
understood as "women" and “"female sexuality”.’' Cultural assumptions or popularizations of
what women are like, or what the nature of the sexuality 1s or should be, are to be
dissected, challenged, to have scrutinized their contradictions and discontinuities, to have
revealed their multifarious origins and mysterious directions. Vance sets about elaborating
on some of the questions to be dealt with in such an anmalysis: what social formations have
organized the 'meaning' and shape of sexuality in our culture, and how? What multiple
sources of information, and what gaps in the information, are there about how sexuality is
constructed in our culture and its subcultures? What biases, motivations, implicit
assumptions are built into our available information? How is information on sexuality
transmitted across and between generations?

From this perspective, Yance concludes:

Sexuality may be thought about, experienced, and acted on differently according to age,
class, ethnicity, physical ability, sexual orientation and preference, reiigion, and
region. Confrontation with the complex intersection of social identities leads us away
from simple dichotomies (black/white, lesbian/heterosexual, working-class/middle-class)
toward recognizing the multiple fntersection of categories and the resulting complexity
of women's 1ived experience.

Though the paper fs less polemical than some that follow, Yance 1s clearly exploding the
idea of a monolithic and biologically programmed 'female sexuality' -- passive, nurturant,
romantic, process-orientated, and monogamous -- replacing it with a startling pluralism. She
attacks dogmatic feminists for setting up a false and divisive ideology based on strict
boundaries between 'the good and the bad, believers and unbelievers', insists that feminism
is 'sexually radical' and must speak to the issue of oppression: 'not only the oppression of
male violence, brutality, and coercion which it has already spoken about eloquently and
effectively, but also the repressfon of female desire that comes from ignorance,
invisibility, and fear.' Ultimately, Yance enjoins that feminists move, positively, 'toward
pleasure, agency, self-definition' and not just, negatively, 'away from danger and
oppression': 'To persist amid frustrations and obstacles, feminism must reach deeply into
women's pleasure and draw on this energy.'

The central idea of Vance's essay is the social construction of sexuality, an idea that is
used as the basis for a pluralistic account of female sexuality. Central to Alice Echols's
'The Taming of the Id' is a simpler concept, but one which I had never seen develcped
before, certainly not by a radical feminist writer: that of cultural feminism. Echols begins
by pronouncing that recent feminists have developed ‘a more highly prescriptive
understanding of sexuality' than their predecessors -- 'one which in some crucial ways is
antithetical to early feminist sexual politics'. She goes on immediately to distinguish
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outside world, a perfectly closed system in the thermodynamic sense, where entropy has free
play. Not even the highest floors are spared; even they get their portion of decay:

Along corridors strewn with uncollected garbage, past biocked disposal chutes and
vandalized elevators, moved men in well-tailored dinner-jackets. Elegant women 1ifted
Tong skirts to step over the debris of broken bottles. The scents of expensive after-
shave Totions mingled with the aroma of kitchen wastes. (p. 92)

But the continuing decay is not only a question of dirt and dust. It can also be seen in the
way people look, despite the chic of the highest classes. Hygienic precautions are not taken
seriously, there is no interest in regular food or water, a bath is unthinkable. Getting
drunk as quickly as possible is the only rule. Social order breaks down: people move at
random to other floors, change partners, and degrade into a primitive tribal system that
consolidates floors and barricades their boundaries. Civilized conventions have been Tost.
Entropy is twofold: on the one hand, the degradation of the material environment
(accumulation of human dirt, destruction, lack of hygiene); and on the other hand, the decay

of morality (the dentist Steele strangles a kitten he has found in a flat while Laing
watches in fascination).

But the entropy of morality is a decay of morale as well. Wilder's wife, who cannot follow
her husband's social and topographical climb and cannot comprehend it (even if she ends up
on the top floor, a servant of Royal) retreats into herself more and more and tries to
maintain a normal 1iving pattern although her apartment has been wrecked. Steele descends
still further into decay:

Dressing up corpses and setting them in grotesque tableaux was a favourite pastime of
the dentist's. His imagination, repressed by all the years of reconstructing his
patients' mouths, came alive particularly when he was playing with the dead. The
previous day Laing had blundered into an apartment and found him painting a bizarre
cosmetic mask on the face of a dead account-executive, dressing the body 1ike an
overblown drag-queen in a voluminous silk nightdress. (p. 150)

Laing falls under his influence for some time, and follows him on his violent trips. Apirt
from that, he has some kind of perverse relationship with his sister:

Laing enjoyed her wheedling criticism of hinm, as he tried to satisfy her pointiess
whims. A1l this was a game, but he relished the role of over-dutiful servant dedicated
to a waspish mistress, a devoted menial whose chief satisfaction was a total lack of
appreciation and the endless recitation of his faults. (p. 148)

Wilder and Laing do not understand the extent to which their behaviour has been degraded,
especially in the way they threaten their next of kin and fellow tenants. The old civilized
self has been displaced by some freer self, but that freedom entails cruelty and a wish to
dominate. The more profound the entropy, the more primitive these obsessions become. Even
the clans, born out of necessity, are subject to entropic decay; they split into smaller
enclaves made up merely of a few adjoining flats, and later divide into small roaming groups
and individuals 'who built man-traps in empty apartments or preyed on the unwary in deserted
elevator lobbies' (p. 133). Under the pressure of decay, even the most primitive of tribal
groups cannot hold together. ‘Strangely enough, Royal reflected, they would soon be back
where they had begun, each tenant isolated within his own apartment' (p. 134).

Royal's servants and women leave him, and he becomes obsessed by final victory over the
whole building. He sees himself going downstairs with his dogs and the birds that have
gathered on the roof, opening all the apartments like cages in a zoo. But the reality is
different: confronted by the other tenants of the upper floor he, once their leader, is made
to look a fool. Silence finally descends on the building:

The residents of the high-rise remained where they were, hiding behind the barricades
in their apartments, conserving what was left of their sanity and preparing themselves
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of Faure I hear, the more I 1ike it.

A qualification about my comment on Glenn Gould. I feel that he played around with the
dynamics (speeds, shadings, etc.) to suit himself, whereas Bach's music treated
according to the dynamics of baroque style speaks for itself, and is sufficiently
uplifting. Back in 1970 my piano teacher put me on to Rosalyn Tureck's playing. She is
closest to the mark, as she is a real student of Bach and his times.

A final special recommendation: Christopher Hogwood's Academy of Ancient Music, on

L'Oiseau-Lyre, playing three quartets and a fantasy for flute, viola, cello and
fortepiano. Perfection in music-making.

Books: This year I've been catching up on fantasy. I loved Lord of the Rings, and found
Jack Vance's Lyonesse very satisfying. But best of all was William Morris's Waters of
the Wondrous Isles. The medieval style is a slog initially, but eventually I was caught

by the rhythm of it. Birdalone is one of the most mature characters I've met in a work
of this type.

Other enjoyable tomes this year include Mythago Wood, Knut Hamsun's Love and Hunger, and
a factual work, Robert S. Richardson's The Star Lovers, a collection of biographies of

men of science, put together in a way that illustrates the progress of astronomy and
cosmology.

(4 September 1986)
Thanks for the recommendations. Onward to a CD-led bankruptcy.

ANDY SAWYER
1 The Flaxyard, Woodfall Lane, Little Neston, South Wirral L64 4BT, England

I enjoyed the 1ists in TMR 7/8, as I always do. Glad to see Richard and Linda Thompson
top of your popular records 1ist. I don't buy too many records nowadays, but I did fork
out for Richard Thompson's solo Across a Crowded Room, which is in many ways an
extraordinary album, even for him. I saw him do a solo acoustic version of 'Love in a
Faithless Country' which was utterly chilling, but the album version {s weird by any
standards. And 'She Twists the Knife Again' is probably the most vitriolic song since
'Positively 4th Street'. Yet 'When the Spell is Broken' is vintage Thompson -- mournful,
chugging and melodic.

Books? Editing Paperback Inferno doesn't give me the chance to think about really
memorable books. Far too often I find myself reading high-quality garbage or
magnetically interesting trash. However... Diana Wynne Jones's Fire and Hemlock is an
outstanding retelling of the 'Tam Lin' legend in a modern setting while, to continue the
faint Fairport Convention theme that has slipped into this letter, the autobiography of
John ‘Babbacombe’ Lee, The Man They Cou]dn'tlﬂgﬂg, which inspired the album Fairport
made when Richard Thomﬁgaﬁ'ﬁz?f—zﬁg band, has recently been reissued, and it's a
gripping read. (Partly because, as the introduction suggests, Lee was probably guilty,
but if he wasn't, there may well have been some strange conspiracies and relationships
going on.)

The last memorable book I read was The Penguin Book of Caribbean Poetry, which has
opened my eyes to a wonderfully rich 1iterature. We had a 'Caribbean Week' on TV
recently, and one of the highlights for me was the club poet Michael Smith reading
Shelley, which shed a new light on both reggae/club poets and Shelley.

The only current possibility is the new Ray Bradbury, Death is a Lonely Business.
Despite all the guff about what a literary writer Bradbury is, T find lines like 'Every
time it is a damp dreary November in my soul I know it is high time to go from the sea
again, and let someone cut my hair' (page 58) just bring me out in a fit of giggles.
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o Timbuk-3: Greetings from Timbuk-3
# Stephane Grappelli: Stephanova
The Pretenders: Learning to Crawl
‘til tuesday: Voices Carry
Jackson Browne: The Pretender
*+  Bruce Hornsby and the Range: That's the Way It Is
*+ Georgia Satellites
Sting: Dream of the Blue Turtles
Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers: Southern Accents
* -~ 1986 release (I think)
+ =1 won it from a radio station
# = Got it from the library.

I guess I'd place Emmylou Harris's E on my also-rans list, too, because [ love
everything she does with her voice, but it's not up there with my all-time favourite
Emmylou albums -- some of which rank on my alltime favourite 1ist, period.

You may or may not be able to guess that my acquisition of a record runs a bit behind
its appearance on the market, barring special circumstances. Look for me to acquire soon
the Eagles' Desperado, Dire Straits's Love Over Gold, Anita Baker's Rapture, The Babys'
Anthology, U2's War, ZZ Top's Eliminator, The Judds' Rockin® with the Rhythm, Steve
Winwood's Back in the High Life (hesitantly), Eric Clapton's August, Genesis's Invisible
Touch (which a friend wants a tape of) and, of course, Johnny Cash's Rainbow. These
record clubs and their $1.99 sales are murder. (By the way, Georgia Sateilites are good
country rockers in sort of a Jerry Lee Lewis-ish way. Perhaps they would be your cup of

tea.) (1 June 1987)

Georgia Satellites certainly would be my cup of tea (coffee, in my case). The record wasn't
released here until well into 1987, and then I waited for the CD. Does damaging things to
the speakers, but good fun to play very loud. I'm annoyed that Desperado is the only Eagles
album not to be released on CD. Don't bother about Back in the High Life or August. Borrow
both of them and tape the two good tracks on each. =: Your lists -- books and records --
overlap mine fairly well, and I'11 look out for some items I don't know. I read The Plague
and The Heart of the Matter for Matric. (Year 12) English Literature, and didn't 1ike Camus
much then. The Plague is one of those many books I gobbled up -- and regurgitated onto an
exam paper -- during my malformative years and now must go back to. The 01d Gringo has just
appeared here in Picador paperback. :: I'm now told that the versi?oﬁeeping Tom that I
saw on TV has lost lots of footage from the original. _—_

DAVID LANGFORD
94 London Road, Reading, Berkshire RGl 5AU, England

Well, you know how it is: there are the hot-shit fanzines that are without a doubt Where
It's A11 Happening, and there are the null fanzines that shrivel like candy floss as you
try to devour them, and then there are a few meaty ones that don't loudly call attention
to themselves but sit around (usually under an old bushel) quietly demanding to be re-
read. After reading again through TMR 7/8, which seems to have been in the pile of stuff
at my bedside for most of a year, I feel I should flatteringly point out that you're
definitely publishing a closely encounterable fanzine of the third kind. Thanks.

(Pause to consider and abandon a fast-food theory of sf success. A book that hits
immediately and hard with that deep-down tang of literary monosodium glutamate tends to
get awards and all that. The books I find require re-reading from time to time could be
classed as more filling through less spectacular: Little, Big didn't exactly get
showered with awards, did it? Fast-food gnalogy eventually abandoned on grounds of
dismaying triteness and unsafe implication that re-reading anything at all constitutes
the dog returning to its vomit. Oops.)

Judith Hanna's explanation, that hardened con-goers demand high-quality events to stay
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Clearly, David Grigg functions as your double, and all the correspondences that Yvonne
Rousseau point out are on target, but to say that you've been vouchsafed a vision of the
'Great Goddess' and leave it at that begs the issue of what the Great Goddess is to you
and you to her that you should dream of her. (Allusion to Hamiet there, please note.) I
have a fairly extensive sense of your relation to the great swimming pool of art, since
your magazines are about that; but as to your relation with the Great Goddess, there you
would have to hire yourself a Jungian and spend a decade drawing blueprints of yourself,
and then you might get back an interesting 'interpretation'. But actually it doesn't
sound 1ike you should have to. Both dreams are so upbeat that you should consider them
Certificates of Good Mental Health and leave it at that.

I can't resist the following anecdote. It was sometime in 1969 and I'd returned to
psychotherapy (everyone in NYC went to therapy of one kind or another in those days),
after a mild dose of unrequited love. I'd gone to perhaps five or six sessions and was
Just beginning to enjoy it, when my therapist -- a man of wonderfully sound and subtle
insight -- declared that not only was I of sound mind but that I was preternaturally
well integrated. Not an exact quote, and of course the question would always remain: did
he really mean it or was he just saying goodbye in a diplomatic way? But it did the
trick as well as Dumbo's feather: since then I've never doubted my essential Mental
Health, nor felt any further need for therapy. After all, as a writer, I can tell my
dreams to the world at large, and be paid for it to boot.

(21 August 1986)

After an incident in 1976 rather similar to yours (except that this was an encounter-group
situation, not one-to-one therapy) I came to the same conclusion about my Certificate of
Mental Health. (In the encounter group I met people who really had problems, and realized
that I had none, so I quit the group after two sessions.) That's not the problem, as you can
see from my reply to Andrew Whitmore's long letter. I just want to know the best way of
spending the rest of my life. Do I, in fact, have much say in the matter? Should I drift
along for however many years I have left? Should I expend huge amounts of energy into
breaking free from my current patterns of thought? Or will Life bounce me on a new course

anyway, as happened regularly during my twenties? When I write down my dreams, I am looking
for the Big Answers, you know.

Thanks for the comments about the orchestra and the swimming pool. Nobody else -- including

me -- made that vital connection, although it is one of two or three central happenings in
that dream.

If 'David Grigg' in the second dream is my alter ego, then so must be 'Roger Weddall' and
the female figures. However, I've always seen the character of the real-life Roger as being
quite opposite from mine; he's easy-going, sociable, friendly to a fault, et cetera. It's a

real challenge ~- perhaps the challenge offered by the dream -- to find in myself any Roger-
like characteristics.

If 1 don't print all the letters that came in response to THR 9, it's because they've been
displaced by the following masterpiece, a stretch of writing that I could never have

anticipated when I published that issue. Being a fanzine editor can be a very gratifying
experience:

ROBERT JAMES MAPSON
(address already given)

1 find The Metaphysical Review 9 fascinating. Dreams, religion, myth, psychology, and
philosophy are an abiding interest of mine. As far as I'm concerned there are no
distinctions between them; they represent the same numinous aspect of the human mind
approached from different directions. The goal, the mystery at the centre of the
temenos, is the same in each case. As I did not receive your original Dream Issue, I'n
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PATRICK NIELSEN HAYDEN (and, I should think, TERESA NIELSEN HAYDEN, although I didn't hear
directly from her) was very helpful during a very strange period of fannish time when
Australians felt cut off from the greater world. We heard that Ted White had been put in
jail only after it happened. People who had met Ted at the 1986 World Convention or before
knew that he'd been arrested, and could possibly be incarcerated for a long time. In the
end, Ted served about three months, and wrote there a series of remarkably interesting
letters. They were photocopied and distributed by various friends of Ted. Patrick and Teresa
arranged that I should receive Ted's Letters from Prison. Patrick also sent a very long
letter telling me the circumstances leading up to Ted's Jail term. Patrick would not want it
quoted, although almost all the important details have appeared in fanzines during the last
year or so. Thanks to the Nielsen Haydens, and to Ted, for making the best of a very
difficult time. During his time in jail, Ted met the lady who became his wife early this
year,

DAVID RUSSELL wrote in September last year: 'Thanks for turning me on to A Prairie Home

* Companion; my Saturdays are now spent waiting for it to come on.' Now you must be cursing
me, David, for introducing you to the show; perhaps you still spend Saturdays waiting for
PHC to come on. Thanks for the article from the July 1986 Esquire: Garrison Keillor on
TLust'. 'Should a person who writes an article on lust in a men's magazine as widely
distributed as Esquire is still be considered a shy person?... The "Shy Person of the Year
Award” doesn't strike me as an award that you can win more than once -- unless, of course,
you refuse to accept it when offered 1t a second time. This would force the judges to give
it to you for, after all, if you didn't want it again it was because you were too shy.'

JACK HERMAN has this bracing comment on fanzine ideology: 'Your answer [to the quartet of
critics in TMR 7/8] appears to be saying that the editor's job is to sit at home and wait
for articles and hope they are interesting. If you are not out hustling in the marketplace,
as the latest jargon of the real world has it, it is no wonder that you are not getting the
sort of article that is appearing in Tigger, Sikander, Space Wastrel and, god help us, Wahf-
jgll: We are all showing that it is possible to have articles that don't concentrate solely
on sf as subject matter. And while Larrikin demonstrates the “thin and frequent® idea that
Foyster was pushing, the other zines tend to be pudgier and less regular. If you have an
idea of what you want TMR to do, solicit articles that refiect it. Anything else that turns
up will be serendipity. Foyster's comparing fanzines to public transport is a little
farfetched, but let's go with it for a moment. Public transport needs to appeal to a massive
cross-section of society. It must try to plBase as many as possible all the time. On the
other hand, fanzines are an elitist undertaking, 1ncestuous and self-involving. We, as
faneds, are not trying to please everyone, but the small coterie of regular readers and
traders. Some can be satisfied by small and fast zines, others by big irregulars. To me, The
Mentor shows the problem of trying to produce a regular medium-to-large zine -- it is -
frequently, nay almost always, mediocre or worse. Me, I prefer to wait until I have the
articles I want (and sufficient money) to produce (and mail) WF. That means it comes out
irregularly, and varies between 30 and 40 pages.' Well, of course 1 agree with you, but I
like depending on serendipity. Often I don't know what potential contributors have in them
until they write it; I don't know what they feel passionately about until they tell me. I
suppose I don't want articles that are merely written to fill space in a fanzine; I would
1ike‘I!5 to be the magazine where you send your best stuff about your own favourite
subjects, exactly those subjects you couldn't approach in other fanzines because, say, they
were not fashionable, or cool, or whatever.

Maybe all I'm trying to say is that I wanted the TMR train to take a different track from
the SF Commentary train, but it keeps switching points and heading straight back to the old
line. So be it... until I can switch the points again.

ANDY SAWYER did me the kind a favour I cannot repay: he sent me the Times obituary of James
Hanley. I didn't know Hanley was dead, since a new novel of his appeared not long ago.
Hanley was, as I suspected, a giant of a literary man. He had been everywhere and written
much, but the power of his writing has not been recognized by many, probably he was a writer
who identified himself unashamedly with the working class during his whole life.

116 . TR 11/12/13












TOM WHALEN: 'Your Top 25 Favourite Books for 1986... Hanley, yes. Larkin has been one of my
two or three favourite poets for years. Good for you for reading Austen and James. (I like
Mansfield Park and The Ambassadors the most by those two)... I had a productive leave in
Europe: wrote one nove1 one novella, 12 stories, and an essay on Wim Wenders's Alice in the
Cities. And I have 10 stories (the usual amount) forthcoming in literary magazines.' Don't
make me more exhausted than I usually feel, Tom. Thanks for sending your own Top Twenty
Tists (June 1986-June 1987): They were:

Fiction: The Mystery of the Sardine (Stefan Themerson); General Piesc, or The Case of the

Forgotten Mission (Themerson) The Handyman (Penelope Mortimer); Nothing (Henry Green);
Doting (Green); The Assault (Harry Mulish); The Corpse Dream of N. Petkov (Thomas
McGonigle); Across (Peter Handke); Ubik: The Screenplay (Philip K. Dick); Sentimental
Education (Gustave Flaubert); Blood Meridian, or The Evening Redness in the West (Cormac
McCarthy); A Life (Wright Morris); The Blind Men and the Elephant (Russell M. Griffin); They
Shoot Horses, Don't They? (Horace McCoy); The Paper Men (William Golding); A Perfect Spy
" (John Le Carre); Gloria Mundi (Eleanor Clark); Who Was Changed and Who Was ‘Dead (Barbara
Comyns); I1lywhacker (Peter Carey); Savage Night (Jim Thompson); The Enchanter (Vladimir
Nabokov}.

Films: Vampyr (Dreyer); Alice in the Cities (Wenders); Alphaville (Godard); Menage (Blier);
The Fly (Cronenberg); Two English Girls (Truffaut); The Blind Director (Kluge); Wild
Strawberries (Bergman) Beyond Therapy (Altman) High ar and Low (Kurosawa) The Osterman

Darling Clementine (Ford); The Elephant Man (Lynch); Texas Chainsaw Massacre II (Hooper),
Heart of Glass (Herzog); Family Elgz_(Hi?EﬁEock); The Hitcher (Harman); Re-animator
(Gordon); Swimming to Cambodia (Demme); Chaos (Taviani Brothers); Finders Keepers (Lester);
Psycho IIT {Perkins); Tell Them Willie Boy Is Here (Polansky): Ivan's Childhood (Tarkovsky).

Where I've read or seen those, I'11 agree with you, Tom: I've read the Flaubert and Griffin
on the Books 1ist (and haven't heard of most of them), and seen the Godard, Bergman, Ford,
and Hitchcock on the Films list.

And last (maybe?) but not least {how could anything be least in this magazine of infinite
possibilities?), is a recent letter from:

GUIDO EEKHAUT (Berkenhoflaan 13, 3030 Leuven [Heverleel, Belgium), who wishes to migrate to
Australia, with his wife and two children -- aged four and seven -- and would 1ike as much
information as possible from TMR about jobs, salaries, prices, places to live, etc. I
suggested to Guido that he apply immediately to the Australian embassy, since he might have
to wait forever for the right to migrate, and to apply for jobs. I said that of course the
only place to live was Melbourne, and as evidence sent an average copy of the Saturday
morning Age. If that doesn't frighten him off, nothing will. (More effectively, I could send

him a copy of the Age Green Guide, showing the putrid tv programs offered here in a full
week. )

Before finishing the issue, here's something I promised in No. 10. I wrote it for my
FAPAzine, but has had to wait until it's a year late to appear in TMR:

Footnote to The Metaphysical Review 10:

FAVOURITE SHORT STORIES 1986

1 'Dance of the Happy Shades' by Alice Munro (Dance of the Happy Shades)
2 'I, Maureen' by Elizabeth Spencer (The Stories of ‘Elizabeth Spencer)
3 'Deep End' by J. G. Ballard {The Terminal Beach)
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