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TELEVISION

By GARRY RAFFAELE

Bug-EyedMonstersback in force

I
REFERyouto

'Project
UFO'

(CTC-7Saturday,6.30).There
mightevenbe timeswhenyou
wouldbe

tempted
to acceptit for

whatit claimsto be — a
"slightly"

fictionalisedaccountof the Amer-
ican Air Forcesearchfor the
BEMs.

Ah, I haveconfusedyou,wellsome
of you anyway. BEMs,you see,are
Bug-Eyed Monsters,familiarto us
who wiledaway the boredomand
pimplesof

adolescence

with Ray
Bradburyand Kornbluthand Clarke,

science fiction freaks.

'ProjectUFO'risesto noneof the
heights attained

by thattrioof writers

— I thinkthe seriesis the
try-out area

for aspiringSesameStreetscripters.

But it's the
tantalising "objectivity"

thatdoublesme up withmirth,the
refusalof the two earnestyoung clean-

cut
Americans

(whoI thinkcalledat
my frontdoorthisweektryingto bring

me backto Jesusand the Gospel)to
declareas certainthe existence of
creatures from beyond.

If theyareoutthereI wonderif
they

eavesdrop
on the

flaccidity
of

Parkinsonor the guinea-pigmove-
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mentsof Ronnie Corbett. No wonder,

I say,thattheyare
staying

outof
sight,waitingno doubtfor

Armaged-

don and the
destruction

of all tele-

visionsets.
* * *

NOT thatI disliketelevision at all.
Farfromit.The otherthreenucleiin
my

particular familial groupingoften
bemoanand bewailthe timeI spend,

slouched
in the beanbag,waitingfor

the nextJudy Garlandmovieor Brit-

ish documentary.

I haveevenbeenknownto have
watchedan entire'Countdown',

from
openingcreditsto finalfade.I'm
afraid thoughI couldn't handlelast
week's.LovelyEltonJohn,now better

knownas the managerof an out-of

Londonsoccerteam, simperedand
swannedhis way throughfouror five
minutes- and I was forcedto take
refugein the loungeroomand the
recordplayerand the EltonJohnof
yesteryear,

when he reallywas some
thing else, feathersand wide-eyed,

tinseland glitter,outrageous, wonder-

ful; fat behind wiggling and
jiggling.

Now he's had the
transplant,

you
know,the hair.And he'sreally seri-

ous,you know,the FrankSinatraof
his

generation.

I fearfor my daugh-

ter'staste— she wantedto go to
Sydneyfor the man'sconcert.

Then there'sdear Molly Meldrum.

SurelyAustralian

rock and roll de-
servesbetterthan that.

Me, I retreatedto Yellow Brick
Road,wrapping aroundme the most
cloyingcase of

galloping nostalgia
you
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arc
likely

to seethissideof theyear
beforelast.

I FINDmyselfdrawnto 1990
(ABC, Monday8.30pm).

But haveyou triedworkingout the
politicsof Jim Kyle (Edward Wood-
ward)and the baddiesof the Public

ControlDepartment? The closestI
cancomeis thatJamesis oneof your
Simon-pure,

small"I" liberals,fight-

ing the goodfight against
the

bureau-

crats and technocrats.

But are the meaniesof the Leftor

the Right?One weektheysoundlike
a TonyBennpublicservicegonemad,
the nextlikea cadreof Sir Keith

Joseph acolytes.

I thinkthat'scalled
havingit bothways.See,if your,
preferences

tendto the left,thenyou
castthe PCD in the

rightishmould

and vice versa.Sneakytrick,that!

Well, that'sthe theoryanyway.
SomehowI can'thelpfeelingit'sa
cop-out— and,if you mustknow,I
see the sons of bitches somewhere

to

the rightof GenghisKhan.

At leastit givesyouthe chanceto
buildin yourown

fantasy.Minesees
the

NationalFrontfillingsomesortof
powervacuumwiththeirown brand
of

nastiness

and Jim Kyleis me,
liberal

individualistic, crusadingjour-
nalist,facingout the

totalitarian,

beatingthemat theirown game,sip-

ping theirbrandyand ridingtheir
cars,but

subverting

the systemin a
daring,dazzlinggame of deception.
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Well,that'sthe imageafterthe third
whisky.I'm drawn,I think, because

the serieshas no real
intellectual

credibility but survives,even prospers
because

it is
crafted

so neatly— the
acting, writing, direction,photogra-

phy,all movestowardthe one end.
Clever,that.

* * *

TALKINGabout nostalgia(whichI
wasevenif you

weren't),

I spenta few
dayson

Norfolk Island
a weekor two

ago.Andtherewasno
telly.Justlike

pre-1956.Very
uplifting.

Made me
actually

talkto a few
people.

ButI did
missmy 'MASH'my

'Reginald
Per-

rin',my 'I,
Claudius'

my Sunday

NightMovie(well,sometimeat
least),and my

'Everyman'.

Therewas a blokeon the islandwho
had boughthimselfa videore-
corder/player.

Very
enthusiastic,

he
was,for the firstfew days.Even
bought

a few
cassettes

to putin the
machine. But then the noveltywore
off (mustbe

somcthing

to do withthe
balmynightsand the

avocadosgrow-

ing wildjust outside
the backdoor)

and the tubehasn'tlit up since.

Just thinkwhat he's missing.


