=

&
VoM ANGCI S€D M

SEUNIED
MULLET 3

YNovember 1975

by, Hhe's (558 aoo
BEN MDICK,

JOMN JRERRY, LEIGH €DMONDS,
URSULA [eGUIN, SUSAN (LI0O0D,
CRREY HANDFIELD, ROR TUCKER,
JACK CHALKER, MIKE GLICKSOHN,
SHERYL BIRKHERD, (WACTER
BURCEY GRIFFIT, MED BROOKS,
STU TAIT, JORAM SERRANO, JAKE
(ORLDMAN, BOBBY SAXRY,
ROSEMARIE BECL, RUNE FORSGREY,
ROBIN JOMNSON, FRED PATTEN,
DOVt FITCH, GRACE § pon CUNDRY,
PAUL STEVENS, GERALD FORD,

¥ TIORMAN. QUNSTON, *
TERRY SOUTHERM, MIGUEL DE
CERUANTES, TECLY SAVACAS,
RUSTY Heverm, PETER KNOX,
SAMUEL ©. DECANY, BRUCE
QICCESPIE, 130B SICVERBERG,
GOUGH WMHITLAM & ENOCH POWELL
ove mentioned, among others



" POSTSCRIPT i

Regular readers of the stuff I contribute
to mailings of FAPA and ANZAPA will be
accustomed to the s11ly things I have =aid
in this 4ssue. They know that mast of my
stuff is composed on stencil, that I drink
too much while compasing it, that I have a
tendency to exaggerate, that (above all)
what I write for my friends in the amnteur
publishing associations is not necessarily
my last word on any given subject. When
writing for a wider audience I usually take
rather more care in what I say and how I
say it.

This issue of STUNNED MULLET started cut as
a contribution to the November mailing of
the Fantasy Amateur Press Associaticen.
Scmewvhere along the line I decided 1t would
alsc be a contribution ta the Octohber
majling of the Australian and New Zgaland
Amateur Publdishing Association (cur seventh
anniversary mailing: three cheers for
Leigh Edmonds and ANZAPA! Ta.). Then I
thought I should run a few extra copies,
for peaple who haven't heard from me

lately and recent correspondents who have
never heard from me. Suddenly there were
200 copies of this thing, and therefore a
lot of readers vho are not used to the way
I earry on. Hence this intreductory PS.

STUNRED MULLET is not for sale, and not
normally available to anyone not a member
of FAPA or ANZAPA. Thia issue is therefore
an exception. If you crave further
exceptions, you will have te convince me
somehow that I should send them to you.
Meney, alaas, will get you nowhere.

PHILOSOPHICAL GAS 4s my regular (or
thereabouts) genzine. You can get that in
trade for your fanzine, for letters of
comment, or for 34.00 per year.

And I am reliably informed that early next
year I shall be resurrecting AUSTRALIAN
SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW. I am editor,
printer and publisher; John Foyster is
Review Editor. ASFR will not be included
in FAPA or ANZAPA mailings. Uith very few
exceptions, it will not be available by way
of trade. There will be no payment for
contributions, but contributors vill remain
on the mailing 1ist for as long as John and
I think they deserve to. The subscription
is A84.00 per year. If you want to sce
ASFR, and if you are a memter of FAPA cor
ANZAPA, or if you do not receive any further
notice of ASFR by 1 January, say, it's up to
you to tell me you want it. Please don't
gend money: 1'11 send you a bill, (Then

you can send money. yes.)
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AMONG the 'cthers' is Ben Indick, who asked me to write a great report on the
Thirty-third Yorld Science Fiction Caonvention (not just for him, of coursa, but
for all seventeen aof those wonderful people wha read and enjoy my stuff). Yell,
let me tell you thnt the moment I arrived home from Melbourmne I started writing
my repert. T wrote eight pnges about the trip back from Melbourne. They're
around somewhere. I never quite gat to writing about what hapgened during the
five or six days before that. I recall, however, that it was a most pleasant and
hectic experience. Oh, and far tooc many people, too - I should mentian that.
Over six hundred at times, so I'm told. ('It's an anomaly' John Berry told me,
that laat night at the tomato sauce tasting, and he should know. Actually he
could have told me anything and I would bave burst intc schs as I did then, on
hearing my favourite tcmatc sauce or my favourite warldcon - I'm not sure which
he meant, and it doesn't matter - described as an anomaly. That night, lesa than
half an hour before I lurchnd intc Edmeonds's wretched ple-and-suuce avening, I
had taken my leave aof Ursula - and that's when the convention anded. 'Come
again' I said tc her. She aaid 'I'd love to', that's all, and the 1ights
changed, there on the corner of Bourke and Exhibition Streets, and I walked away
from her ta the Southerm Cross mauscleum. To Edmonds's pie-night and John Berry
aitting talking about this ancmaly, the last of the small worldeons.) I sti11
reckan there were far too many peaple.

I remember when you could go to a worldcon with two shillings, and there'd he
fourteen ceaple there, and you'd come avay with twopence change! (Ah, them was
days, eh, Jules! Just you and me and H.G. and them neafans. Ah yas.)

Leigh Edmonds, who continually disgraces FAPA by forgetting that membership of our
Associntion requires him to be an cld fan and tired, asked me to write a piece far
him about wvhat hnppened in Canberra after the convention. 1 manticned the threat
of an early election, tho increase in bus fares and the roadworks cn Beleconnen
Way (part of our Digging Up The Roads Plan For Diaruption Of Traffic Scheme), but
he hinted gently that other happenings were upmoat in wvhat he is pleased ta eall
his mind. So I vrate tho following bhilge for him.

EARLY ELECTION THREAT SCARE QUTED BY PM
Indan Invasiaon Nat On Claim

ABOUT 10.30pm on Thursday 21 August I dreamt n erazy dream about forty-seven
American fans ringing ocur docrbell, Sally nudged me ever sa gently and said
'There are forty-seven American fans at the door!' I woke up sufficiently ta put
on my VIP drassing-gown before going tc the doaor and switching on a few lightsa.
Blinking at the assembled throng, I remarked in my most haspitable manner 'Den't
stand cut there in the celd. Go home!' Ignoring this polite imperative, Susan
Yced, John Berry and Carey Handfield (heavily disguised in a Nebraska accent)
slipped in before I could slam the door. I still don't know who the other forty-
four were. Either I imagined them or they went home.

Ye sat around and talked and had a few drinks for a few hours, then went ta bed.
It was 11.30pm and ve'd all had enough. T slept ritfully. 1 kept an having
nightmares about Susan Woad and John Berry being in cur house, and forty-tva
faceless fans milling ahout cur front garden, sullenly cheering the effarts of
Jack Chalker and Bob Tucker to slip down our chimnoy simultancously.

On Friday morning 1 swept all the bottles, foad secraps, fanzines, cata etc. into
a neat pile in the loumgeroom where Sally would find them without any trcuble wvhen
she came home from work, and noticed while doing this a figure resambling Carey
Hondfield asleep in the room. I poured mysalf a stiff coffee. The figure roused
itself. It now lacked like Carey Handfield in pyjamas, which further alarmed me.
Fans don't wear pyjamas. I poured myself another stiff ceffee, and Carey came
back intc the room and nsked if he could have some. ‘Handfield' I said 'is it
true that you are here in my loungercom in pyjamas?' ‘It 1s' he said. 'Is it




possible that Susan Yood and John Berry are somevhere in this housa?' I asked
politely. 'They are' he said. I opened a bottle.

I forpet exactly what we all did that day, apart from talking R lat and walking
all aver town lacking for string, post offices and toy koalasa and bhaving lunch
about 3 and driving up Mount Ainslie to loock at Canberra. Abh, it's coming back
to me now. We found this bloke up Mount Ainslie whe'd loeked his keys in his car,
and I said 1'd ring the NRMA when we got tack down. I did. They asked me for
his membarship number, and I said he'd locked his ecard in the car; they asked me
for the car's registration number, and I said 1'd forgotten to note it. The NRMA
bloke sort of sighed and said he would send a service van up the mountain real
scon. I muspeat he didn't really beliave me. If you're ever up Mount Adnslie and
you see this bloke looking bungry and confused cutside a brownish Ford Escort,
would you mind telling him that I rang NRMA for him? Ta.

Abcut 5 we sent Carey cut to the airpert to pick up Mike Glickschn and Sheryl
Birkhead. I didn't baelieve he would oocme back with them, especially since I'd
given him a map of Waukegan, I1lincia, inatead of Canberra, A.C.T., but he did.

I keep on forgetting that Burley Criffin came from Illincis. Suddenly we had a
house full of fans, and 1 felt a strange sense aof deja vu (that's Latin for ‘'When
does this convention end!‘).

Abcut 9 we wera all milea awny in the depths of sinful New South VWales, eating
unproncunceable Yugaslavian food at one of my favourite 1ittle restauranta in
Queanbeyan. Ask John Berry what the stuff was called: he made a note of it. It
wasn't cevapeici, alas, but at least John achieved one of his other ambitions: we
had a 1966 Kaiser Stuhl J426 (and a fow cther distinguished Australian reds that
just happened to be lying about the place). Yhen we all rolled hcme we found a
note under the door that confirmed my fond imaginings of the previous evening.

I quate: ‘'Ve vas here but you vas nat, so it goes. Ue are at the Lytham Flag
Inn. Ned Bracks, Cpalker, Stu Tait, Joan Serrana, Jake ¥aldman.' VWe consulted
maps of Canberra (and Yaukegan, Taranto, Vancouver nnd Gaithersburg) and could
find nc place called Lytham Flag, or even Lytham, sc we decided it was all a hoax
and got down to some maore sericus talldng and drinking.

Saturday morning: a bright, sunny. unseascnable Canberm day. Beside me on the
back steps 4s John Berry. UYe are drinking Cuinness and thers is between us a
profound sensa of communion of mutual fondness and respect, of wonder, wvell-being
and hangover. UYe do not speak. Behind us, on the porch, Carey and Mike are
playing table tennis. QOccasionally one of them ateps in the eats' focd and there
is a polite, gentlemanly cath muttered, Sheryl, Susan and Sally are on the lawn
befare us, playing with the cats and talking lady talk. If fandom did not exist
I think again tao myself, it would need to be inventad, if aonly for idyllic

moments like this.

During the afterncon we all sat around listening toc an incredible record sent me
by Rune Forsgren, a Swedish fan. If you see this, Rune, we would like you to knav
that we loved Lundsten's 'Nordisk Natursymfoni nr.1'., Thank you for sending it ta
me, and I promise to write real scon now.

Then some of us went off and invaded the Private Cellar Club (the anly 1iquer
business ever to have its stock list in FAPA?), whers I picked up a few dozen
bottles to replenish my dwindling post-convention stores, and Mike failed to
convince the cellar-master of the virtues of Canadian wines. Susan was back at

4 Hartley Street, writing har con report for Locus, and Selly wvas there, tog,
wvondering whether she waa coocking enough heef stroganoff and kitseh lorraine (in
France i1t's called quiche lorraine, I know, but we only have the Australian stuff)
to feed seven. Mike, John, Sharyl and Carey agreed with me that wa should drive
up Red Hill to leck at Canberma from the back end, but the Renault (which has a
mind of its own) developed a flat tyre, sc we didn't.

Ye ware just about to settle down to dinner when Robin Johnsen, Fred Patten and
Don Fitch arrived. Sally panicked, of course, but I knew we cculd rely on her
lovely heavy hand. Moat of the ten of us had second helpings. About 8 we ware
joined by Bebby Saxby and Rosemarie Bell. (Ms Saxby steod unsuccesafully for the
local Assembly election some montha ago, and I'm aorry I didn't vote for her; the
musty corridors of power could do with some fans of her capacity. Rosemarie ia
one of my trusty unsung collators| she learnt the art twc years ago by helping
Sally put the Campball bock together, While I supervised, yes,) Twelve isn't a
Inrge number for a party, but even 2o we aplit into at least three sub-parties
befare long, with sercon fandom in the livingroem, fannish fandem in the dining-



room and dish—washing fandom 4n tha kitchan. I dimly reeall talking until all
hours with Babby and Rosemarie in my junk-rccm (or study, as I scmetimes ecall 1t)
long after the othars had departed or gone to hed.

Sunday wao sad. Uae didn't want all these wonderful peaple to ga. There ware hugsa,
ki sses and wild promiseas all round ('See you in Kanaaa City!' far sxampls), and
Don Fitch appeared in the far distance just in time far all of ua tao wave to him.
(He had stayed at the Canbarra Youth Hostel. A man of great fortitude, 41s Dan.)
Then Carey, John and Susan set off far Sydney, Robin, Fred and Don for tha Snowy
Mountains, and Sharyl, Mike, Sally and I for the airport. I hate leave-takings,
and shall gloss ovar our fealinge at thias time.

Fred and Rohin stayed with us that night, and we learnt a 1ot about all kinds af
things we naver knew we were intereated in.

On Manday, confident that "“lie last North Americans had dribbled cut of Canberm,
we found ocurselves dead tired and attempting toc play hast ta Grace and Dan Lundry.
A delightful couple they are, tac, and ve enjcyed their company. I fargive them
rendily 1f they did not enjoy oura: we were naot exactly at cur sparkling beat by
then.

On Hedneaday I came down agnin with the dreaded Canberm lurgi with gallaping irrdtas.
On Thursday Sally conducted her first marringe ceremony. It is now Sunday 31 August
and the 33rd World Science Fiction Convention seems a long way in the past. If cnly
I could get over the lingoring suapicion that Don Fitch is atill cut there at the
hostel, nnd that forty-seven American fans wvho missed the flight are going ta ring
our doarbell tonight...

- e

4 October: The abave article, only slightly unrevised, appeared in Leigh Edmonds's
Fanaev Sletter 42, 23.9.75. If this means you hesve read 1t twice, my
apclogias. If you haven't ceen it before, and you are Australian, I'm not sure why
you are getting Stunned Mullet. All Australian trufans, and all really aware fans
throughout the five cornmers of the known globe, subscribe to Leigh's rubbishy 1ittle
newszine. Two miserable dollars for ten issues (that's cheap, dammit!) from Leigh -
PO Box 74 Balaclava, Vie. 3183. (In America, 83 for ten from the Luttrells, 525
¥. Main, Madison, WI 53703.) Ends free advt for worthy couase.

I wvasn't joking abcut the Canberra lurgi and galleping irrits. 1 seem to get a cold
about Easter each year here, and I'm astuck with it until about November. During
those seven months ar sa I am easy prey for any wag around, and this year's flu has
been quite naaty There were two kinds, both with the usual cold symptoms, cne with
sore throat and foggy head, the other with diarrhcea, and I've bad bath, off and on,
serarately and together. I'm not sure haw I got through the convention. Certainly
since the convention I've been really crook (do you want a translation of that
Australianism, overseas readers?); this past week ia the first full week I've put in
at work since mid-July. I've been going to bed much too early and toa often for
months., I've started writing letters and typing fanzines often in that time, and
given up from sheer exhaustion and 1istlessness. Sally's jobh requires her to
conduet marriage ceremonies at all saorts of hours in all sorts of plaees (last
night she had five, today anather !‘cur), and ve haven't quite got used to this yet.
1 admire her immensely for the way she's coping with ber very demanding duties,

but no amount of admiration makes up far the dishes I haven't washed, the laundry
she can't wait for me to do and sc cn. Ye'll adjust before long, I'm sure, but in
the mean time I've left many letters unanswvered, fanzines unposted or unpublished,
and all kinds of duties, domestic and fannish, undone. For the first time we have
said no tc a friend vho wanted to stay with us - my oldest friend in fandam, Paul
Stevens. (You would have had a miserable time, Paul, if that's any consolatian.)

To complate my 1ist of woces: I traded-in my three typewriters (twa IBM Executives
and a Hermes) on an Optima portable and a racanditioned Executive three months ago.
The IBM hasn't turned up yet, and I have been utterly frustrated by nat having an
electric typer., I hired back the old IBM for a ceuple of weeks before the
convention, and I've had this strange Imperial manual on hire for the last few
veeks. The Optima 1s fine: it does all the things I want a portable to do. But I
feel disorientated without the IBM. 1 can't get down ta any serious stencil-cutting.
I don't feel 1like starting a fanzine when 1 know there's a goed chance I won't finish
it before the Lired machine is due to be retumed.

In shart (and to conclude this weary stuff): grump, grizzle, harrumph, scb.



ISR'T IT EXCITING!

Saone Impromptu Thoughts about Toastparsons, Prime Ministars
and Multi-media Parsonalities

DEPENDINC on who you are nnd where you live, today's mast controversial subject is
nat inflation, oil, relations hetween Arabs and Isrmelis, the Irish Quastion, ner
even attempts on the 1ifa of President Fard; it ias Norwan Cunston, the pronunciation
of ‘Ydlometre! or my performance as toastmaster at Aussiecon. Since the latter are
bealthy subjects, even if lasa lasting in 'importance' than the formar, I shall say
a 14ttla ahout tham here. Thare is even some dimly-percoived connaxion batween
them, but T doubt my ahility to establish it in these firast—draft jottings.

lUrsuls said when I mentioned him, 'I keaep on bearing about this Narman Cunston.
Yho 413 ha!' 1 tried ta explain, but without seeing and hearing him you can't
possibly wnde matand, nor explain, If you're not an Australian renred on pale
imitations of American 'Tonight' smbawa, 4t's pretty hard to understand, too,

In 1956 television atarted officially in Australia. (I recall seeing thia
marvellous invention at an exhibition in Melbourne ahout 1549, and any decent
historian will tell you that it was invented before I was barm - but net, I suspect,
before acience fiction writers had thought of it.) (That was a =eriocus-conatructive
note for my more enrnest readers.] My firat memarias of tv include the Olympic
Cames, 'Have Cun, HWill Travel', 'I lave Lucy' and 'In Melbourne Tonight'. IMT, the
moat successful show of 1ta kind, was based (probably ati1l1 4s: I haven't saen it
for years) ocn the American 'Tonight show', with interviews, musical spots, variety
acta, lots of advertising and a few gimmicks (the barrel girl - remember Pandn? -
and so on), the lot held togather by the perscnality of the compare. Since 1956
those comperes have come and gone, coms again and gone again, but the format of
their shows has remained pratty much the sama. As well as running these dreary
entertainmenta, the comperes usually make a 1ittle on the side by appeanring in
cigarette commercials and so on. They are 'television personalities' - a mece not
to be confused with pecple.

Scme minor genius at the Australian Broadecasting Commission came up not so long age
with the idea of satirizing thase dreadful 'Tonight' shows. And the only way to
satirize something that is really bad ia to do scmething even worse. At least, that's
the theory. (How many pecple vho read CANDY realized that Terry Southern was sending
up the porncgraphic novel? The theory has its faults.) So a gifted nctor named
Carry McDonald suddenly burst on to Australian tv screens as NORMAN GUNSTON - 'the
worst interviewer in the warld' (according tc a eritic) and multi-media personality
extracrdinary. MNorman is pathetic, hopelessly inept 4n any situation, feorever
dropping clangers that resound in the head of even the dumbest viewer, entirely
lovable and (if you're with 1t) utterly hrilliant.

Once upon a time there was a man named lliguel de Cervantes Saavedra. He was tired
of the mast popular 1iterary entertainment of his day, and he set out to satirize

it mereflessly. The ohject of his asatire 1s now loat (unless - are you listening
there. dear seriocus-constructive rcaders? - it lives on in sword-and-sorcery novels)
but DON QUIXOTE remains a best-seller aftear four hundred years. 'Norman Gunsten'

has 399 years to go, and he'll never make i1t, but he is the Dan Quixote of Australian
television.

A quote from his recent interview with Telly Savalas: 'He's got a bald head - and
he's only 23. He went bald when he vns six! He gat on really well: I'm his best
friend naow.'

Charles Race Thorson Mathews, foundation member of the Kelbourne Science Fiction
Club and Member of Parliament (let's get our priorities straight), intraduced the
‘notables’ in the first official session of the 33rd World Science Ficticn
Convention, He cmitted to mention that most of Melbourne's first-fandem bought
books and old magazinas from a shop that was part of the old building pulled down
toc make wvay for the Southem Croas Hotel, where he was speaking. He also omitted
to mention me, but that's 1ifa. And he talked far too lcng, but that's polities.
After the official opening all of the nctables came down frem the platform, excapt
Mike Glicksohn and Ruaty Hevelin., I went up te join them for a panel none of us
really locksd forward ta, on 'How to really enjoy yoursalf at this convention'.

1 met Boh Tycker ocn his way down from the platform. He locked awful sericus. He
said to me 'God, that's a cold audience!' Cheered me up no end.



Yell, Mike and Rusty and T loocked out on that cocld audlence, and we were warried.
I could feel it. Sa did Mike and Rusty: 1isten to the tapa and it shows in what
they said. It wasn't so much the floodlights that blindad us and made it bard ta
sea the peaple cut there: 1t was mainly that we could see some of them and sense
the rest and from what we saw and sensed ve knav that here wers fiva hundred or sa
alert, concerned, serious—caonstructive science fiction enthusiasts, alaong »ith a
few score fana, and wve were axpectad to tell tham how ta enjoy themselvea! GCood
grief! - all that thene pecple wanted, bless their eagar young scula, was in-depth
talk about Sexism in the Novelas of Samuel R. Delany or Heinlein's Canecapt of the
Cultural Elite or the Function of the Third Acriat Pluperfect in the Yriting of
A.E. Van Vogt, or somathing 1ike that - and ve wers nat prepared for anything like
that. VYe talked away about fandom and stuff, and everyone ssemed awfully palite
but bared - you know what I mean? Then 1 atarted talking about Norman Gunston...
and I got the first 1ot of feedback anyone experienced at that conventian. It was
incredible. Thay came alive. They cheered and clapped. After all the foreign
talk about ‘fandom' and such, hare was scmeone wha spcke their language, even if
it wvasn't ahout science fiction. It was an incredible breakthrcugh. They relaxed.
If Aussiecon was a success I claim some credit, for establishing a comfartable
culturnal atmosphere within an hour of the conventicn's beginning.

If you ware wandering why I lapsed inta a Wollongong nccent at times during the
Avards Banquet, and said things l1ike 'Isn't this exciting!', now you know. It was
a reference point, a reasaurance to all those eager young fans (most of them bormn
after Crahnm Kennedy and Bert Newton first appeared on television) that, despite
our strange customs and allusiaons, Australian fana are Australians and know what's
what 4n this Brave lew Austmlia of 1975.

Hormon Gunsten, ycu 1little Aussie bleeder, take a baw!

Tt's erazy, isn't it. Lock at this week's TV Times: there's a staory about the wife
of an acter whe plays the part of a Tonight Shov compare. What she thinks about her
career and children and caoking and all that kind of stuff. Okay. you expect that
kind of article about the wife of a famcus tv personality, but this 1s the wife of
a man whe acts the part of a famous tv perscnnlity! Crazy!

The Don Quixote of Australian tv, I eaid. And our Monty Python, toa. A very
specinl kind of humour, a very special kind of fantasy - and that ward, I think,
sums up the strange reactian of the Aussiecon audience toc my bad imitatian of
Nerman Gunston, because Norman Cunstan is fantasy, and in my remarks and antics
these kids recognized the two things they know and love best: Australia (like it
or lump 1t) and fantasy.

That's my theary anyway.

The ABC began its Sunday Night Radic 2 program cn tha convention with about ane
minute from the twa hours of the awards presentation. And the first words spoken
in their program were: 'Isn't this exciting!' Far the rest of that minute I
rattled off scme of the major Hugo awards. Some paaple felt that I mattled off
the entire thing...

Dear John,

Congratulatians on your Philosophically Caseous Tcastmastership of the
1975 Hugo Awards. It's about time an alement of bungling amateurism was injected
into these award ceremonies.

1 mean, phrasea like 'T don't knov anything about this award' and 'I
haven't got a clue what this one i3 for either' (or words to that effect) could
well become part of Hugo Award traditien; your mumblings may have been the begin-
nings of a nev Rasebud in Toastmastering.

Parhaps at future conventicns attempts will be made to break your
Yorld Record Por The Fastest Hugo Presentaticns and, eventually, this time-
consuming officintion (the Avarda, after all, have nothing vhatscever to dao with
the rest of the convention) may be eliminated altcgethar.

Yours sincerely,

Peter Knox PO Box 225
Randwick NSH 2031

6.9.75

Peter (whom I have not met) and others have an attitude towards the Hugos which I
find rather alien, and a little disturbing. They seem disappointed (to say the
least) that I did not present them with something like the grave demeanour of
King Arthur allocating places at the Round Table - or Gough Whitlam announcing his



lntast Cabinat reshuffla. You might think I was handing aver ths Holy Grail rather
than a toy rocketl _Ob hall, of ecurse it's morae than a toy rocket, I know that,
but it's not what Pater meems to think i1t 4s, surely. Or am I wrong? Vas my
levity, my occasional witticism, my mpparent nonchalance, groasly inappropriate?

(I dany, by the way, saying the worda Peter quotas, but admit readily tc attempting
to set A record for the fRatast presantation. I think I failed. It tock twa hours

after all.)

Prom Locus 179 (27.9.75) one learna that Chip Dalany's DHALGCREN has socld a quarter
of a million copies. Two bundred and fifty thousand copies: Just think ahout that.
One leams alsc that Harlan Ellisan got his Hugo for Beat Novelette 1974 because
121 pecple voted for him, thaot Dick Ceis got his Baest Fanzine awnrd becauvse 127
pecple votad for The Alien Critic, and so on. Ursula LaGuin got more votea than
anyona faor anything: THE DISPOSSESSED wns an aasy winner in the Best Novel category
with 306 votes.

I would not presume to suggest that sales are more a criterion of axcellence than
Hugo awards. I would suggest however that fans - certaninly the fans that vote for
Hugos - make up a very small proportion of science fiction readers, and that the
awards they choose to bastow upon writers and their fellov fans should be accepted
for what they are: an honour, but not the ultimate honour.

Now ask me what the ultimate honour is. ga on, I1'11 praobably say scmething like
‘the love and esteem of one's peers' - and you'll demand that I define my tarms and
we'll gao on arguing farever. The hell with that. 1'l1 just say that the love and
esteem shown by the fana at Aussiecon for twa pecple who did nat win Huges - Bob
Silverberg and Bruce Gilleapie - meant more to me than any avard I could have given
them. That's all very well (you may say), but how do Bob and Bruce feel ahout 1t?
How do the many other Hugo nominees who missed ocut feel about it? I can only
answer for myself, and I think I've given my answer already.

Need I comment on Petear's remark about ‘bungling amateurism'? I wouldn't have
been at the convention if I weren't an amateur (in every sense of the word), and
I wouldn't have been presenting the awards if my fellow amateurs bhad chosen
acmeane else for the job. I'm a born bungler - everyane knows that - but they
chose me (or were lumhered with me: it depends on which committee membar you're
talking ta) and that's how it waa.

Now, about the pronunciation of 'ldlcmetre'...

No, dammit, Y've written enocugh for one day.

How a1l Australia was plunged into war!

How Encch Powell rebuffed Cough ¥hitlan! RS
Billy McMnhon cladms to own dicticnary!
How the kilometre was devaluad!

IN THE NEXT EXCITIRG ISSUE OF STUNNED MULLET
or mayhe naot, depending on my maod:
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And: The ultimate on the antepenultimate!
ALL THIS AND LESS - MUCH LESS!
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THINGS POR SALE

OXOXOXMBEMIEBCH QDM NI ONO

Look, I'm not here at this World Convention
to flog things, but while I'm here I might as
well, eh? Right? Right.

If you didn’t get a free gratis copy of
Philosophical Gas 32 when you came in,
that's tough. Ask me for one. I might
have a few left.

The entire idea of PG 32 is to get you
enthusiastic about subscribing to this
fanzine. If you don‘t subscribe to fanzines,
and don't do anything else to get them,
please replace this sheet and leave quietly,
Ta.

As well as PG, I have a few things lying
around which might Interest you. And
they're cheap, too, oh yes. Awful cheap.
Ask anyone.

On this miserable sheet I would like you to
note the things you want to buy from me.
It s especially important that you fill in
your name and address legibly, partly
because there's at least a 10% chance I've
never met you before, partly because 1
have a lousy memory, partly because 1
can't supply everything I'm about to list

to everyone likely to want it.

1 don't know where 1°'11 be at any given
moment during the convention, so I am
asking Leigh Edmonds to help me with

this flood of subscriptions and things. If
you can't find me, look for him.

Orders will be marked numerically as
received, and allocated in the same order.
Some things I am listing I have only two
copies of, you know; others, 500.

Thev're all good things, of course, 3o

you can't really lose, but the numbers are
there In case you are a collector or some -~
thing.

If you want your order posted, tick the
spot for that and I'll charge you a bit
more. Cash is preferred, but cheques are
okay. Reeeipts will be issued all round.

First:

NAME

ADDRESS

PHILOSOPHICAL GAS

Ghu help me, butI can't resist subscribing
to PG. Please send me the next four {ssues
(33-36), or the next 160 pages, whichever
is more. A$4.00. Yeah, okay. cesae

Back issues:

I would like the following back issues of
PG and its predeccssors, at 25¢c each or
five for A$1,00:

PG 1
2
12
13
14
18
19
20
22
24
2€
29
30
31
FIRST DRAFT 1
THE NEW MILLENNIAL HARBINGER 9
10
11
12
(Note: alias Canto Two) 13
(Note: Included in PG 29) 14 ceses
BUNDALOHN QUARTERLY 1 csees
4 cesee
REVOLTING TALES OF SEX AND
SUPER-SCIENCE 1 ®eensns
4 ®eevan
6 ®eceee
THE WEDDING 2 (not previously published) °.....
A75 BULLETIN 2 coens
3 cesoe
1 cesas
Watch Out for UFOs in the Year 1975 Selelalals
George Tumer: JOHN W, CAMPBELL ceenn
21 JULY 1973 AT 46a WENTWORTH AVE Ceevon
LODBROG 2 cevee
3 oo
SCYTHROP 23 csene
25 ceeas
26 ®esens
27 cecee
PROGRAM BOOK, SYNCON "72 ($1.00) ceose

JOHN W, CAMPBELL: AN AUSTRALIAN
TRIBUTE ($5.00) ceane

NOTE: While they last, itemns marked ® will

be thrown in free with PG subscriptions, {f you
want them.

eee.s Please post the stuff I have ordered to me. 1 rely on you to tell me roughly how much
that will cost, and 1'll write you nasty letters {f you don't send 'em.

JOHN BANGSUND PO BOX 357 KINGSTON ACT 2604 AUSTRALIA



