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produced --- on z typewriter that may once have belorged to
arshy =-- for the spectator amateur ‘prass soclety
by
keren anderson and 4jinn dickeon-to-be

this is a jonn w. campbsll jr. apprecietion socizty publication

our mobto--- ws appreciate john w, campbell jr.

the christening
with apolcgies to z. a. milme

what shall i call -
that man at asstounding!
hits public is anell,
but his talk is resounding.

i souedimes call him terrible john

‘cog hisg talk goas on ~=-

and on -=e=

and oNe--

end i sometimes call him terrible jack
cos his tolk goes on to a psionic track.
and 1 sometimas call him terrivle james
‘cos he likes to arguse and be called names.

but 1 think i1 shall call him jim,
‘cos i aw so fond of hiu.
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at the conveniion, randy garrett showed around a scng he had writ-
ten, and ws all agrsed it had to be suug to cemptell., we found
whral we 2greed was the perfect time to sing it --~ right after hie
made his big speech on monday. whilo he wasg speaking ws rounded
ur averyonz we could find who had ever sold anything to estounding
or unknown, and at the end of cempbell s spesch we got tliem 2ll

up on the platform with him and they sang it. &2 aizected, he
loved 1t, this 1s the song---- .

on yonder hill, there stands a building,
and upon the fourteenth flcor
stand a group of euthore mozning
as thaey!ve never moaned befors ---
“oh, no, jobhn, no, john, no, john, nol”

theres, in mamner quite pontific
speaks the master from on high ~--
Viglavas are better off then fres men;
surely you can all see whys”
®oh, no, john, no, john, no, john, noi®

“there are supermen among us;
we must now discover psi,”
says the mastor, and the authors
groan 1in agony z=nd cry ---
®oh, no, john, no, john, no, John, nol”

*well, then,” says the master, smiling,

“since my gospel you deny,

would you rather sell %o others_,

vhere the rates are no% so highi’ 3
%oh, no, johm, no, john, ng, john, nol’

when the euthors had finished; i /karen/ 3tocd up at the back of
the suditorium and sang s verse i'd written miself —=-

ladies, gentlemen, and monsters,
would wa want our john to changa?
would we want hae wild ideas
cramped into a Rimid range.

and 1 got the whole audlence to join in with the final

9 ”
Yoh, no, jJohn, no, john, no, john, :

no.
ar—
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that speech sounds as though john has just discovered plato

~-~=i'obert silverberg
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upon further consideration, jwe just may have sorething with

this psi bit. perhaps he knows the superman of vhom e speaks.
there ig evidence which points with a rough hewn finger that

jwe is - well, this is how it happened...

immediately after his speech, john and pug left the convention

to visit sn old home town. this wes monday.

monday night - this is djinn here -~ gordy propcsed snd djinn
accepted, and actually it was tuesday morning. we gaid more thsn
oncs, that everyone else should get any credit or blame because it
ssemed so Varranged.”

tuesday night we - fritz leiber, judy merril, gordy, and i basgan
dur long trek from detroit to milford; pa. Jjudy hed invited m2 to
stay with her for a few days until i could get reservaticns back to
californisz. gordy hud dscided at the very last minuie to travel
milford-wards with us, allowing him some tiaze to ses jwes
wednesday afternoon, somewners in the middle of the pennsylvania

i dont think anvbody should be expected to see mcre ihan & hundred
years into the future................... POUlcscessenvens

- .- W e - - W - — " " - - ——— . -

turapiks, gordy Kept repeating things about thc maplcal quslitics
of the whole thing. teasingly he said -~ now 1f i can only get in
touch with john without too much delay, well, %L replisd archly,
1 told you i wae a witch - how de you want this arrangeds

we stoppsd at a howard johnsons to allow us to freshen up before
meating ted thomas for lunch., Judy and i wsllked into the ladles
room and heard a volcs saying - well, vhat are you twc doing hare?
it was psg cempbekl.....

gt that moment, cutside, jwc was saying %o gordy - well, imagine
seeing you herae,

wa arranged a date for the next friday....o.

said gordy... when we walk into johns house i expect him to say -

you two have been the subjects for a controlled experiment....
now, about this here psi stuff.......-

you always have to sit down and figure out what to do abouil
CIFB h&ttﬂrﬂsooo.q....-...... ShGCklﬁy.ooggo..

14 12 quite possible thst this is a controlled experiment. i dont
doubt 1t at sll, in fact, i1 bilelieve it.. it shell be controlled
further yst by legality looming yonder...

octobsr 10, eleven ayem, st.james episcopal church-on-the-parkway,

a snall wedding convention will be held. ted cogswell is giving -
me- the oride away. Judy merril will be my belovaed metron of honor

judy snd ted were offersd these high and worthy positions because
they were playing lab assistanis. karen and poul will bs our chief
klein bottle washers at the reception. pouls methar, mrs. asirid
andarson, is the adopiad mother-of~-the-bride. gordy has an entire
formicarium of aunts who have undertaken the job of getiing me to
whe church on time, s get mz to the church on timeéccooose

that map of paris behind john andersons )dKx typewriter is no

damn help at all in putiing out a fanzinG.ocooee
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the aforesaid john anderson is my brother-in-law, whom 1 hats with

a neon passion. not only is this arciflstic typewrlter hls, but the
beast is at this moment undergoing hig indocirination --- at a re-

sort in the blug ridga mounteinsg, yet --- for hiz coming pgeologiczal
exploration at the south pole. grrerrl scne people heva all the

furgarlugginer luck. ) ) -
sori’y ~-- %hat word up there is archyistice

speaking of in-laws, i wonder just whsai_kiné of in-law of mine will
djinn be? & collaborator-in-law, maybe. but we re collaborstors

anyhcw. well, djinn?

actuslly, karen, wouldnt it be more excliting to just lsave the
law out of this.. how about collaborstors-it-crime... Wnme..

do you mesan cocllaboraticrnistse., they used to cut of women s halr in
frence for that. wouldn’t 1t be e pity after we“ve speni so many
woman-hours tending our hair and growing it out %o its prosent length
~-~ noct to menticn the irnconvenience of being unaguipped to let our
halr downo

youre rignt, karen. 1isuppose husbands do rather get in the way.
now i have mr idea... but first let us agree con what we will
rid ourselves of - halr, husbands, or collaZerationi#m,cn.

who sald anything sbeut getting rid of husbandg? you may di<uch your
prospsctive husgbaend;, of course -=-- ycu still heve a Tow days %o

lsave him at ths aliar ~--- btul you/’ re rot going to get me to lei go
of mine. 1 know yocu want him.

if we must bs gevting rid of scme=
Phing, it will be thls rather dengercun idea of coilaborationiesn,

1 agree and Hgxk high alilers have always frightensd me. now,
uf onn this collaboretionrian, what will our husbands think...

/enter small zhide snicker from off stage right/ after all,

we ought to give them a little bit of say once in awhile. par-

ticularly cn such a dangercus subject ac thisgecoca

vhy, 1 don’t think they’1l)l even notice. they/re in the living room
collaborating like mad, right now. they have no idea we/re col-
laborating with 2 fenzine, or on a fanzine, or any othaer preposl-
tion., 1if we don’t tell them we/l)l De safe,

Safe - with what, and wiih which, and from whom..... and they
are not in the living room.. they dons gnuck out for a beer,
begides, how do 1 know that i can trust you ic Keup this secrei.
what if gordy should fiad out now that im & /shudder/ fan...
believe me, djinn, and i spesk from six years experience, he wen't
rioticz enything you donf% tell him. all we have to do i3 swear the
membership of saps to secrecy. as for their having gone out for

Leer, th wont find any in thi 1 n 1N a. v
Wafx‘be EK the"livingar Clle 1 %if avgn%urg %o S#%dicfhgga%i %gyas

*111 coms home an hour late for supper and scarcely reallize they ve
been out of the house.




Here they coms now, karen. let us get them to say scme
thing witt¥eo

end so we wenbt out in the hall and demanded that they say somsthing
witty. poul said ---

gomething witty.

Zordy sald---

it’/s only three point two, but it’s beer.

do we give eilther of them a passing grade?

well, maybe not for the /humfp/ witty sayings, but now whed
happened after the witiy sayings is a grade of a dilTerent
color - ali, what shade of lipstick do i have cn.so

vou haven’t any now, djinn. 3it‘g very becoming on gordy.

no one will ever believs that i walked inte that on2 with
my blus eyss wide cpen and unsuspecting. how could yocu de
guch a thing... let us change the subjesct.. tell me, karen,
and how did you enjoy the conveéention..

i had a delightful time, though poul ingists that andy ysung s
beard is only a mabtiress image %o me. afber &ll, matiresses
don’t do regesrch on variable stars. and how did you enjoy the
convention --- whai you could ses of it from ted cogswell’ s
room, that is --- and i must admit thet most off the convention
100K piace thare.

it is trus that thers was u party there evary night, but
gordy end i were never allowec to stay . we had to sit in the
hall and sing folk songs with the magnus.s st three ayem, or
in the lobby, or sitiing en the stairway where gordy said -
nobody ever comes this way... and twenty thoussnd legions
fought thers way -step by step- up those steirs.. wadda ya
mean; & matitress lmag®.¢.

thai's just whut poul says. andy isn‘t a mettrsesss image to me.
the 1ittle sleop i got, about fiftesen minutes worth, wes not on
his beard but uvn his beds and jeary and dick eney Kept going in
and cut, which would awaksn ang; and he snores walle getting %o
3leap. but at lsast aniy stope encring --- unlike gordy. re@
inember last night?

sigh.. how could i forget.. here we were, siitting in iha
midst of the living room floor, talking after gordy had gone
%0 bed. really, karen. 1 thought 1 had explesined. Yyou
ghouldnt have been frightensd tecause the plaster was falling
from the walls, the windows were shaking, snd the sgelamo-
graphs were registering an sarth-quake. i% was merely that
minneapolis phenomanon gordon dickson snoring.. i de hope
gomeone gives me a pair of ear plugs for a wedding present,

if they dont work i will draw my little gentagrama sunmon
up john w campbell, and use my witchcrafl-plus-psionics to
§




rid gordy of his snoring.. hey, like, why dont we talk about the
convention or something. what will happen if gordy ever gets
a hold of this., a topic.. hum.. a %topic.. what did you think
of the banquel, karenc...

how hard 1t is to get really well done roast beaf& and yod?

1 had a lovly time thank you. 1 agree on the roast beef, tho
mine was overly well done. now, it really is hard to find
a really well done ike, but he managed.. and you?

i personally think ike is overdone. it/s remarkable how tame randy
garrett is by comparison.

1 think 1 started to tell you how i
had hated randy, and randy hated me, for seven yesrs. now, don:
interrupt. it was at the chicon, 1952, and 1/d shaved my ecyebrows
for fancy makeup for the masquerade the night before; and though
i1 forget what elither of us said to the other, we were rather of-
fensive, so, for the next seven years, he thought of me as™ that
ugly little bitch# and i thought of him as™ that arrogent bastard’
we were quite surprised to find each other s company enjoyable at
the detention.

sniffff..

HEY LOOKiUpper casedl gosh, a typewritser that really worksc..se
Now, what were you starting to say last night, DJjimnn?

All I weB golng to 8ay was that I personally liked Ike. I
remember some gal coming up to me and asking ms how " tams

waB Randy Garret%?', I sald that Randy was as tame a8 you
want him %o be = and the next I knew she had gone off with

Ted Cogswell. In fact, I remember polng into a likksr stors
with this gal, Randy Garrett, Ted Cogswell, and Gordle...

This was B2... before proposal. I turned around to say some-
thing to 8somebody and there shae was - kissing Gordon Diokeon.
Ihen off she went with Teds.., HmET, I wWoNAer NOWeeeaeoececs
Anyhoo, as re: Ik€... I really think that his banquet speech wa
was one of the highlights of the con for me., There I Bsat:
ezbarrassed and loving every moment of if.. Wwhich tabls were
you sitting at during the diuncr, Koren ?

Speakers', table, of course. (Good grief. How did that coma get
in there?) 1Ike dildn't etbarrass me thep, but previously . o o
he'd been hefting sowme girl, and I asked him to ses if he oould
pilck me up so easily, which he did., He then tossed me into Pagpa

Willy's arms --~ and bit my rear end! Q%gfrgg Dgnields I could
have klcked his teeth in, but he was out o range,
That sounds like Ike's doings... and 1eu't ( what brand of
incest are you practiocing - calling him "Pgpa Willy"?) Uncle
4llly a kicl... ifave you heard Randy's favorite story about
Unole willy? Wwell, it seems that Betty Farmer once walked
up and poked Uncle Willy in the tummy, saying: " Really, wWilly.
you ought to diet"... Uncle Willy looked down at his promlnant'
tumny and said: ".Really? Wnat color ?".... oh y68.... back
to Ike... OSaturdey wrning at the gon, I was standing in the

lobby talking to larty Greenberg, Bob Bloch and Ike end up walks
this tall filerce looking character with o Tanatlcgl gleam in

-



his beady brown eyes. Says he to Ike: " I have something
truely remarksble to tell you, sir".. Just then someone 8aid
that 1t was time for us all to hop over to the radio statlon

to tape tho progran that was planned.. Thaey dragged me along,
and Ike, being kind and thinking it was a Joke and that there
would be a few momente before the transportation was arranged,
told our fanatic to tell us on the way over. our fanatio sald
he was extremaly adept in the felld of metgphysics and that he
had pereonally been in contact with adame Blavatsky, now many
years decad. He showed ue some llittle rocks, one was just a
plsce of oolored azate thot he sesmed to think was gignificant.
that the good liademe had materigllized for him. Anyhoo, to maks
the story shorte®, herenarked after the program = whgre they
menaged to keep him quliet - that he had spent twelve minutas
thinltiing about sclence-flction, and after that no longer con-
sidered it worthy of thought - wvhat it needed was a Revolutlon.
Ike told him to get 1In touch with John Compbell...esse

Oh, since Gordy Jjust bothersd to find a refferencs book for

me on Blavatsky: born in Russla in 1831 = dled in Naw York on
Yay 8, 1891 - ths date of her death isknown to her followers as
wnfite Lotus Day. She was the enthor of I ZD, and tha
founder of the NY Thseosophlecal Soclety. Good grief.., I've
rambledeses Anyway, we later Bgw this fanatic approach John,
who talksd to hia for a mosent and than sent him to talk to
iandy... Oh, it was a goood day 4

How do you 8p811 1111torato?scsecovsonsascac djinﬂ

Ano ther funny-funny that happensd was on Tuesday morning. Ted
had phoned and mangged to aweken me and arranged to have me maest
them gll in the bar., .I met Gordy and down we went to the nolsy
bar. Seated around this drunken teble wers Tom Scortia, Randy,
Avram, Ted, and a coule of others that I've forgotten. Foul
and Karen had glready left, and Bomeone asked Gordy wheu he was
golng to codlaborgte with Poul agaln. Roendy and Avram were dias-
cussling some other story that one of them had written, and all
in all, 1t was sorta pro talk. Up walks this fellow who is well-
known to the N.°FF, looks as 1f he should be kmown to the FBI, and
who I had goitten a couple of letters from in tho rocent past.
He booms, "well, Well, so you're LJinn Faina".. andpromptly sat
down. lle rether igmored sveryone else at the table and just sat
there listenlng to the various conversgtions, Gordy had already
proposed by that time and he wae falrly beaming. Someone called
sonethling to> Gordy about some story, and as Gordy turned to answer,
our fannish frisnd Bays = l.anlng over the table to see the name P
card~ " Gordon Dickson, huh ? .hat fanzins do you publish, buddy?
If you 're golinz to shit on Evelyn, you've got to ba subtle
about lteeeseaeeces iussell “rnst re: Lvelyn Xrunst....

D e e T e D S S ——




Previous pagps were typed on my brother-in-law's machine, an ancient
Wocdstock which Poul turned out to pasture years ago. This machine is
Gordy Dickson‘s, and Djinn and I are now at his house.

But a bilt of history is, I believe, in order. Poul and 1 starded for
the Detention on the first of August, and reached Detr0it by way of
Muncie, the Bluegrass country., the Appalechians, .ashington, New York,
Boston, amd fuebec,{Damn, ttis thing ltas shepp teeth. 1It's cutting kz
holes in tte paper.) After the convention we came to Northfizlad.
Minnesota, in time to celebrate the Jesse James Bank Robbery Day (it‘s
an annual holiday) with roul's mother and trother. It was at thts
point that we leerned of the world-shaking marriage between Djinn and
the fixed poiht of the North Ameriwan cOmtinent, Bachelor Gordy.

After & certain amount of =cul-=searching and plan-shuffling we decided
that we could stay for the wedding; end that's what we're doing et the
moment.

Poul and Gordy are off somewhere collaborating while Cjinn end 1 get
our Sapszines (well, that should be singular, not plurel) out of the
wayo

Tr.is particular Sapszine, by the way, will be run off by the sousrtesy
of the Department of Mathematics of Carlefon Christian College, North-
field: I helped Ken (Dr. May to you, you schnooks) collate his syl-
labus for the freshman course, and thus gained an ob on him.

I think this is as good a place atc any to include the note we got
from the people who are taking care of Tipsy, our Siamese:

Tipsycat seems to have overcome her diluted paranoia long
enough to conclude a sort of Pax Romana {%xzha with Nanky-
poo ((their cat)) and us 1In fact she is (eside from an oc-
casional defensive guttural) downright charming which merely
goes to prove that domestic amimale can be as highly capable
of charlatanlism as human beings

All is well here HMoritz spends daytime in Nirveana (( Moritz
is our two-year-o0ld golden hamster, vho lives in a tall cylin=
drical birdgage)) and evening in a geophysical ramble about
his vertical universe The fish rouse from satori as manna
descends

Q yes what the devil did you do with the key to the front door

Art & Trina ((Castillo))
The front door key is no damn use, since it doesn’t fit tlke lock.

In cace any of you ere wondering what we're doing with a golden ham=
ster two years old, let me assure you that we don't know either. we
heve expectid him to drop dead at any moment for tle past ten months.
The lab where he worked as a stud had discharged him as over-age a
month before we got him., Mayce he's a mutant.




A song from the novelSILVERLOCK by John liysrs !ye.8, Thls has
gotten a certein amunt of popularity in fannish and prolsh cire
cles; so far I (.(aren) am tae only pcrson who can sing it, 8lnce
I'm the one who adspted the tune from a tune by Gordy Dickson.
9jinn and Gordy are busy learnlng the words.

I renemnber goudy days
when the year was springlng
Tanmiz, Gilgameah, and I
Clinking cupe and singlgz;
Till Inninl suuntered by
Skimpy garment clinglng
To her hips and things like that ---
Tanmz Laft ue, winglinge.

30 we weloomsed Tnxidu
To the land of Erechj;

He was rough as hickory bark,
Nothing of the clerig —--

But his taste in ale and winé
Thagt wes esoteric

and he used a drinkiong cup
That would &train a derrick,

Khumbaba then fglt our strengih
In the maglc cedars
And we battled Anu'’s bull,
Pride of ileaven's breedsrs;
Thrice we struck and onoe it fell
Galning wolves for feeders
--=And we Btrode whers drinking men
Called for cmpeart leaders.

Tammuz mst heve Joined us then
But he's Just been wedded,

And Inini, blast the lass,
Hamked himn as they bedded;

Damn such honeymoons as thabs
Just the sort I've dreaded---

For it spollsa a drinking Tan
Wwhen he's besn beheaded.

S0 we waked him with a wili,
Ale and teardrops poollng,

And we drank him many a month,
While the pear was coolling---
But he came back with the TRas8~--
"Death was only fooling,"
Tanmz told us; "Fill my oup,

I'm both dry and drooling."

I nave imown both Joy and <rief
Neat or miked togetiner;

ileat and oold I've mown, and Eound
Both good driunking weather;

1 nave known both light and dark
Saeldom doubting wiether

Tgmmz would rsturn a<aln
when hs slipped his tlather..




At tle risk of duplicating others, I'm here inclttding the song that
was circulated at tlie Detention by the Philly in 67 committee. It
was translated from-the Black Speech bty G- Heap, and gces to ihe tune
of *Jesse James,"

0, Ssuupbnmadecfsomne rings. thed were ¥ery useful things,
And he enly wanted Cne e keep

But Isisldur took the One just to have a little fun
saurcfi's finger was inside i, what a cresp!

chorus® Sauron had no friend to help him at the end

" Not even an Orc or a slave;

" It was dirty Frodo Basgins who fixed hls little wagon
chorus) And leid poor Sauron in his grave.

Now Sauron went to war for the glory of Mordor
But his Orcs didn’t like the sun.
Because marching in the heat made them feel so very beat
Sauron made them suntan lotion by the ton.
chorus,.......hereas above.
Gollum met his ruin while skin-diving in Andruin
where he found his birthday present.
hg gave up steak and pork just to eat raw Fish and Urk
Though tlLe flevor wes unique, 1t wasn't }leasant
chorus as abovec...e
Nowethe wizard Serumen heard that rings were in ceman
As & prelnde to the arrival of the stork.
He decided sauron‘s ring would be just the perfect thing
For a wedding with a pregnant lady-0Ork.
chorus eas above
Now when Frodo got the Ring he rather liked the thing,
rut it worried him every minute.
So et the end of his lcng mission, to continue the tradition,
he lost it with his finger still within it.
chorus as ebove
Sauron he felt poor at the fall of Earad-dur
And he didn't have a friend as I've mentioned.
But his spirit lives today, Jjust the seme in every way.
And the Orcs show up at every damn convention....

chorus as above: .o

cauron had no friend to help him at the end
Not even an Ork or a slave;

It wes dirtyFrodo Baggins who fixed his little wagon
And laid poor tLauron in his graveccocco
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I dreamed I saw Sam Hall last night
Alive as you and me;

"%hy, Sem," said I, "you're ten years dead. "
"God damn your eyes," said he-

----pPoul










