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THAT BLOBDY BUSINES
B ALTIMORE. .

In the interests of purely
ciinical scieace, thnere
are reproduced below three
separately-comgosed con-—
reports dealing with THaT
BI.CODY BUSINESS IN .
BLLTIMORE, First of these
wes composed by John
Hitchcock, in the midst of
the confusion cf the event
itself. Following are two
ex~post-facto reminiscencas
by Ted E, White and Larry
Stark,

WAHITE SHUWING
MACNUS HIS
AR wowrK!

e
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DOUBLE WHAMMY is the second issie of a famous two-shot. This will be circulated in
OMPA, with Ted White and John Eitchcock(me) sharing credit, and in FAPA with John
Magnus taking credit for the whole thing. Other tynes of peorle, however, will
recieve it, as our ccliective whim dictate, Various fans have participated in WHAMMY:
John Hitchcock (me), editor of Umbra, end host to the Group both times; John Magnus,
sometimes Baltimorean, and nearly ex-~fan; Ted White, professional mim=zographer and
fenpublisher from Falls Church, Va.; Larry Stark, senicr at Rutgers U. and Exxisxis
one of fandom's newest Great Fanauthors(as we see it), editor of Stellar; Fred von
Bernewitz, senior at the high school that spawned Emsh-and Bshm (to sa2y nothing of
John Magnus, since that's what he's been saying), and one of fandom's newest Great.
Fanartists; Jack Harness, famous fanartist and scientollgist from Pittsburh; and Jim
Roberts, a neo~type fan from 'ietzells territory who (naturally) has an aversion for
that Prophet of L vecraft. The last two distinguish themselves by being absent this
session, but from Jim have arrived his apologies and best wishes, and from Jack has
arrived the focllowing telegramg

FIASH! CaNNOT ATTEND, AM FIGHTING OFF MARTIAN INVASICN.

DETAINED BY SIX FOOT BLOND, VENUSIAN SPY, YCU KiCw EOW

IT IS, BEST WISHES TO WHAMIY WHATLVER T 1AT IS, ARE YOU

FEELING DCUBLE?
Ted White is now reading a letter that I wrote to him dated U February and never sent,
The interesting thing is that since then one fanzine, one column, and over half a
dozen letters have passed between us. Many chuckles,

K5N BULMER IS A FATHEAD-—Space opera is rather ill suited to intellectuzlization——
The anti-Wetzelian Internationale can be heard floating over the waves from
Gloclamorra-—~I1 have a whGle drawer full of interlineations that have paled into
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insignificance—-Wilted Willisisms~~by Larry Stark.

As for the further submicroscopic hebephrenia herein manifested, may I resmectfully
submit(always was rather weak) that the honorable lectors cavil-at thoushts of life,
home, denendants, and sanity, and nlunge farther into this narwhal of a maelstrom of
sheer fanrish apathetic pathos? Specifically we have Larry Stark, myself, and Ted
White with fan fiction, a2nd Fred von Bernewitz with art; and the issue comes to a
sublimely deep and pnnderous finish with John Magnus's Page. Till then, remember our
motto

EVERY ISSUE BETTER!

John Hitchcock!s notes above.were
./v/ designed for the nage behind the
// // front cover, in order to warn away
222, all those whose delicate
Sl _~~ constitutions or bills of rights
hg%F// ,/" // might be upset by any of the
14, personnell on view inside. The pic
up there is by Fred von Bernewitz, of Larry Stark (me), in a characteristic pose
which was maintained all Friday evening.

The reasons behind by remaining rooted(And that's a hell of a place to fine your
anatomy breaking out in rootlets, let me tell youl!) like so go back to my wanting to
start a fanzine consisting of fiction—by/about—fans; STELLAR, as Ted so nobly shouts,
Arriving Thursday afternoon, I had time to discuss the ~lans with JCH before the rest
of the Men in Buick Yellow reached our part of the forest. John offerred any help; I
demanded a story; he had no ideas; we kicked around a half-dozen, all of which he
sneered actively at. Then I spied the notation on an ANDromeda cover !Every Issue
Better!!, and wrote on the lino-sheet(quote) "SUGGESTION: "Every Issue Better! fictio
fiction-biog of Joel Nydahl" John had never seen VEGA. He sneered actively.

I gave up thinking up ideas for HIM, then, but a-propriated the last for myself, and
from then on I didn't leave the typer. Only after the first two pages were finished
and Magnus arrived did I discover that Hitchcock!s chattering typer was pecking away
at the same subject. M Ted White read the first two pages out lcud. Hitchcock
sneered actively,

Once the similarity was discovered, Ted turned from WHAI.MY SESSION and added his
typer to the din; now we had an INSTITUTION, a Tradition.....and a mess, Three yarns
on the same subject, and with Nydahl as model; Hitchcock sneered actively. That's
vhen the "whole new plot development" lino came from Ted, and the day was saved,
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This unofficial con lasted two days, taking nlace in a rooming-kouse, and generally
conforming to the usual expectations one mizht eet from Con~Reports of the past, but
without e2lconcl. deydbe that's wiy Ted calls this "A SezCon One-Shot"; John Hitchcock
sneers actively.
The lezst amrunt of writing in here was done by Fred von Bernewitz, vho spent the
entire time scriboling fillios like crazy...and listening to his taperscorded litrary
cf Les Paul classics. Much of the time, he did it by earphone, which accounts for
the frozen—~faced appearancs., I'm of the opirnion that Lea Paul wculd sound better to
frozen eardroms. John Eitchcock just sneers aciively.
Ted Wnite will finish this report with mors concrete details, I'm trying to figure
out just FOJ one sneers actively. ~LES III
The veard tickles.
"Daumn....just Magnusi! FvB
"Lat's g0 put my top down.” TEW
ity not 'Write it down!' as a 1inc? 1t keeps getting the vizgest lauzhs." JCH

Iarry had had a standing invétation to ceme down hers Baster, but the first I heard
was a cord front Johin Hitchececk that stated that one Lawrsnce E. Stark, 3rd., was com-
irg to Ealtimere Wednesdzy. I was to come Tnursday an Friday and transpert him back

tc nmy place. I left far Balto on a dreary, rainy, mid-morning Tursday in my new Buick
cenvertible. I arrived at Sean's around 12:70. I beeped the herm, and nething happen-
~d, so I went up on thae porck and rang the bell. Five minutss later I heard footsteps
approaching. Two mirutes aftor that, lein host Sean O'Hitchcock opened the door of

his maneior., I stepped in, and we %“raversged the halls back tc hie living room, where

I nappered uoon Stark. From there, my memory grows hazier, but a few high points stand
cut in this miagma... ¥red von Bernewitz was originally to ccme cn the train, but he
called me Wedsnasday and said a girl friend wag going to Balto and would take him. This
was the same girl ne was %o bring to & WSEA meoting, but in twc monthe he nad not sucee
ceeded. Her name is Gloria, and she carried on fandom ab Blair Eigh aftsr Megnus grad-
uated there. She was ctppcssd %o be happy to see us... Well, she dumped Fred a pile
away from Sean's, where I had %o go to pick him up, and we nevar saw her afterwords s
the Fred had eliciftad & prumise tocome the next dey from her. Hence cur revenge, in
the form ¢f varicus referencas scattetted thruout this mag.

=

he fillss by Fred are pretty accurate at least in representing those present...as o
leriz, we have cnly his word..

)

V”'? & showed up Thursday night, and seid he needsd five pages FAPA credit, so we said
we'd put this gzine in in kis name, if he'd write something Tfor us. Praisc be, he did!
Ee alsn came cver FYld ry aft fo "help" us, and $o pley Flying Seucer out in the yard.
You haven't 1lived till you've seen Joan Iawrence llegnus, Jr, loping, full-legzeédly ac-
rose a yard, shouting "Wheeseeccecees!iliM, ..

0f courese, we had rno idea tha* this zine would be come s: long, or so gond, but then,
thass ocur mohts: "EVERY ISSUS BETTIRIM
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by lery stark

GIlmor 5-6560; he lef+ a smudge of purple on the dinl as he sktaebbed nervously at the
number., The reciever clicked on the okther end after +he third ring. Too much +ime, he
thoughte .hy must everyone waste so much time?

"{lello?"

"Hello, John; listen, I need your help. I'me... "

"T 0ld you lask tire, Sean, I can't do it any more. This is supnposged to be my
vacation, and I'm goirg to make it just +hat,"

"But ik's just the assembly, John. Pleecse.,. it'1ll be an AWVish! At least let me
go ouk with a bang,"

"Sean, look, last fime you snid 'Only assembly,! and I had to mester half &
magazine., I won't be involved again,"

"But John, this will definitely he the last.... Hello?? Oh, Dauidll"

He slammed £le reciever inkto the cradle as though it l'ad committed +the offense,
end stalked engrily back to the fyper. Thai was his last hope. Perhans it was foolish
%0 try %o use *he same excuse again. But he wes desperate by +this time. There were
over sixhty vages o fo, and he'd never sven be able ko get them mastered hefore the
deadline «os%0 say nothing of +he rest of the job, If he had +o do all the work
himself he'd be a month lete,

layhe this wes +he end., .e'd been ah it almost two years; and the squeaks had been
getting closer together, the deadlines ben: more anl more ouk of shape. He'd hardly
had £ime %0 ca%ch his breath hetween issues in a long, long time. Perhaps this time
the job would finally lick him,

He gezed about e room, re-aprraising the job still left +o do. Beside the tyver
lay the few pages he'd menaged to dAunmy, before the press of +ime became unbeerable,
To stories had come in, one kerribly scribbled. e hoped there would be enough in
it that wes legible so he could guess a% Star!'s meaning; there wesn't time %o read
it, White's cover rested on +he %op of *he dresser, slouching sgsinst +he mirror. It
looked like & lead-illustration for tke old AAZING F70IINE? dbut he was no longer

in a position to be choosy. There were filler-illustrations scattered orn the bed,
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where they fell the las% #ire he +ried o find e decent onc. Von Bernewitz was &rying,
but there was just so much invenkiveness lefk in Lim. Finished meshers were strewn
about the kitehen +alile in the nexk roorm, while the voracious ditto lurked heneath
the bed, s%ill no!;, uced on %his irsue a% all,

lle'd rever been %this far behind in his entire fanrish life. Ever since he'd ?ecided ?o
g2 into the corparekively uncrowded fisld of monkhly putlishing, there wes always this
dargir; soekires the fonzine epneared unler condikions £rat seemed almost miraculous,
But tkere always seered SOLETUING he could doe owWease

I* really started with that masthead signature from the +hird issue, "BETTER EVERY
I°SUE!" That wes the +ire of youthful exhuterence, For the firsk tire, he'd had
encugh materiul or hend o insure a next-issue, and he'd heard from soreone who, a2t
thah tirme, he'd considered a BHF, Thak was even before he'd ‘eard of FaPi? before the

“TIRal

iirst convention, end a gocd deal bufore his fanzine looked like much of anything,

Trat wes what made the megezine, he decided. It must heve ceught kiari Wolf's eye, end
despite the crude nrinking and inferior meterial she spplauded his outlook. From that
good review, his destiny wes sealed. The masthead almost +ook posession of hii,

First it was just size, A% first he accented Just ebout anything, and kept sdding
vhatever he could 50 +he le-:er-column from his private corresnondance to jazz it up,
From a seven-pege monkthly, he buils a nice, thiok, twenty-plus magazine ouk of the few
cenisact s he had in fandom. demembering, he knew thet most of +he early matericl was
to%tal crud, and tleve was little he could now ve proud of in his first few issues,

Once he hed & feirly sizable zine, the nex: frontier wos cireuletion.,.but that hadn't
been hard to remedy., Free copies o practicrlly everyrone for o while made him widely
knorm in fandom, and eventually led right inko his next problem, which wes quality, So
rany +rades gave him a much bek*er idea of excellense in farzires, end romhariing
BF%s with copies and requests for makerial, Some of +hem eventually complied, and he
made “he most of whatever drcpped his way. low thet all arncared to be over, he felt

a little regret ak *he original friends cnd contributors +het he'd saubbed and drovred
so abruptly back tlen. ueny of his rupkured frienc ships bed been eausing him +roudble
la*te 1y,

Qual ity came, as it did +o anyone who edited shrewdly and kept consistertly on the
joba :efore +hree or four issues wen: by, the 3NF's begen Junpirg on the hend-wagon,
Thek was vhe he began %o realize precisely whet bis posikion in fandom had be come ,
Bef'cre, the monthly schedule was merely romething of a heashk, but now it was a
deTinite asset, lonthly schedules had seercé rere, at a time when OPUS end QUENDRY
were rewly buried, and Oallking wis heving e & fficult +ime +rying o orove thes COPSla
hain't followed +hem. Fandom couldn't exiskt long withous frequent spurts of ackivity,
and without frequenkt spurts of activity, end withous frequent no-ice from sorme zine
thet the rest of ke hrotherhood hadn't fallen inko decey, They picled his zine as a
frequent; consickent, aveileble signpest for the currents of fendom, and coniributions
were 1liberal from the best minds remaining ec+ive,

Perhaps it was then 4be% *he neekhead Lurned end bit its editor. It secred thet
fernish success made him uncomfortable, Lvery other time, when he rescred a platean,
it was only to re-evaluate his stilleexisiting inedecuacies, Vow... 1o, %here was one
more barrisr to crack: size, Thirsy pages & montn of top=cuality meterial would
prebably be enough for ordinery fans, but this was the ™ T=m ETTRY TSSUR1" zine, He
made the decisive step thes issuc, end aedded his entire becklog of raterial,

That was when ke rcal rak-race begens At the convension he never had time for a
drinking-party; he was *oo busy contracting for all +he cen-reports he could find,
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Mot only the best available writers now... his idea was to get a "hultiple point of
view" in his zine, end %o f£ill out the poge-count along +he way, Grabbing meterial
whenever it appesred mede him miss most of the progrem himself, He was up all night
convincing a visiting foreign fen %o give him his pro-yarn inskead of working on the
pro-eds in the crowd, lie'd got no sleep during +he entire week-end,..and upon his
return the monstrous job of duwmying hed to he hegun immediz tely, >

That was the first issue » that ackually seemed +o be work in all his long experience
turning out montkly dittoed fanzines. There were still armzing flashes of excellent
material, and Ste size was not so much lerger as he'd planned, but “here wes more
bull, and that wes his aim, "BETTHR EVERY ISSUL!"

For & while he could meintain some shanilards as before, buk the hacklog was never
either very large or very good after that convenktion, And, lately, it seemed that +he
LI'M™'s were becoming a lit+le intracta®le. For the past few issues they seemed
irritated a% his too-frequent pleas for more and longer pieces of materiml, And the
strein was increasingly urbearable, iHis zine hed remained +he +reding-post for
fannish informokion, desnite tle lengthening ove rskenping of ke deadlirnes, buk he
nokiced a definite differences Two or threc of the bLi_geskt rermes in his regular
contributing roster scemed to feel it better Lo absent themselves from 'fandom's
brightest light' rather than put up with his insistent reminders that they were lake,
One of tlhem...Boggs in fack,..le shed back at his daily posk-cards with a three-page
criticism of his zine's "quantity not quelity" apnrosch, and a warning +het he might
burn himself out as some okthers hed Tone in the past, Despite +he sherp, personal
languege, he printed i%,,.along with half e page of Coning At*+ractions end defenses.
It filled out *ke page, and put his page-tokal into +he fifties, bust he paid for ik,

The letter-column wes filled with evidence that b ggs! noke wes taken not only
seriously, but aken as the keynote of +the magezine., Four people sent along bright,
cheering letters, heartening an ed they appeared to expect to die any day, Ghod knew
he was exhausted by then, but never reedy to quit. The next issue almost hit seventy
pages...he had to call iiagnus in to help him that time...and he plared up the top=-
fligh# material as best he knew hows The beginning of thke Vhite-liay feud coming just
then was a god-send, even though the issue wns la*er then ever,

From +hen he'd never even attempted +o cakch up. liis zine grew %o inpossible
provortions, he missed full weeks of college classes, but the old stand=by rolled ons:
"BETTER EVERY ISSIES"

NoTees tell, if HMagnus was umwilling +o help any more, +het wes the end, There
weren't more than forty pages on-master yet; less khen helf, Deadline would sweep
over him in a day or two and.... there it was. He gazed arouad him et the ruins of
his fnnIsh. Two years of constant plugging. And.., where was he, really? He rememb
rememte red +te days when BUF's were still friends, He remembered +the time when esch
issue was an intellectusl challenge, not just a physical ore., One dummied page of
crud skared up frem eside the keyboard, £ill he fled to the relaxing softress of
the bed. Crushed into the pillow, his eves may heve been smarting; the words "BETTER
LVI RY ISSUE!" would no% be driven from his mind,

Larry Stark 3rd

"Who seys Psychoktic will fold?" =-=GiSp
Filted Willisisms
"I just gok a whole new nlot develonmenxz..  Tel
He not only .eed ik, he courted the words too; that's what fook till three a.m.
Freem of speech, freem of press, freecm to pekition, freem from weni, freem from fear
Shock yourself, Ted:; sometimes i+'s amusing,
And now John kiagnus will lead us in prayer
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Jesse Hac Pipsgueak slipped the yvelicwing sheet of raner into his squeaky old tyve-~
writer and cranked the ratchet until a full two inches of off-white pulp had nassed
beyond the scale guide. Now he began to tyme. "March 22 (or so)," he nroduced. Then
he snaced half a dozen times, returned the carriace to the left marsgin and typed
"Dear Dean.!

He paused.

What would he say to Dean ncw? He thought, How many times have I written the same
stu’f to him, And to all the rest of farndom? What cculd I noscibly say to faneds?
Faneds were always talking about their fanzines, getting cclumns, prlntlnv tﬁem. and
so on. Why, Dean could probably dash off a two or three nage letter to him, and just
talk 2bout the various things that were hapvening with his fanzire, to it, for it,
about it wewhy, just everything. And Dean could say something different each time,
and it was always so damned interesting. Every time. A fangzine, and all the
preparations going into it, made an unending source of palaver. There's so much that
an editor does behind the scenes thet he can just sit down and ramble on for a page
or two about what he's just done, and because he's always talking about something
thzt you know nothing about, he's always original and interesting.

Being a faned. It did have a lot to say in its favor. Jesse began to think—an
oreratien reaquiring three deep furrows to dig themselves into his forehead and
glisten softly with perspiration, necessiteting an odd curl %o come over his mouth,

a2 tense curling of the lips, almost e nursing, necessitating him to draw back one and
a half feet from whatever ke might be doing at the time and bring this face thus
contorted in contemplation to rest upon his cupped right hand, Jesse assumed this
posture, and sure enough, his mind started probing,

He had always said that he would never just jump into fanediting. Ee had seen all too
many fans, he had told himself, who leaped blindly into this field, had immense fun
for three or four issues, and then suffered the extremes of disillusionment and quit
fandom. No, Jesse would never make that mistake. Jesse was going to get the maximum
of enjoyment out of fendom. He was going to be mature and sensible.

But the thousht anpealed to him, right now, to start work on a fanzine. Wondering
what to say to Dean had started him off. The furrows deepened in the moist skin of
his forehead. Yes, it was definitely feasible. He was doing it maturely, too.
Concentrating, weighing, pondering, judging. He resolvgl himself that night to start in
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So now he knew what to tell Dean anyway. "I'm starting a fanzine." He'd just.....
just throw that into the rest of the junk he sent off to Dearn in the guise of a
letter., and so he did.

ii
An unpretentiocus start., That was it. As a matter of fact, his fanzine, Night Hawk,
was all of five rages. He had thought of calling it Five Pages, but he decided at the
very last moment not te limit himself to a certain size. Too bad; Five Pages was such
an original title. Oh well, he thought, this is nonly the beginning of tke behind-the-
scenes activity that was such an important part of faneditorshipn. So Night Hawk was
to be its name, and its size was to be five nages...at first.

He finished drawing the cartoon for the cover cn the master, and he put the naster
unit into the typewriter to write the caption: "Crack another corny joke and I'il box
your ears." Suddenly he had an inspiration. He rolled the sheet back up to the top
and tyred in all caps on the mester: EVERY ISSUX BZTTER,

iii

As is their wont, comment started coming in., Now it is a true and wondrous fact that
Jesse Mac Pipsqueak was nit gquite the meture, thinking fan he supposed himself to be,
althruch ke must not suffer the denail ¢of rany nositive virtues. What is more
immortant, fandom had just about this opinion of him; and fandom was ready to judge
his work as imnartially a2s they would judze that of an unknown. Despite Jessels great
correspondance, he never made a really great impression on fans at large.

So, when the wonted comment began to aprear, Jesse was a little taken aback. His
cover, they said, was cranpy. His editorial was inconclusive, and in many opinions
immature. His one fiction story, as Le called it, might, he wes informed, be called
"a story" or "fiction", but not "a fiction story", and it was poor esnyway. His
fanzine reviews said nothing, they said.

One fan, however, Menelaus "Blondie" O!'Froggeys, expressed an interest in Night Hawk,
and wrote not only comments on the issue, but alco brought up his thoughts about
letterzines (he didn't like them!) O'Frcggeys had also, most importantly, anplauded
the "EVERY ISSUE BETTZR" slogan. He said that with a »rinciple like this, Jesse could
never fail to become a fannish success., This was definitely the right spirit, he saig
So Jesse decided to adopt this nath. Every issue, he vowed to himself, would be
better. And it would continue, through the months and even the years, until Night
Hawk was one of the Ten Top Fanzines!

He began to think of a cover logo for the second issue, and EVIRY ISSUE BETTER would
be the focal point of the logo, you could be sure of that! This second issue would be
better thought out, he thought. Cf course, he didn't have any material (Willis had
somehow refused to send even one page), but he did have several letters and he could
talk about the latest issue of his favorite promag, AMAZING STORIES. The way he saw
it, this issue would take up seven pages, plus the blank page behind the front cover,
of course, Naturally, he would have to type dcuble-spaced, as he did last time, but
that gave the impression of thickness,

Le had then his first exnerience with a letter-cclumn. It was fascinating. Deciding
which narts of his letters would interest his readership and nlanning incredibly
witty retorts to every letter for the bottom. For instance, Frogzeysl!s letter
required svecial attention., He duly printed the parts which co-mented directly on

Night Hawk #l, and his answer dealt especially with the slogan, "EVERY ISSUE BETTERI"
But where Froggeys yammered on about letterzines, he studiously deleted every

varagraph. That was quite irrelevant tc the whole, as the writer even said. He had o
feeling that if Froggeys had known, he would have been thankful for the care that
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Jesse gave his every word.

Care. That wes the kernote, he thousht. Jesse evnernded great amournts of it{if care
can be measured in amounbte) in%o his editcriel decisicas, most probatly because, as
ke reascned, he was so new at it, Besidas, he was adopting the deliberate, mature
attitude; and 2ther necfars who rusheé like blind fools in%o this vanture never did
think of giving any care or ceep attenticn towerd their ziaes. No, they just dashed 1%
it ous. And the secret of Nigat Hawk's future iav in the care that Jesse gave it.

Fach issue would ve better———into each issue mors atteation wouvld be poured.

Lt
fith tremendcus personal exerticn, he emitoed Figkt Hawk #2. The Kesponses, nearly
de-fled in his mind ("Rssponse is the hesrt of Fandom," he said), announced thet it
was a great improvement, but couldn't he perhars (2) get some cuiside material,
(v) tyre single-svaced, (c) adopt some sort of scheluls.

Several letters brousht up all three pnints, as a matter of fact; he finally
concluded that he cuszht to try to g2t some writing from cutside, double-snaced
tyring really wasn't too good looking, and held never even thcouglt about schedules,
But he didn't Inov how or where to 20 for raterisl; so he could only hope ke would
nave ennugh to write ebout to g£o single spaced. FPut the matter of a scnedule was
dirferent. He decided tnat the ‘betterment! in Nii;3 would be a matter of putting the
fanzine out ca a steady, regular. fregquent schedule. Montaly, he taought, wonld fill
tane 0ill. Since the leading fanzine «f thz day, QrAGﬁIn, had just fclded, there
weren't any more monthly mags...of nots

Although he h2d no hores whetever of ge%ting any materiel, a friend, Jim Alevender,
sent a three page erticle on tle current glut on the sif mariet. Natur?lly, afser
corsiderable consideration, Jesse Mac Pipsqueak printed it. aAlong with the usual
letter colurn, editorial, end fangine reviews, the ish came out to ten sirgle sraced
pages! Of ccurse, he thousht, he might have to diszount the nlace where one nege of
the letter column just disn't take:; but, aside from intermitten’ tlan%ks or strecks
dswn the page in places vhere the dittoing went right through the naper, the fanzine
weg legibls., And Jim's article got the best reproduction, which was tae important
thing, actualiy,

Resporse t0 issue three was nothing short of flabbergastirg. Twenty-five letters came
in, along with two columns reulyirg to Alevender, plus Alevender's offer to do
another column. That made issue #% tctal thirty pages, single spaced, and it came out
less than a month after its ten-page predecessor. Furthermere, there were no ruined
pages, either. That helped.

With #5, out the next mcnth, Jesse began %o hit his stride. The average size of the
issues by then was around 35 pages; ke had articles and columns from mest of the sub-
BWF's (and letters, whick he Taithfully printed, frem all the BF's); and his
editorials anld revisws were acclaimed. Reproduction, however, did not improve until
the sixth issue, when he bouzht & new, expensive(3$UC) Tower ditto Irom tae local
Seers Roebuck denartment store. That issus he a2lso addsd a bockreview column and a
movie review cclumn, the former Ty himsel?, the latter Ty his friend in 3urbank—-
Reoul FitgzStanieberry. Yes, cvery issue was better, and now that he had a red carbon
the "EVERY 1SSUE BETTERI!" tcok an even more vrominent rosition on lLies cover,

With each issue-—#lU, #5, #6, #7, and so on——he felt that more and mere of his basic
energy, his "heart" as he called it, went into Night Fawi.., He felt very good atout
this, because he concluded that if you had it in you (&ni he @ marently had, to
overflowing), exnending more of ¥it" into your zine wold make it betier, and his
nearly-habitually-gradually increasirg exnenditure cf portions of this "heart! would
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pake Night Havk gradually better and better: yss, BETTER EV&PY ISSUE!?

T
Presently, Jesss was expactiug eeﬂn new iszsue to erpernd rore of his basic cenergiecs
end goul, and a2 folt that each issue must carry mcre of himseif, to live up te the
slogan of "EVERT ISSUZ BETTER!" So his enerzies began to seek new ways t¢ express
themszlves. It wasn't enough to puhlisch a forty nage fanzine (that was what it was
ty now), with the solicitving, cerresnonding({at least a dozen in ard 2 dozen letters
out each weekday), dummying, printing(and on thet highly erratic dittoi) of 350
copies{Night Hawk went to a2ll of real fandom, since Jesse hed gotten hold cf the NFIF
memtership list)...no, Jesse had limitlass ensrgy, it seemed to him, and it must
expand, exnand, expand.

Quality was as good as you could wessidly get in fandom., Reproduction was magnificent
and he nreferred to stay with the Tower rathertthan waste energy learnirg a new
process. No, tihere was more in him than merely chanzing msdiums of reprcducticn.

iz had almost decicded to pour his excess energy into columns for rival editors when
aa idea tcok shape: cvantity.

He had been Tanediting for all ef thres cuarters of a year, he thought as he typed
the editoriel cf Figut lawk #3. "I should really try to put out an-- annisk! I'il
male it the greatest annish ever produced! With ry tremendous ability of ousput I can
dn a job fandom will raver forget." The ertire Zocus of hLis actions dYegan to focus
on Night Hawk #1l, the Annlsh, and he tyned the crncuncemert cf the coning monster
issue into kis editorial. No, it womldn't cost any more than usual, 15¢, It would . be
from 150 to 200 pages, maybe more,

He began to slacken his tremendous outpoucing of energy into NH in order to establish
contacts with everyone who was even remctely connecied with fandem, t5 ask them &1l
to write two pieces for NI#ll, and to do the Lest they ever hed. He bouvgat all the
science fiction beoks and mags on the marlzet to make the most collossal book review
section ever seen. He planned to spend one full page reviewing each fanzine in Lis
fanzine review column. He cecided then end there thet he would save up all the
letters he had recieved on any subject—-even non-farnish-—to print in toto in WE#L

It would be collcssal, he thought to himself with a sudden, powerfully upsurging
thrill in his lean bedy.

He ran Nizht Hewks #€ and §9 on a more or less even keel, not forgstting, in keeping
with his slozan, to add two more page° to each one. But his real attention was now on
NE#1l. Already tweniy excellsnt articles had come in, and he had typed them up before
NE§9. There was no sign of thie inpouring ever abating. This, he thcught vhile typing
up the sixteenth article, would even be enough to meke fandom stop publishing! In his
enthisiasm, Jesse imagired thet he would even be atle to rrint every nossidle piece

of fan-writ'ng, every article, pcem, letter, story written by any fan... and with a
little selection and re-~writing the issue would be so good there!d be no further need
for crganined fandom. This was Jesse!s final psycholozical adjustment to the oncoming
meznem cpus: an insatiable ezotism regarding his abilities that only made him work
harder and harder to achieve his Goal,

He was now typing the first editcrial for Night Fawvk #10. He said, "Night Howk #10
will be shorter—--25 pages—and some of its featurss will te very slim, especially the
becok reviews. But I am sure that you'll realize that I have a 1lct of work to do to
prepere a 300 page Annish, if it's to appear in cnly 2 month frem now," He thought to
himself, "You know, I've actuelly given up the slogan, for the 1i-st time in my
carser. Menelaus O'Froggeys always said it'd carry me safely tihrough my whole fannish
existence. But.....Maybe "Blondie" didn't expect me to find the Enchanted Duplicacer
so soon," He reasoned the retreat was necessary, But he was suverstitious enough to
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ecrapz the red letters of the sloszan carefully and vainfully from the cover of issus
eleven. Sustenancs of fannish activity was much more impcrtent to him than a slogan,
Vi
Yes, Night Hawlz #1C was a sieck iscue, But the most surrriginz thing was that the
fans held asked to send meterial (gdbout 100 of them) aciually sent geod situff. and
vacre were two pisces from alimnet everysne. It averaged one page a contribution...
gnoue aelighiful p“rodv~ooevry that went c¢nly four lines, and there wes & menucscripi
from Rey Falmer on tne first Fangzine that went on for five pases... well, it was well
writsen, enyway. He almost turned Yight Bawk $$10 out mechanicelly. Almost everyone
rzcognized it as & poor issue, but they wsre perrfectly willing to forgive it in view
of wnot was to come, All, that is, except 0!'Frcgzeys, who seened enamored of that old
TETERY ISSUZ BETTZR!" siogan, But "3londis!" had been kicked nubt of fendom three months
belore for woking his nose intc evervone's business and giving heartening advice to
crudzinses, &6 his cpinion didn't matter., In fact, it was rumored that Mac Fipsdqueak
ned lielped disgrace him. But that wvas just a rumor, and the obusiness at nend was the
moet ronumental undertaking in all of fandom. Cne hurdred fang centributing, two
piecse eech, of everything—~-sercon, erctic, esoteric, fannish, even club-news———
ancé ail excellent or very-well-written, toco; seventy-five letters to quote verbatinm
intact, uncut, in toto; forty-three fanzines reviewcd 2t a full-page apiece; and
two reaus of interlineations("Did you dmw that Jchn Maenus is the spitting image of
Levrence Welk, who sells Seliatann Dodges for a livine¢"); seventy-eight tools and
twenty promegs revieved, at half a vage esch; a history of scisnce fiction movies by
Racal FitzStevleberry, his Hoilywood correspondant(the CSficisl one; actually, ke kad
seven there)----it looked like a totel cf Y30 vares, with sixtenn fullpage
illustrations by all the top fanartists, 3CO fillere, and a ColcrTint cover that
David Grenucuille contributed. He still planned cn using the old Tower, of course,
and there would nave to be five hundred copiss to taks care of exvnected demanrd,
0f course; some of the last copies would come through a little faded, tut that
chance had to be taken. This would feel so guod-~—to finnish & tesk worthy of his
enersyihis "hearth) at last!

By the time NH#10 was ovt, Jesss had tyred un & good 2C0 pages of material., That week
he ran off 100 nages and tymed up fifty more; next wesk, anotker hurnired, and he
typed up £ifty pages of letters znd another Sweuty-five of fanzine rsviews, plus ths
thriteen-page Listory of stf-novies; and he ran cff 150 nages the rext week and typed
up tke last 10C pages, which he ran ¢ff the Fourth week, In that last week, and the
first nart of a fifih, he assemdled, assembled, assembied. Night Hawk #11 went out
the Thursday of the fifth week after Night Hawk 510, and practically on schedule.

Jesse Mac Pipsqueak had cut ccllege classas four weeks running, just before finals;
ard, as he returned to the ivy hazlls, exhausted uttieriy, vet harmpy, to write five
friling exam-tooks(nothing maitered; he'd haa his real bt.ste of triumrh), plans for
Nignt Hawk #12 already filled his mind. But he'd have %o cequire a job, since he was
8100 in debt alreedy(his parents had scld their car to licuidate most of it). And..,
he wanted to rest a little., aAfter all, this was the Annlzh that ke had desigred in
the mad rush of enthusizsm to be so complete that faniecm would te lelt with rothing
more to do, and it would just stop. After such an effort, he dezerved a rest.

It's probably just as well, therefore, that Jescs Mac Finsgueak naver returned to
fendem after that Annlsh. In a way, Night Hawk #11 reaily did nut an end to fandom,
after all,
EXD,at last.
JCHN HIZCHCOCK
2 & =

NI'd like to get ahold of...

«..2 nice electrically maﬁlpulated and wp to date renroducer,”
That W ULD bte nice... /3 —0.T.Beck



CLkeD OUT
éy 726/ 3,/.) L’V/zzfc

i

et

EVERY ISSUE BETTER. It stared him in the face, unmercifully. "Why the devil did I do
it?" he asked himself. It wasn't the first time he had asked the guestion, nor would
it be the last. The fanzine lay there, on the kitchen table-—the first assemdled
copy of the second annish, MINIz2M, It had come a long way since the first, helf
gize, li-page issue.

Looking again at the fanzine before him, he wondered if it was worth assembling the
other 3H9 copies. Lesses...3Y3 times 124; Lord, the paver he had used! 4t least it
was inexpensive...20# duplicetor was all the multilith needed...But, he figured out:
forty-four reams! Vo wonder his snending-money had disapreared. He hadn't realized
he kad bought that many reams of paper.

He picked up and riffled through the magazine. Material by Stark, Grennell, Willis,
Harris, Hoffman, Shaw, knight, Blish, Berry, Jensen, Spencer, Warner, Delman,
Fhillips, Boggs, lagnus———that was a rare appearancs——-3ennett, Bulmer, Tubb...and
MCRE., The mere weight of the material staggered him upon rereading. The thcught
cccurred to him: "Will fans have the nmatience to read it all?®" Maybe not, dut by
Damn they'd remember it!

How did it 2ll start? Mot with that cruddy firstish, to be sure. Nor with the next
several, thougn several 1lcal fen Lad helped. But the fact that the mazazine was a
monthly, in itself a rarity, kept up a2 certain amount of interest. Then White had
helred him mimeo it large size, and Grennell had sent some ESHM a2nd Rotsler fillos,
and gradusally the mag caught on,

It was at the Con in WYC that he had his first real success. "So you're Jake Edwards,
Say, I got a story you might be interested in..." It went like that, and those who
didn't have stuff for him, recieved assignments. When he returned home, he had
enough material for ai least four consecutive "better" issues.

It was just before his twelfth issue that he saw the ad for a multilith, used, at
$€5.00. He entrested his father, and after some time, Mr, Edwards gave in.

/<



NEVZRY ISSUE BETTER'...2nd now his first annish would be maltilithed! Only 52 pages
for #12, but those 52 pages were full of the brightest fannish nzmes.

WEVERY ISSUE BITTER"...with his 14th issue he Lought Joun iagius! varityper... Now he
could cram more materiel than ever into each page, with the microscopic tyre he Lad.

bnd so it went, frem peak to pesk-—from 24 hours of hard work a day to 24 hours of
kard wcrk a day. He'd quit high school ir his funjor year in order to continue MINI.
E2’d ziven up girls in order to have money for MINI~-that had been hard-—and held
even given up rez2ding both stf and fanzines! It took ALL his time to nroduce MIWI.
But Jacob was alwars a lonely fan, and the bursts of egoboo, the riles cf letters
were balm to his ego, and always ke went on, struggling harder than ever.

Then, one dey, Ted convinced him he skould take a few hours?! vacation and go to a
WSFA meeting. That he should never have done,..

He climbed out of Ted's convertible, and walked up *he steps to Nelson's hcuse where
the meeting was to be held. He held in Lis hands sixz copies of MINI#15, all he could
spare from his mailing list., As he stenrped through the door, something hit nim. He
couldn't place it at first, and then he knew: rerfume. Glancing around the rcom, he
sav a small figure on tie sofz, talking to Spencer. Ted walked in behind him, and
began to make introductions. Jeke waited until he heard: "And this is Gloria..." He
stared at her...he could see nothing else. Perhaps it was because he hadn't sezn
girls for so long; peraaps because ske WAS very pretty...but he knew she was THE
perfect girl, He was, as they put it, really gone...

And from that moment, MINI began missing deadlines, slipning first days, then weeks
behind. EBut Edwards had his ulterior motives in seeing Gloria, for every time he
would oring a master or two along, and coax her to help type the issue...

It was just after his 23rd issue had come out that he walked up the steps to her from
door, While figuring layouts in his head, he absent-mindedly pushed the door buzzer.
He was still pushing it when Gloria came to the door,

"Hi, Come on in..."

"Huh? Ok vea... I was just figuring how we'd arran~e LeeH's story..."

"I swear, don't you ever think of anything but that fanzine?"

He looked up, surprised. "HKuh? Oh sure... Lotsa things—"

"Except me! Every night you've been coming over here, and all we do is type rasters!
Don't you think I'd like tc do something else a little of the timal?!

"Well, sure; you'lve got the whole day, haven't you...?"
"That isn't what I meant, and you know it, Jacob Edwardsi"

"Aw come on... Welve got a big icsue ahead of us, the Annish, I can't do it all alone
you know,"

Ske turned, suddenly very angry. "Well, this time you will! iake up your mind; that
fanzine, or mel

EVERY ISSUE BETTER, It stared him in the face, unmercifully. "Why the devil did I do
it?" he asked himself, It wasn't the first time he had asked %the question, nor would
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it be the last. He would never forgive himself. He knew he could never produce
enother issue, And he knew he would never see Gloria agzin...

It hart.

NEVERT ISSUZ BATTZER!,,.. ~-Ted E. White

i B e W L BT SR XTI S e e e e e e TN T L ey

. UK »LOtht e”er;tbxngLirom Willis MEANT =ometh7ng..," 1S3

I thinlkz he 15s%t hluself i uhat_ggzagragp and T car’t find him. M
- Y w-'w‘--ﬁ-'vt T S T TP e e o+ o

T~ "I ueva a vhole crile of them. e T

HoContbhcoh  The last time I did that, Horness quoted me.W TEwbjbboo?bnfoo?bo&6oﬁoob0u

et

‘but lar—ry_-_i'd love to read

Stellar. . .why don't you bring //

it over some mgbjo
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gake sat quietly im the corner. Arcund him hovered the sounds of a one-shot session.
Ee glanced disintercestcdly sver at the coraner whkere Iarrsy Scmebody wos typing en
cdd Royal. Then @s his typing slowed, Joke wes attracted ty a ce acking f
sora, and then & third joined the chorus. Out ir the kitchern, con

werc & many--one of thew lived hore, and another in baltimors i
can of bheer. It fizzled cver the rim ¢f the con, and he hear? John laughing with a
girl who had entered only moments &go. ab the desk, Fred von ihy was drawing peoonlo's
pictures. Ec noticed ¥red wae lookines at hin, 5 he hield still. Iarry turncd and laok-
ed over Erad's chouldor, and said something. It was drownod out by the ~thor itwo typ-

C8tn

It was a typicel one-shot sescinn. He had veen so thriiled whon Ted had cffeored to
bring hin t5 it. The ride in the car was fun, and he had enjoyed talking to Ted abyut
jazz, and fars, and all., Bu® the trip was chorter than he had imdgined it would te to
Ealtimcre, and cll t5- s7-°n ke Wwag nice more sn the suteide, & "nen-fan". He knew what
wonld khappen when they got to John'e, and it did: Ted chouted happily at Jcha ves

it Icher ki) f-r not cpering “he door so-a envugh, &nd then dounded in tn renew acquaian-
tarces with Larry. It was like clociwsrk. In no time fleds, he was being ignored. The
Other Join arrived, and rorc grectings were exchnnged. calke sat them outb.

Just as he now sat out the cnec-cghot seseinn.

"Hey, Bdwardés!"™ A shout came Trcn acncss the clattering rosm., "I've firislied using
this typer now. Why don't you type something?

Hi7ell...gec...sure. Uh, surc vou have spaceli" He gingerly sat ©i the rickety typing
desk, and carcssed the keys lightiy. Nothing hevppencd. "Ya godte really nit thef one

game fror Ted, whn wns now over in the corner reading Larry's story.

"Damnit, stop lsoking over my shovrldert!

£S5

"fwrigh%, swright.,."

e tried to think over the din of something %o say. "Well, here I am at a cno-shot
sessicn. What do I do now...! It didn't lock to gocd upsn rereading, but...

S cob Bdwards clammed the door toTed's convertible, and walked up the
woil to his front door. Ee was tdared baut hopny. He had contributed somothing %o DOUBLE
WITLLSV !

n.‘d‘_.L‘l_ e e

-

—-Ted B. White

Yes, Saunta (lews, there IS a

Tt

Frcems o7 the world: GUHITE! -tcw

Tos, Virginie, there IS 2 Glaria -Sew

SEETY Y.,



U e o o e

A phrese fropped bty 2 fan frien” of mine ule Jt“er dow set we To won-
dering. I picked it up. It said: "Robert Bloch is priceless." That
ith the r'rtle trade the vovy it is aow, I Jelt this needad firther in-
vestination. That, exrctly, is Robart Eloch worth? How bhain~ a fan, nv
mind has an associative tizn o it, with ¢n assistant reflex to think
ovli the iuplications of any nev idea. In analyzin~ the circvit, I came
arovid ©o the cvrclic Gecision that 2 poll was in order. Uit coopera-
Llon, a lot of snall talk akov¥ the hi~i cost of funnin® ¢ 18 Fe o %
to & lo=ical end. Why <on't you check the wrderlyin~ ¢res itions, ant
total vp the terrifyin~ trvth abort what fandon, Roters 3loch, &and
other thin~g lyin~ aro:nd your fanattic are worth to vyor.

OGO LTY PRICE

For R.3. to have vwoind p a western viriter. . o .+ o o o

Never to have henr? of fendoa: o 3
of Geore etzel. . . . . . Ol

dever to attend a scieunce fictiosn convention . T & L e
a vvild heir scession . . of | R - d . . .
ivet oy blrish| afesiatce kant ettt el 5 Bag” hoo o1 ;
anything by Yalter Alexender “illis . . . .
ThrrEan (LLE i . % F . :

Never

B 0 D 0 e IO CREIMEICT e SRl I sl 5 b -
To avree to retire v 10 p.ie 2% all s bsextent conventions i

ITot t» have the FAPA :iniiy-a reised to S0 par~es ner é K B -

Never to have a convention in vovr town. 3 . 5 3 . !

Mever to have a science fiction Suorr»p~blls1er . . . - or =L
N NEETIEN ISIO R S I ST e G TR Ly 4

UL g e SRS SRR e S e T L o L

Iin FARKATSTIC o, .. : 3 . : . ; s

in ATLIGHANT . . . -, - ,

To drop ot cof fandom. . . . T I AR A . ol s L
RGIT BOREE R PRy sl © RS o e

Tor a week . ] i . " 5 ! . . . .

L AAC S RN Rl T B s e L

SRR S e Sl e e

Never a~ain to hear ave-t Jeel Hudahl . . o 5 o S DA
Hoilbo have every issve or WEALGY betier .- . «+ . . . . .

Gran” Total
ovales Tax
Total Yiorth of Fendon
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Looking nver the rest of fhis mag, I see a number W
of things have been unsaid that perhaps should be ./ )
mantioned. First, this is the second half of a ( dm
two-shot, the first being WHAKMMY, which appeared

in FAFA mailing K74, February 1956. That was pro- w
duced over the Thanksgiving day weekend at John !
Hitchcock's, and was not at all memorable as a cne-
shot, being two poorly dittoed pages. Hewever, the
idea was spawned even then for a successer, DQUBLE
AHAMMY. In fact, the way is still open for a TRIPLE
JHAMMY, but I wonder if we can better thish, in keep-
ing with out motto, EVERY ISCUE BETTER...

The material herein, for the mest part was written on
paper, and then stencilled, making a certain amount cof
corrections possible. The reascn for this was that John
Hitchcock has two typers, and larry a pertable, but on-
ly mne was capable of decing a decent stencilling jcb.
(This did not deter Magnus who did His Page on stencil
with an o-1-d LC3Smith...

ihe nudes and semi-nudes adorning these pages are court-tf
esy of MODERN MAN . magazine, the T have taken certain
liberties irn redrawing them... I hope they get past
OMPA's censcors...

i 3

\:

The SerCenFanFiction herein presented is an idea of what %) :
we want in thw wey of material for STELLAR--The Eventualxﬁﬁ 4 T
I' /

Fanzire. It need not be SerCennish in treatment; we like fgk A
humer and satire as well if not better than the next fel-V \2Z» T
low, but we think FanFiction should bhe looked into more seriously. We
welcome all material--and this applies to ycu British fen as well as
amrrikaners...

ihe circulation on thish is 200; 70 to FAPA and 45 te OMPA, plus copies
to friends (and enemies}... As a note to fanzine reviewers: This being
accessable to the:public, you may rsview it as costing 10¢ to those in-
terested., (And that means(YOU, Fandora Blochl}

The entire issue, tho it may not look it, has been produced, from start
to stop ir five days, bkeginning with Thursday, March 29th, thru Monday

april 2nd, g
il il

It's been a hell of a lot of fun!

Publisher
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