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THE LARGE ECONOMY SIZE

tho

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Koree;..." a
typical smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once
beguiled by such an impudent notiong{ and is thereby wheedled into discovering
why the writer thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea,
winding up with the not entirely original notion that the courss of history
might have been changed if...

"On October seventh 1938 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband,

one
an old Chev and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of these pieces

N :
might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? HelJJ no. Instead she

parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev, and sails
out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in God or just
plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic prope
er Wy )

hazelnuts, "Today/ " the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and chairman
of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc, with branches in all 48 states and the
Virgin Islands.ﬁ Now ain't that just dandy? g

In this sort of magazine writing cert ,\commandments have grown inviolate. }._ cf
Always there must be the angge--known the trade as the "gimmick"--and Yg?
always there must be a beguiling op ning gambit or a m glittering baits E
to coax the jaded reader onward./ Shock 'em, sock'em, but at all costs make 'em &;&g

read! Intimate personal revelations are always good, -4 Or, better yet, the

tacit promise of the straight inside dope.




"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's sycce sor Zi/u beglns
a.nother/\piece by a man who has just spent six happy eks a:n-—the—ba-r—“

. .

04{.,,,‘, ik ;?agcéa%. “or “aw
Mw Several th d words ldter we leam that the big three are

" Jow himself, Joe s secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, an aged

N m Avrvice andl Do (eredey Wa@-af
old hometown back in Georgia. A One is presumably thrilled to be priv

world-shaking revelations. One is also being gassed to death by literary wind.

God knows that many of the ma.nufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.

They hze%egently learnediﬁl of the commane faithful 2

a.U. of the tgcoos. Conformity is their watchword and one could rarely

uesx which of them wrote hig pieces unless he signed them. )-And d% -
/W/S& must b-hoy Tet t-he:-!/"facts show. That is the ultlmaﬂté obstenity; that is
; S A 07 A«ZVMVM mnd E

commandment Number One! "Bedizen your facts, sugar-goat them, reflect them wi

mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejection ne your reader suspect

2 ¥

that you may be exposing him to a germ of genuinely original or stimulating 1dea'.'="'\ ot

For abov ‘he must leave your piece as unruffled and empt.y as he_ came to E %&

e can no longer escape the notion that the bulk of our perlodlcal

writing, like the products of Hollywood, is cynlcally directed At the minds of
# slx_yearéold chlldren‘ QM% M é d‘am Mz
eat, no guts, no ang%r. The package mus% glltter antit :

b
come wrapped in hygenic¢' cellophane just like in the accompanying ads.’ %% is
i : ? - A

rge ecm size. .Undeﬂ;':&f'luent pens of‘gt‘l‘ese writers everything from
Aforeign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suave, bright, urbane,
sophisticated unfolding of a jig saw puzzle that turns out, lo, to have been no
puzzle at all; either that or gpuzzle that is created where indeed there was
no puzzlgé;\ at—e&.—i—. One puts up his money and takes his choice. Anyway there'll

Pe a prize~fight on Channel Two in twenty minutes. Tomorrow all will be forgotten.




Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
e many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few initiates
(that is, writers who have learned the ’\fo;mula) writing way too much about
that which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel?

Is it true that the lack of any emotional as well as intellectual involvement

in the subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this sort of writing?

O Lo AL ! W Nt

At—ans—reteChe net result is that cemperebive—iramdful of, stimulating
s 7

thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either being driven to
adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-circulation, low-
paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field their message
necessarily remains beclouded by pap and in the other it is completely ignored
by the Grea{:v Starved American Public. The latter are the losers both ways.

It is a frequently repeated iixd doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion m basic keystone_ajof a sound democracy. One
wondershow informed and sound the opi;lions are that are being nourished on

. One also wonders whebher there is, an efc\iitor in our
midst with the Joourage and vision to rise up and try ts‘ er=ck this arid
formul% Equazl_ly important, is there a reading public remaining in this
country that would keep him from starving while he tried it? Step up, folks!
Don't miss our next in:stallment that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke
one morning with ag ri:aaga\z:i.ne devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs,

Q

andAthirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine for

adults." ;

o™
Read all about it) M! Waa m/\% i
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THE LARGE ECONOMY SIZE

Virtually all non-fiction writing in/\American magazines today is
pervaded by a brisk cheapness, a perky windiness--and a good deal of
outright intellectual starvation. Reading this stuff day after day is
like living on a diet of er'satz steak: one has a temporary sense of

repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but is all the while slowly

dying of mental ma.]nutrltion. % M M e w & MMW

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a %

>

typical smooth "think" piece might begin., Rramkimakky Naturally the reader
is at once beguiled by such an impudent notion, and is thereby caaxas\ into
discovering why the writer thinks we should have--or should not have--
intervened in Korea, winding up with the not./ entirely original notion that
the course of history might have been changed ;li...

"On October seventh 1938 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband,
an old Chev and thirty-nine dollars" .begin-e—ene,\of the cornier of these pieces
Is rv, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell, no. Instead she parks her
arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev, and sails out to

O = —» Z«nez
found a thriving diaper servicef-aided by a simple faith in God oz;\ in
-~
: -

/mediscovers the therapeutic properties inherent in wild hazelnuts.

1\ ﬁc'#‘ W. 41 A‘o
"Toda;;”Co a Kennedy is president and chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, %

A

with branches in all 48 states and the Virgin Islands." /Now ain't that®dandy?

- o

Always there must be th --known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and

In this sort of magazing writing certain commandments have grown WW%
@ Zg%.
/\

always there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a series of glittering

emy o all
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. Shock <hm, sock"m aad. make '&m read!
Intimate personal revelations are always good, too. Or, better yet, the promise

of the straight inside dope.




"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," begins
another piece by a man ho/\spent six 'tweeks mAMoscow. Several thousand words
la'ter‘we learn that the big three arej;mimself , Joe's secret fairhaired boy,
Vlaiﬁir, and an aged monk in Joe's old hometcwn’\in Georgia. One is presumably
thrilled to be privy to such world-shaking revelations. One is also being
gasse:d to death by/\literary wind.,.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.

They have obediently learned all of the commandments a@gzzzgul]:y followed
all of the taboos. Conformity is their watchword and one Amert;.s_s “. wkecd.
p{wrot.e Bheds ces unless bbegs/\signed them. And mever, never must they let their
facts show. ihat is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One!
’

Bediz A . sugar coat them,/\ it with mirrors:“ ut upon pain of rejection

never let your reader suspect that you may be expos:.ng him to a germ of

genuinely original or stimulating idea. For above all he must leave your

tocofe Uie
piece as unruffled and empty as he came to 1t. WMLW”‘/W %‘;

VA A
Why must this state of atffaJ.rs&fl&m‘;‘rl“.4 eno-ba_-g—re&oengs that there are ﬁ
A

too dam many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few %

initiatesf (that is, writers who have learned the formula) writing way too much

about that Whlﬁ‘h do Zo know, and about that which they do not genuinely 3

Wwwﬂ MWW
: A ey 207 Lo

e comparat:.ve handful of geruime

feel.

W

our m.ldst who also have the gift of words are either driven to
adopt the glib formula or are gxR dr:.veno/:t/:‘évthe low-circulation klterary or
esoteric periodicals. In the one field their message necessarily remains
EX beclouded by pap and in the other it is completely ignored by the Great

Starved American Public.




Is there an editor in our midst with the courage and vision to rise u
.,4,.,7;4,4/& it ) ,
and try to crack this stullifying formula? -F==tWems a reading public remaining

~

in this country that would keep him from starving while heAbra:eé it? Rese Mreag

)
M4
our next installment that begins: "Ehil_lip Panther }\awoke one day with an
17 ) lhnee ’ « £ [eeasl

arthritiec magazine,\ and thirty-nine(dollars." PFird=owt all
N
about it! Thoses ast
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q¥ There w no meat no guts, fo anger. The package glitterg and comel wrapped
A

un the Jodos

in A ellophsme‘d It is the large economy size. Under the fluent pens of these

writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick;

a suave, bright, mxxk urbane, sophisticated unfolding of a jig saw puzzle

’
that turns out to have been no puzzle at all; either that‘,’ or a puzzle is

JN
created where indeed there was no puzzle at all. One puts up his money
and takes his choice. I\ ere'll be a prize fight on Channel Two in twenty

minutesy anywey. Tomorrow all will be forgotten.







‘9Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
damn many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few init.iates
(that is, writers who have learned the formula) writing way too much about that which kimy
they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it true
that,lack of A%;?/ional as well as intellectual involveﬁgffsmme curse
and‘\s gnpost of this sort of writing? At any rate the net result LEgrdderlads 15
that the comparative handful of stimulating thinkers in our midst who also
have the gift of words are eitherAldriven to adopt the glib formula or ars‘ driven
over to the low-circulation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In
the one field their message necessarily remains beclouded by pap and in the
other it is completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public.%‘ ww

he Avatra Lozt iy’

dg=peawe an editor in“our midst with the courage and vision to rise up

and try to crack this a%’rg formula? Equally important, is there a

N

reading xgix public Wﬁng i this’ cauntry that would keep him from starving
’ 2""44

while he trielit? Don'tut;ss our next installment that begins: "Phillip
AN

Panther, editor, awoke one morning with an ambheitic magazine devoted t.e\ pae,

three Cadillacs, and thirty-nine thousand dollars.® Read—aii—abeout 1T :
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THE «E&HGEAECONOMY SIZE

by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular
magazines today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--

and as empty of inte}lectual content as a gourd. For the most part it wb
L : v
“sszdegenerebed—imto a form of infant pab}\lum made from a rigid formula

Ome nrraat
guaranteed to preventl\growth in the child. At._ths_same—#m,e-\ most of it is

written with a brisk air of convictionA a perky sort of brightness, <eué-
W the end result is sheer intellectual starvation.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz

food: one has a temporary sense‘og repletion, occasionally even of satiety--

A A
but j all the whilel\slowl of%mental malnutrition. The sad truth

is that a whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering

/Ry ——— D

from a curious form of intellectual hunger. Twe-flood of bhs literary
Mﬁm iz ’&/7‘

l et it RS
k4

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a

typical smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once
beguiled by such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering
why‘ the writer thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in
Korea, winding up with the not entirely original notion that the course of
history might have been changed if...

"On October seventh 19‘{8 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband,
an old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier
of these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the

Chev, and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple




faith in God or just plain mysticism--discovers the Zmx therapeutic properties
inherent in wild hazelnuts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is

president and chairman of the board of Kennedy Pro cts', Inc. with branches im 6

all 48 states and the Virgin Islands. r\i-le!tl\hus and was cure Abr—ho; hazelnut’s, é

and ld[just won a hundred-yard dash#® Now ain't that justgian 7
In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate. i
Always there must be the angle--known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always E
there must b_e a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
ba;lt.s to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade tl_qeir minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em ral* -
Wpersonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.
"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," begins
another suave piece by a man who has just spent six happy weeks glued to a bar
stool in Moscow. Several thousand words later we learn from "unimpeachable
authority" orl\"an informed source whose identity must not be divulgeg\ that the
big three are # none other than Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy,
Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old hometown back in Georgia. (That the
informed source and the writer himself made it at least five initially in on
the know is <emstew omitted ostensibly on the theory of literary license.)
One is presumably thrilled to be privy to such world-shaking revelations. One
is also being softly gassed to death by literary wind.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.

Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds., have obediently

A
Jlearned all of thg commandmepts and havg {(ithfully observed all of the rigid
A : eaa

@Al @/j/w .
taboos ./\ Conformi yiis their watchword ahd one could rarely guess which of them
wrote his pieces unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts,

never, never must the writer emes let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a




spinster, that is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! \

—————

(B;a_i’z;n your facts, sugar-coat them, Teflect them with mirrors if you
e
must, but upon pain of rejection never state a g%l—em l\fact and let it go;

and never, never let your reader suspect that you may be exposing him to Agerm

o
of genuinely original or stimulating idea. For above all he must leave your

piece as unruffled and empty as he came to it. T ,rh Mwm
There must be no meat, no guts, no anger. ATh.e package must glitter and .
come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just Iie he accompanying ads. ¥esy—i%

N u WW s i ond) &n
sAg=irfarmt pabN.um '\uniform grade retailed in the economy size. ©me
o A A A

-w® longer escape the}lotion that the bulk of our periodical writing, like
N . ndim&,d,

the products of Hollywood, is cynically directed at the minds of/\six—year-

ol
old children? What/\this must be doing to the mental horizons of the readers,

not to mention to the writers themselves, is faintly appalling to contemplate.
Under the fluent pens of these writers everything from foreign policy to

Rrkdig frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suave, bright, -siSggs sophisticated
unfolding of a jig saw puzzle that turns oup, lo, to have been no puzzle at all;
either that or a puzzle that is created where indeed there was no puzzle before.
One puts up his money and takes his choice. Anyway there'll be a prize-fight
on Channel Two in twenty minutes. Tomorrow all will be g=m forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely—too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about
that which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel?
Is it true that the lack of any/\emotional aa:mi&-&e;\intellectji involvement

&Athe subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this ampiy ,\sort of

writing ¢ One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really




k

stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either

: being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-
circulation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field
their message necessarily remaini\Peclouded by pap and in the other it is
completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter are the
losers both ways.

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion is one of the basic keystones of a sound democracy. One
wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently
nourished on this unending diet of pap.’ One Ia.]_Zo wonders whether there is an

editor in our midst with the mmmxgax courage and vision to rise up and try to

Q,,,,,Ita'gﬂwfv
ﬁ?he popular magazine w lqﬁpf this arid formula writing? Equally important,

is there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep him from
starving while he tried it? Step up, folks! Don't miss our next installment
that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a slick magazine
devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and thirty-nine
thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine for adults."

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.




THE GIANT ECONOMY SIZE
by

The great bulk of non-fiotion writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as socthing as an old lullaby--and as empty
of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
One must admit that most of 16%1& a brisk air of conviction and a
perky sort of brightness. But the end result is sheer intellectual starvation.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersats food:
ene has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but all
the while is slowly dying of mental malnutrition. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of intellectual hunger. 4 flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land
it has today reached epidemic proportions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical

smooth "think" plece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have-~intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
‘ changed if...

"On OCctober seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of

these pleces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted: Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and salls out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or Just plain mysticlsm--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts, "Today," the piece winds up, “Cora Kennedy is president and
chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Ine. with branches in all 48 states




The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazine
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as
empty of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of
infant pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in
the child. Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces
are beattifully written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit
dollar. But the poor reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of
mental malnutrition.

Reading this guff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but all

the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a

whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious

form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it

is fast reaching epidemic proportions.
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THE GIANT ECONOMY SIZE
by
John D, Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
today 1s as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty
of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of intaﬁt
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child. ~
One must admit that most of iigi?‘wr/imm a brisk air of conviction and a
perky sort of brightness. But the end result is sheer intellectual atarvatim)

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporery sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but all
; tllidoed 017 %

the while is stewly dying o%/\meab&-mﬁau&&ﬁea. 'l‘ha‘;ad truth iz that a
&%

& curious

-y w -

ﬁ'v\.Lf&m
form of imbeilieebust hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land;
f it epidemie proportions.
A

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical

I whole vast segment of the American reading publie is ;
~ -

smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pleces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts. "Today," the piecé winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states
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THE GIANT ECONOMY SIZE
by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non-fietion writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty of
intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
|| pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child,
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautif
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poon
” reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious

form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
Iis fast reaching epidemic proportions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical
smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by

I such an impudent notion and is therseby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or. should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if... 5

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and cne hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to t_onnd a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapsutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts, "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Ine. with branches in all 48 states







and the Virgin Islands,” Aind, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arthritig
by her way with wild hazelnuts, and hes just won a hundred-yard dash. Now
ain't that just dandy?

In this seort of magasine writing eurt#in commandments have grown inviolate,
Always there m‘b be the angle-~known to the trade as the "gimmick"~-and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader amurd. The opening of this plece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example., Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds

by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
;i sonal revelations are always goods Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," Sugine

om "an informed source whose identity must not be divulged"
that the big three are none other than Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy,

Viadimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old hometown back mcoorgia ﬁw%

sumably thrilled to be privy te such world-shaking revelations. One is also

being softly gassed to death by literary wind.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers poaaoucd of supple minds., But they have
obediently hameg all. of - tha qmndmnta and hvo ta:lthtully observed all of
formity is their utchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his
pieces unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never,
pever must the writer let his facts show, Like the exposed slip of a spinster,
that is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number Cne! Bedizen your
facts, sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of
rejection never state a simple fact and let it goj and never, never let your




JM ﬂ

{
| reader suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a muinqu original

or stimulating idea, For sbove all he nmt. leave your plece as unr«ifn-d and
empty as he came to it. Uik it MWM%W%

There must be no meat, no guts, no angw.i\ ALl must be urbanity and glad-
ness. The package must glitter and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just
1like in the accompanying ads. The psbulum comes in uniform grade and is re-
tailed in the giant economy size...Can one longer eseape the notion that the
W of our periodical writing, like the produsts of Hollywood, is eynically
directed at the minds of retarded six-year-old children? What all this must be
doing to the mental horizons of the readers, not to mention to the writers
themselves, is faintly appalling to contemplate. Under the fluent pens of
these writers overyf-hing from foreign policy to m okj
a auavo, W{ﬁo’ﬁﬁm /?m‘fo’ of a Jig saw puzzle t.hat./\h create

where indeed there was no puzzle before. One puts up his money and takes his

cholce, Anyway there'll be a prize-fight on Channel Two in twenty minutes.
Tomorrow all will be forgotten.

ihy must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many mdnu demanding too much pap and——conversely--too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that
wm they do not know, and sbout that which they do not genmuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the

subject is at once tho curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writ.i.ng

One thing the net result is that those of the really ltimﬂatinz

adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-circulation, low-
peying literary or esoteric periodieals. In the one field their message
vnmunrﬂqrmino erusted and beclouded by pap and in the other it is com-

both ways.
It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion is one of the basie keystones of a sound democracy.

thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either being driven t¢

pletely ignored by the Great Starved American Public, The latter are the 1oaer&§
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One wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently
nourdshed on this unending diet of pap., One also wonders whether there is an
editor in our midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the
popular magazine world from the grip of this arid formula writing? HEqually
important, is there a reading publiec remaining in this country that would keep
him from starving while he tried it? Step up, folks! Don't miss our next in-
stallment that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awcke one morning with a
slick magagine devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and
thirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a msgeszine for
adults.”

Read all about it, folkel It's a sorry sorry story.
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and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arth-
ritis by her way with wild hazelnuts, and hé.s Jjust won a hundred-yard dash.
Now ain't that just dandy.

In this sort of magazine writing qertain commandments have grown inviolate,
Always there must be the angle--known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who ' Stalin's successor will be," is the
arresting opening line of another suave piece by a man who has just spent six

happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow. Then follows a familiar rehash,

necessarily based upon conjecture and rumor, of the internal jealousies reputedl

wracking the Politburo (it is always a pleasant superstition to picture one's
rivals as being destroyed by weevils from within), accompanied by some sprightly
vignettes of the various glowering junior iron men. Several thousand words
later we learn from "unimpeachable authority" or from "an informed source whose
identity must not be divulged" that the big three are none other than Joe him-
self, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old
hometown back in Georgia. One is presumably thrilled to be privy to such
world-shaking revelations. One is also being softly gassed to death by literary
wind,

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have
obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of
the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of mew ideas. Conform-
ity is their watchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pieces
unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never, never

must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that
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M rovelations, One is also being softly gassed to death by literary
wind. :

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds, Bubt they have
obadiently learned all of the commandments snd have falthfully cbserved all of
the mm taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Conform-
ity is their watehword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pleces
unless he signed thams Though he may bludgeon you with fagts, never, pever
must the writer let his facts show, Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that




end the Virgin lslands,” And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arthritis
' by her way with wild hagelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash. Now
adn't that Just dandg? t

In thia sort of magu:lno writing certain commandments have grown inviolate,
ilways t.hera mut. bs the engle-~known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
balts to coax the jaded readsr omward. The opening of this plecs, the Lord

forgive us, is not such s bad example. Shotk 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Ur, better yet, the tacit promise of the
astraight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be,” is the

arresting opening liné of another suave piece by a man who has just spent six
happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow. Then foll?m a familiar rehash,
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some sprightly vignettes of the various glowering junior iron men.
thousand words later we learn from "unimpeachable authority" or from "an in-
formed source whose identity must not be divulged" that the big three are none
other than Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhalred boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk
in Joe's old hometown back in Oeorgia. One is presumably thrilled to be privy
[| to sush world-shaking revelations. One is alsc being softly gassed to death by
literary wind.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
| Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds, But they have

obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of
the rigid taboos, They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas, Conform-
ity 4s their watchword and-one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pieoor
unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never, never
mast the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that




THE GIANT ECONOMY SIZE
by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby-—and as empty of]
intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifully
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poor
reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety-—-but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical
smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
aﬁd sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or just plain mwsticismrédiscovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kemnedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states




and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arthritis
by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash. Now
ain't that just dandy?

In this sort of xﬁagazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate
Always there must be the angle~—known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad exampie. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," is the
arresting opening line of another suave piece by a man who has just spent six
happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow. Then follows a familiar rehash,
necessarily based upon conjecture and rumor, of the flaming jealous:'i.es reputedly

wracking the Politburo (it is always comforting and editoriall;‘ sooepbabia o

h picture one's rivals as being destroyed by internal cancer) s accompanied by

k some sprightly vignettes of the various glowering junior iron men. Several

thousand words later we learn from "unimpeachable authority" or from "an in-
formed source whose identity must not be divulged" that the big three are none
other than Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk

in Joe's old hometown back in Georgia. One is presumably thrilled to be privy

to such world-shaking revelations. One is also being softly gassed to death by
litérary wind.

I God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have

obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of

the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Conform-
ity is their watchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his piece&
unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never, never

must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that




is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! Bedizen your facts,
sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec-
tion never state a simple fact and let it go; and never, never let your reader
suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original or
stimulating idea. For above all he must leave your piece as unruffled and
empty as he came to it.

There must be no meat, no guts, no anger. Knogk—down cantroversy is
strictly verboten. All must be urbanity and gladness. The package must glittex
and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just like in the accompanying ads. The
pabulum comes in uniform grade and is retailed in the giant economy size...
Can one longer escape the notion that the bulk of our periodical writing, like
the products of Hollywood, is cynically directed at the minds of retarded six-
year-old children? ﬁhat all this must be doing to the mental horizons of the
readers, not to m@ntion to the writers themselves, is faintly appalling to

contemplate, Under the fluent pens of these writers everything from foreign

policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suave, bright, sophisticated un-

folding of a jig saw puzzle that turns out, lo, to have been no puzzle at all;
either that or a puzzle is created where indeed there was no puzzle before. Onﬁ
puts up his money and takes his choice. Anyway there'll be a prize-fight on
Channel Two in twenty minutes. Tomorrow all will be forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely——too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that
which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
Are the compulsions to write too often as commercial and sywthetic as the end
product itself? One thiﬁg is sure: the net result is that those of the really
stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either
being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-

circulation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field




their message necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other
it is completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter are
the losers both ways.

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion is one of the basic keystones of a sound democracy.
One wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently

nourished on this unending diet of pap. One also womders whether there is an °

editor in our midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the

popular magazine world from the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally
important, is there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep
him from starving while he tried it? Step up, folks! Don't miss our next in-
stallment that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a
slick magazine devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and
thirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine for

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.
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THE GIANT ECONOMY SIZE

by
John D, Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby-—and as empty of
intellectual content as a gourd, For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifully]
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poor
reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety-—but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea.;." a typical
smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have-—or:should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or Jjust plain mysticism——discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states




THE GIANT ECONOMY SIZE
by
John D, Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby——and as empty
of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
One must admit that most of thh a brisk air of conviction and a
perky sort of brightness. But the end result is sheer intellectual starvation.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety—but all
the while is slowly dying of mental malnutrition. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of intellectual hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land;
it has today reached epidemic propertions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical
smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Céra downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leapé into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in

wild hazelnuts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states




and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arthritis
by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash., Now
ain't that just dandy?

In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate.
Always there must be the angle—-known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make ‘em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," begins
another suave piece by a man who has just spent six happy weeks glued to a bar
stool in Moscow. Several thousand words lateriwe learn from "unimpeachable
authority" or from "an informed source whose identity must not be divulged"
that the big three are none other than Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy,
Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old hometown back in Georgia. (That the

informed source and the writer himself made it at least five initially in on

the know is 4.52223;3§§§;sib1y on the theory of literary license.,) One is pre-

sumably thrilled to be privy to such world-shaking revelations. One is also

being softly gassed to death by literary wind.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have
obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of
the rigid taboos. They have also grovn mortally afraid of new ideas. Con-
formity is their watchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his
pieces unless he sigaed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never,
never must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster,
that is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! Bedizen your
facts, sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of

re jection never state a simple fact and let it go; and never, never let your
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reader suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original
or stimulating idea. For above all he must leave your piece as unruffled and
empty as he came to it.

There must be no meat, mo guts, no anger. All must be urbanity and glad-
ness. The package must glitter and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just
like in the accompanying ads. The pabulum comes in uniform grade and is re-
tailed in the giant economy size. Can one longer escape the notion that the
bulk of our periodical writing, like the products of Hollywood, is cynically
directed at the minds of retarded six-year-old children? What all this must be
doing to the mental horizons of the readers, not to mention to the writers
themselves, is faintly appalling to contemplate. Under the fluent pens of
these writafs everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick;
a suave, bright, sophisticated unfoélding of a jig saw puzzle tha&\is create
where indeed there was no puzzle before. One puts up his money and takes his
choice. Anyway there'll be a prize-fight on Channql Two in twenty minutes.
Tomorrow all will be forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and——conversely——too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that
which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really stimulating
thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either being driven t9q
adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-circulation, low-
paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field their message
necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other it is com-
pletely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter are the losers
both ways.

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly seund proposition that an

informed public opinion is one of the basic keystones of a sound democracy.




One wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently
nourished on this unending diet of pap. One also wonders whether there is an
editor in our midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the
popular magazine world from the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally
important, is there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep
him from starving while he tried it? Step up, folks! Don't miss our next in-
stallment that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a

slick magazine devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and

thirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine for

adults."

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.
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by
John D, Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
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Wtoday is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty of

intellectual cont#nt as a gourd, For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child,
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifully
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poor
reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.
Reading this stuff day after day is like tryiné to live on ersatz food:
ocne has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the Amﬂrican‘feading public is suffering from a curious

form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reés invaded South Korea..." a typical
smoobh "think" piece might begin. HNaturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--orrshould not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely origin;l notion that the course of history might have been
changed if,.. -

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in

"God or just plain mysticism-—discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts, "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc, with branches in all 48 states




and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arthritig
by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has Just won a hundred-yard dash. Now

ain't that just dandy?
In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate,
Always thereﬂmust be the angle--known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
|| forgive us, is not such a bad example, Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses i.f necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.
i “Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," begins
another suave piece by a man who has just spent six happy weeks glued to a bar

i
stool in Moscow. Several thousand words later we learn from funimpeachable

! authority" or from "an informed source whose identity must not be divulged"

Jthat. the big three are none other than Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy,
| Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old hometown back in Georgia. (That the
informed source and the writer himself made it at least five initially in on
the know is %ibly on the theory of literary license.) One is pre-

sumably thrilled to be privy to such world-shaking revelations, One is also

being softly gassed to death by literary wind.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have
obediently learmed all of the eomh&imonts and have faithfully observed all of

{
the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Con-

formity is their watehword and‘ one could rarely guess which of them wrote his
pieces unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never,
never nust the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster,
that is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! Bedizen your
facts, sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of

i re jection never "ita’ce a simple fact and let it go; and never, never let your




reader suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original
or stimulating idea. For above all he must leave your piece as unruffled and
empty as he came to it. ;

There mast be no meat, no guts, no anger, All must be urbanity and glad-
| ness. The package must glitter and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just

like in the accompanying ads. ' The pabulum comes in uniform grade and is re-

tailed in the giant economy size. Can Ione longer escape the notion that the
bulk of our periodical writing, like the products of Hollywoed, is cynically
directed at the minds of retarded aix-yo:ar-—old children? What all this must be
| doing to the mental horizons of the readers, not to mntion. to the writers
themselves, is faintly appalling to contemplate. Under the fluent pens of

a suave, éright, sophisticated olding of a jig saw puzzle t.hafnis created

where indeed there was no puszzle before. One puts up his money and takes his

these writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick

choice. Anyway there'll be a prize-fight on Channel Two in twenty minutes.
Tomorrow all will be forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and-—conversely--too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that
L* which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? 1Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the

subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really stimulating
thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either being driven to
adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-cireulation, low-
paying lit;rary or esoteric peri odicals. In the one field their message

" necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other it is com-

pletely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter are the losers
[l both ways.

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion is one of the basic keystones of a sound democracy.




One wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently
nourished on this unending diet of pap. Omne also wonders whether there is an
editor in our midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the
popular magazine world from the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally
important, is there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep
him from starving while he tried it? Step up, folks! Don't miss our next in-
stallment that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a

slick magazine devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillags, and a hundred and

thirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine for

adults."”
Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.
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The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines

today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty of

intellectual mt.mt as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
pebulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pleces are beautifully
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poox
reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of satiety--but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Hede invaded South Korea..." a typiecal
smooth "think" plece might begin., Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pleces might begin., Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no,
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving disper service or--alded by a simple faith in
God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts. "Today," the plece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and
chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states
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and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was eured of his arth-
ritis by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has just won a hundred~yard dash.
Now ain't that just dandyf

In this sort of magazine wriﬁing certain commandments have grown inviolate,
Always there must be the angle--known to the trade as the "gimmick"-~and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this plece, the Lord
fcrgive'us, is not such a bad example., Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds

by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em resd! Intimate per-

sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the taeit promise of the
e N

straight inside dope.
"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," is the
arresting opening line of another suave piece by a man who has just spent six

happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow., Then follows a familiar rehash,
necessarily based upon conjesture and rumor, of the internal jealousies reputedly
wracking the Politburo (it is always a pleasant superstition to picture one's
rivals as being destroyed by weevils from within), accompanied by some sprightlyﬁ
vignettes of the various glowering Jjunior iren men. Several thousand words
later we learn from "unimpeachable authority” or from "an informed source whose
identity must not be divulged" that the big three are none other than Joe him-
self, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old
hometown back in Georgia. One is presumably thrilled to be privy to such
world-shaking revelations. One is also being softly gassed to death by literary
wind.

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have
obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of
the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Conform-
ity 1s their watehword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pieces
unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never, never
must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that




is the ultimate obsgenity; that is commandment Humber (ne! Bedizen your facts,
angar-mt. them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec~
tion never state a simple fact and let it goj and never, never let your reader
suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original or
stimulsbing idea., For above all he must leave your plece as unruffled and
empty as he came to it.

There must be no meat, no guts, no anger. Knock-down emtroversy is
strictly verboten. All must be urbanity and ngdn‘ﬁﬁ %ﬁa&nge must glittef
and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just like in the acecompanying ads. The
pabulum comes in uniform grade and is retailed in the glant economy size...
Can one longer escape the notion that the bulk of our periodical writing, like
the products of Hollywood, is cyniéaily directed at the minds of retarded six-
year-old children? What all this must be doing to the mental horizons of the
readers, not to mention to the writers themselves, is faintly appalling to
contemplate, Under the fluent pens of these writers everything from foreign
policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suave, bright, sophisticated un-
folding of a jig saw pugzle that turns out, lo, to have been no puzzle at all;

either that or a pnzslahis ereated where indeed there was no puzgle before, OtTe
puts up his money and takes his choice. Anyway there'll be a prizé-fight on

Channel Two in twenty minutes. Tomorrow all will be forgotien.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magaszines demanding too much pap and--gonversely--too few initistes (that
is, writers who have learned the magie formula) writing way too much about thaf
which they do not know, and about that which they do not genulnely feel? Is if
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
Are the compulsions to write too often as commercial and systhetic as the end
product itself? One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the reall
stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either
being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-
circulation; low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field







thelr message necessarily remains orusted and beclouded by pap and in the other
it is completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latt.ox}‘ :‘ib
the loseryf both ways. |

It is a frequently repsated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informsd public opinion is one of the basic keystones of a-semme democracy.
(ne wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently

nourished on this unending diet of pap.? One also wonders whether there is an

editor in our midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the

popular magazine world from the g

stallment that begins: "FPhillip Panther, editor, awcke one morning with a

slick magazine devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and

thirty-nine thousand dollars. le wanted suddenly to start a magazine for
Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.
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by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
toda& is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty of]
intellectual content as a gourd, For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
Viewed as axnréises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifully
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poor
reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even o{daatioty;:;ﬁt all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation, The sad truth is that a

whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious

form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is ap;

is fast reaching epidemic/préportions W “aciec %
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"Had Truman been the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typic;l‘
gmooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have-—intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
ol#’Chlv and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple faith in
God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
wild hazelnuts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and

chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states
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‘is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that

is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! Bedizen your facts,
sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec-
tion never state a simple i’acf. and let it goj and never, never let your reader
suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original or
stimulating idea. For abofe all he must leave your piece as unruffled and

empty as he came to it. M o MM %A@m

There must ba no meat, no guts, no anger. Knock-dcmn eotroversy is

strictly ve ‘ mst—Pe—urbentby-ant—-gladnesss ) The package must glitter
. -I#--1\g, 3 packag gl

and come mppod in hygenie ophane just like in the accompanying ads. The

pabulum qrm gradgé and is retailed in the giant economy size.gy ‘li) w
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Can one longer eaeape e ndtion that the bulk of our periodical writing, like

the products of Hollyuood, is eynically directed gt the minds of retarded six-

year-old ohildrengg;WhA' %0 this must be duing w6 &b sental horiscns of the

readers, not to mention to the writers themselveg, is faintly appalling to

contemplate, Under the fluent pens of these writers everything from foreign

policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suave, bright, sopkziaticatod un-

folding of a jig saw %thaﬁ turns out, lo, to have been no puzzle at all;
e

A

puts up his money and takes his choice. Anyway there'll be a prize-fight on

either that or a puzgle,is created where indeed there was no puzzle before, On¢
Channel Two in twenty minutes. Tomorrow all will be forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few initiates (that

which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
Are the compulsions to write too often as commercial and systhetic as the end
product itself? One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really
stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either
being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-
cireulation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field




tHedr message necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other
it is completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter ace
the 1oself both ways. ’

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed publie opinion is one of the basic keystones of a—geuss democracy.
One wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently
nourished on this unending diet of pap?? One also wonders whether there is an

editor in our midst with the courage and vision %to rise up and try to free the

popular magazi'nq woﬂd from the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally
claling ool

mponanm a reading public remaining in this country that would keep
him from starving while he tried it};qstep up, folks! Don't miss our next in-
stallment that begins: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a
slick magazine/tdm to purveying pap, three Cadillaes, and a hundred and
thirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine for
adults,."

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.




PAPPENSTEIN'S MORSTER
by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non~fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby-~and as empty

of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child,

Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifull]
written, brisk with comi.o’bionv and bright as a counterfeit dollar., But the

poor reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has & temporary sense o.t repletion, occasionally even of surfeit--but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the Amerigan reading public is suffering from a curious
form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions, Indeed there are sy fat little maga-
gines devoted to refining and digesting the stuff so that only the pure pap
remains.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typlcal
smooth "think" plece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such en impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

n0On Oetober seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an

old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pleces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or——aided by a simple faith in
God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in
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shalkdng revelations, One is also being softly gassed to death by literary wind

wild hazelmuts, "Today," the plece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and
chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc, with branches in all 48 states
and the Virgin Islands."  And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arth-
ritis by her way with wild hagelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash.
Now ain't that just dandy?

In this sort of magazine writ.ing certain commandments have grom inviolate
Always there must be the angle—-known to the trade as the "gimmick"--snd always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jeded reader omward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," is the
arresting opening line of another suave piece by a man who has Just spent six
happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow, Then follows a familiar rehash,
necessarily based upon conjecture and rumor, of the internal jealousies reputed
wracking the .‘Polit.buro (it is always a pleasant superstition to picture one's
rivals as being destroyed by weevils from within), accompanied by some sprightl]
vignettes of the various glowering junior iron men, Several thousand words
later we learn from "unimpeachable authority" or from "an informed source whose
identity must not be divulged" that the big three are none other than Joe him~
self, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old
hometown back in Georgia., One is presumsbly thrilled to be privy to such world

God knows that meny of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds, But they have
obediently learned all of the commandments end have faithfully observed all of
the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Conform-
ity is their watchword and one ¢ould rarely guess which of them wrote his plecep

unless he signed them. Though he m bludgeon you with facts, never, never




must the writer let his facts shows Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that
is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Humber One! Bedisen your facts,
sugar-coat them; reflect t.hqa with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec-
tion never state a simple faet and let it goj and never, pever let your reader
suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original or
stimulating idea, For sbove all he must leave your plece as unruffled and
empty as he came to it,

There must be no meat, no guts, no anger. 4All must be urbanity and glad-

ness, Knock~down controversy is strictly verboten and mavericks need not apply

The package must glitter and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just like in
the accompanying ads. The pabulum comes in uniform grade and is retailed in

the glant economy size. FPap, one must rémember, i¢' a soft easily digested food
designed for infants and invalids... Can one longer escape the notion that the
bulk of our pericdical writing, like the products of Hollywood, is eynically

directed at the minds of retarded six-year-old ohildrm: ¥hat all this must be

doing to the mental ‘horizens of the readers, not to mention to the writers them
selves; is faintly appalling to contemplate, Under the fluent pens of these
writers everything from robrdgn"policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a mvk,
bright, sophlsticated unfolding of a jig saw puzzle that tums out, lo, to have
been no puzzle at all; either that or a pussle that is created where indeed

there was no puzzle before. One puts up his money and takes his choice., Anyway
there'll be a prise~fight on Channel Two in twenty minutes. Tamorrow all will
be forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and;-ocmvoratlywtoo few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that
| which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is st once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
Arve the compulsions to write too often as commercial and synthetic as the end
product itself? One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really




stimilating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are elther
being driven to adopt the glib formila or are being driven over to the low-

cireulation, low-paying literary or escteric periodicals. In the ome field
their message necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other
I it is completely ianmd by the Great Starved American Public. The latter is
the loser both ways. |

It is 8 Ifrequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion ie one of the basic keystones of demovoracy. One wonders
how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently nourished on

this unending diet of pap? One also wonders whether there is an editor in our

midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the popular maga-
gwine world from the grip ot this arid formula writing? Equally important, is
f.here & reading public remaining in this country that would keep him from
starving while he tried it? Or have our editors and writers become at last
both the creators and helpless victims of the Pappenstein reader?

Step up, folks! Don't miss our next imstallment that begins: "Fhillip
Panther, editor, awoke ons morning with a slick magagine dedicated to purveying
pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and thirty-nine thousand dollars. He
wanted suddenly to start a magazine for adults."

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.




PAPPENSTEIN'S MONSTER

by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non-fiction writing appearing in our popular magazines

today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty

of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant

S S

y :Eabhium madevf}QA‘; rigid fg;&ﬂi;‘guafggiééd.ﬁo prevent growth in the child.
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifully
written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the
poor reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of surfeit—but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions. Indeed there.are mamy fat little maga-
zines devoted to refining and digesting the stuff so that only the pure pap
remains.

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical
smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with
the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been
changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,
and sails out to found a thriving diaper service or-—aided by a simple faith in

God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in




wild hazelnuts., "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and
chairman of the board of Kennedy Products; Inc, with branches in all 48 states
and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arth-
ritis by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash.
Now ain't that Jjust dandy?

In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate
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| necessarily based upon conjecture and rumor, of the internal jealousies reputedl

Always there must be the angle~-known.to.the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," is the
arresting opening line of another suave piece by a man who has just spent six

happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow, Then follows a familiar rehash,

wracking the Politburo (it is always a pleasant superstition to picture one's
rivals as being destroyed by weevils from within), accompanied by some sprightly
vignettes of the various glowering junior iron men. Several thousand words

later we learn from "unimpeachable authority" or from "an informed source whose

identity must not be divulged" that the big three are nome other than Joe him-

self, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old
hometown back in Georgia. One is presumably thrilled to be privy to such world-
shaking revelations. One is also being softly gassed to death by literary wind.
! God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
’Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have
obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of
the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Conform-
ity is their watchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pieces

unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with faets, never, never




must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that
is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! Bedizen your facts,
sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec-
tion never state a simple fact and let it go; and nevef, never let your reader
suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original or
stimulating idea. For above all he must leave your piece as unruffled and
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There must be no meat, no guts, no anger. All must be urbanity and glad-

ilness. Knock~down controversy is strictly verboten and mavericks need not apply.

ilThe package must glitter and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just like in
the accompanying ads. The pabulum comes in uniform grade and is retailed in
| the giant economy size. Pap, one must remember, is a soft easily digested food
designed for infants and invalids... Can one longer escape the notion that the
bulk of our periodical writing, like the products of Hollywood, is cynically
directed at the minds of retarded six-year-old children? What all this must be
doing to the mental horizons of the readers, not to mention to the writers them-

I selves, is faintly appalling to contemplate. Under the fluent pens of these

'“writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suaveL
bright, sophisticated unfolding of a jig saw puzzle that turns out, lo, to have
been no puzzle at all; either that or a puzzle that is created where indeed
there was no puzzle before. One puts up his money and takes his choice. Anywaﬂ
there'll be a prize-fight on Channel Two‘in twenty minutes. Tomorrow all will
be forgotten.

Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? 1Is it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic formula) writing way too much about that
‘ Hwhich they do not know, and #bout that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
Are the compulsions to write too often as commercial and synthetic as the end

product itself? One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really




stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either

being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-
eirculation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field
their message necessarily remains crusted and beciouded by pap and in the other
it is completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter is

the loser both ways.

. e L L frequently repested anddoubtlessly sound proposition that an
iiinformed public opinion is one of the basic keystones of democracy. One wonder#
how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently nourished on
this unending diet of pap? One also wonders whether there is an editor in our
midst with the couragevand vision to rise up and try to free the popular maga-
zine world from the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally important, is
there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep him from
starving while he tfied it? Or have our editors and writers become at last

both the creators and helpless victims of the Pappenstein reader?

Step up, folks! Don't miss our next imstallment that begins: "Phillip

Panther; editor, awoke one morning with a slick magazine dedicated to purveying

' pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and thirty-nine thousand dollars. He

wanted suddenly to start a magazine for adults."

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.




PAPPENSTEIN'S MONSTER
by
John D. Voelker

The great bulk of non-fietion writing appearing in our popular magazines
today is as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby--and as empty
of intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a form of infant
pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child.
Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifully

written, brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar., But the

poor reader is too often left afflicted with a bad case of mental malnutrition.

Reading this stuff day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food:
one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of surfeit--but all
the while is dying of slow intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that a
whole vast segment of the American reading public is suffering from a curious
form of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it
is fast reaching epidemic proportions, Indeed there are mamsp fat little maga-~
zines devoted to refining and digesting the stuff so that only the pure pap
remains. |

"Had Trumen been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea..." a typical
smooth "think" piece might begin., Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by
such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedled into discovering why the writer
thinks we should have--or should not have--intervened in Korea, winding up with

the not entirely original notion that the course of history might have been

changed if...

"On October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, an
old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of
these pieces might begin. Is gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell no.
Instead she parks her arthritiec spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev,

Iand sails out to found a thriving diaper service or-—aided by a simple faith in

God or just plain mysticism--discovers the therapeutie properties inherent in




wild hazelmuts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and
chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states
and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora's husband was cured of his arth-
ritis by her way with wild hagelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash.
Now ain't that just dandy?

In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate
Always there must be the angle-~known to the trade as the "gimmick"--and always
there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series of glittering
baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening of this piece, the Lord
forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em, invade their minds
by false pretenses if necessary, but at all costs make 'em read! Intimate per-
sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit prdmise of the
straight inside dope.

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," is the

arresting opening line of another suave piece by a man who has just spent six
happy weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow. Then follows a familiar rehash,

necessarily based upon conjecture and rumor, of the internal jealousies reputedl;

wracking the Politburo (it is always a pleasant superstition to picture one's

rivals as being destroyed by weevils from within), accompanied by some sprightly

vignettes of the various glowering junior iron men. Several thousand words
later we learn from "unimpeachable authority" or from "an informed source whose
identity must not be divulged" that the big three a.re none other than Joe him-
self, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old
hometown back in Georgia. One is presumably thrilled to be privy to such worldd
shaking revelations. One is also being softly gassed to death by literary wind,
God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough.
| Many of them are supple writers possessed of supple.minds. But they have
obediently learned all of the commandments and have faithfully observed all of

the rigid taboos. They have also grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Conform-
ity is their watchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pieceg

unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never, never




must the writer let his facts shows Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that
is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! Bedizen your facts,
sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec-
tion never state a simple fact and let it go; and never, never let your reader
suspect that you may be exposing him to the germ of a genuinely original or
stimulating idea. For sbove all he must leave your piece as unruffled and
empbty as he came to it,

There must be no mw guts, po anger. All must be urbanity ang glad-

ness. Knock-down controversy ig strictly verboten ahd maverickg need not apply.,
J'\

The package must glitter and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just like in
the accompanying ad#. The pabulum comes in uniform grade and is retailed in
the glant economy size, Pap, one must remember, is a soft easily digested food
designed for infants and invalids... Can one longer escape the notion that the
bulk of our periodical writing, like the products of Hollywood, is cynically
directed at the minds of retarded six-year-old children? What all this must be
doing to the mental horizons of the readers, not to mention to the writers them-
selves, is faintly appalling to contemplate. Under the fluent pens of these
writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suavd,
bright, sophisticated unfolding of a jig saw puzzle that turns out, lo, to have
been no puzzle at all; either that or a puzzle that is created where indeed
there was no puzzle before. One puts up his money and takes his choice. Anyway
there'll be a piise-fight on Channel Two in twenty mir;utes. Tomorrow all will
be forgotten.

Why must this sorry s’tat.e of affairs prevail? 1s it that there are too
many magazines demanding too much pa}aéégiggﬁersely-—-too few initiates (that
is, writers who have learned the magic /\fornmla) writing way too much sbout that
which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it
true that the lack of any real emotional and intellectual involvement with the
subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this barren sort of writing?
Are the compulaimé to write too often as commercial and synthetic as the end

product itself? One thing is sure: the net result is that those of the really




stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gift of words are either
being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low-
circulation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field
their message necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other
it is completely ignored by the Great Starved Amerisan Public. The latter is
the loser both ways.

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an
informed public opinion is one of the basic keystones of democracy. One wonderg
how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently nourished on

this unending diet of pap? One also wonders whether there is an editor in our

midst with the courage and vision to rise up and try to free the popular maga-
zine world from the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally important, is !
there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep him from

starving while he tried it? Or have our editors and writers become at last
both the creators and helpless victims of the Pappenstein reader?

Step up, folks! Don't miss our next imstallment that begins: "Phillip
Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a slick magazine dedicated to purveying
pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and thirty-nine thousand dollars. He
wanted suddenly to start a magazine for adults."

1

Read all about it, folks! It's a sorry sorry story.




