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today is 

outright intellectual 

,~1;,~d-~...._ f 
__,,_~~n a J.= -- o 

THE LARGE ECONOMY "SIZE 

1:J,JI 

is suffering from a curious sort 

slowly dying of mental 

of the American 

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea ••• 11 a 

typical smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once 

beguiled by such an impudent notioritf 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 cour~ of history 

might have been changed it •.. 

110n October seventh 1938 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, 

..... ... 

()W.,~.J.,.,__,(, 
an old Chev and thirty-nine dollars" another of the cornier of these pieces ) 

might begin. i,, gay, indomitable Cora downhearted? HeD(j'no. Instead she l. 
parks her arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev, and sails j' 
out to found a thriving diaper service or--aidea by ~ imple faith in ~ or just 

plain mysticism--dis/J:~ ':£=t~~ • es inherent .~°'ift~ - I)' 

hazelnuts. "TodaY,,'~11 the piece winds up, "Cora Ke edy is president and chairman 

of the board of ennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states and the ~~ 

"g/~ ~ f ~ 
Virgin Islands.' Now ain't that just dandy? • • ~-o v q ~ t. "'' 

In this sort of magazine writing ~commandments have grown inviolate. ~ ~ 
~t' _.,, 

Always there must be the ang.ee--known the trade as !,he 11_¥:immick"--and ~ 

always there must be a beguiling OP, ning gambit or a~ glittering baits i 
~~~4~~~ 

to coax the jaded reader onward. Shock I em, sock' em'A but at all costs make I em .}>\.:_.. 

read! Intimate personal revelations are always good • ..._.. Or, better yet, the 

tacit promise of the straight inside dope. 

---



"Only three men in the world know who Stalin I s Ecce sor wµl be~' Y ;egins ~ 
~ to~ /;olv.o,un,NA, .. ••···~ 

another piece by a man who has just spent six happy eeksA. ifl tl:le 'ee.11 a-.. - . 
" -L.~.- ~_.,,_J,/~~ '"\D'l/ L ~ ~ 

babel i!•~. lilillt" Several thofrsruid wordsiiter we learn "that trie big three are ' ~~w..v ,,~ at..l .•• 

"

Joe himself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, Vladimir, Caan aged~tUin Joe• 
fTL - ,t-fk ~~a-d. ~~A~..d~ ~})l_ 

old~~own baclf in Georgia./\ One is pre~n~hrilled to be priv o such ~ 

world-shaking revelations. One is also being gasved to death by literary wind. "\. ~ 
/\ ~ • 

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enough. "">t' 

/Jn~oL-~~~-~~~,J'~~~ i . 
/\They-h~e-~bed1.ently ~e~rned 'a:f.1 or the comma~nts and.have faithfully • • t 
~ the~. Conformity is their watchword and one could rarely 

A /\ ~_,4 ~ ~ 
1
~uesx wjlich of them wrote h~; .13ieces unless he s~gned th~m. ABti r&y~~ 
~~~ ~ AUu,~ ~~P:f• • \: . 

~ must,,_~ !;;_t ~fact~ show. 11Vhat is the ult:unate o;:,~~!..( i 
commandment Number One ! Bedizen your facts, sugar oat them, reflect them ~ ~ • t 
mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejection ne your reader suspfc;, J, t 
that you may be expos:ing him to a germ of genuinely orig~al or stimulating idea~~ _} 

~ 
For leave your piece ~~-Q-ed ':,:1d em~ as he came to "?l~ 

e can no longer escape the notion that the bulk of our periodical ~} 

writing, like the products of Hollywood, is cynically directed f ~ ~ef 
i six-yea:t;.:old children. w-k,t-4 ~ /4, ~ tj ~~ ~~ 
~~ • ~ ~~~4-~ ~ 

eat, no guts, rio an~r. Th~ package must" glitter a~<:u . • .,/ ~. 

come wrapped in hygeni~ cellophane just like in the accompanying ads. 'ft:: is~; /V1L • -7 f 
,Ju•✓~~~~ l!i4t'ct-c&~~ A ~,~ 0 

~tne"farge econlmy size1\Undef the fluent pens of these writers everyth:ing from 

foreign policy to frigi'daires 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 a,puzzle that is created where indeed there was 

~-
no puzzle at~. One puts up bis 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 e,nd-conversely--too few initiates 
~ 

(that is, writers who have learned the ,to1mula) 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 or any emotional as well as intellectual involvement 
~ 

in the subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this sort or writing? 
~~~~~= 4~~~~ ~~ 

.A.t ~RY yfJ.'be,~e net result is tha~~ Nllpel"a'i!. i e hw1dftll or/\ stimulating 

thinkers in our midst who also have the girt 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 Great Starved Antrican Public. The latter are the losers both ways. 

It is a frequently repeated_~d doubtlessly sound proposition that an 
O"N., ~ ~ 

informed public opinion ip A basic keystone~or a sound democracy. One 
~ (J(ij;d~ ~ . :.I ~ 

wonders c,;·worm~d bd sound tne opinions are that are being nourished on 
(\ 

~:i..GIUl~~~1&&in. Che also wonders whet-her there is an editor !;!1 our 
~~ ~,,4.,--a,~-. 

midst witjl t _he.,courage and vision to rise up and try tft ~ this ;arid ' ~~ 

formul~y 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,{ee devoted to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, 
a, ~ ~ ~ 

and thirty-nine thousand dollars. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine :tor 
A 

adults." -~ 
I th'"'~ o,r ., ·-

Read all about itJ ~, ~ tv ~/\~ ~ 















tL ~/ ! ~a..:. u,:::. 
Jf\ CT 

a, fj44uv~~~ 

o,a- ~ ./;u,_,._ he-. AC-0 ~ u 

aa;~~~,~ 
~ ~ ~/\ ~ ~ /h-C 

.. ~~ _ed."~- ,Y ll/HL-~ ~ 
...... ~· ~ ~L., ~ ~. 

' '~~~~' --.r.,,----~- ~a,&e,3',,,. .,..;q~4 
A l'H~~,Ati~ dL --- .-1 ~~~6L .... ,. ,,. ,, 1~_.__ • , ' 



l 

THE LARGE ECCNOMY SIZE 

~ 
Virtually all non-fiction writing ~ ;rican 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 erfsatz steak: one has a temporary sense of 

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

dying of mental malnutrition.¼,~~~~ a.,~~~ 

of~a~ n~~~~t:::.~ ,~~ 

typical smooth "think" piece might begin. Ja?rckiedq Naturally the reader 

is at once beguiled by such an impudent notion, and is thereb~o 

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 1938 Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, 

~ 

~ 

an old Chev and thirty-nine dollars" ~b.""!!! .. !Lli-1° l""'l:.!--6~ft8oP. of the cornier of these pieces~ 
A • 

Is'343', indomitable Cora downhearted? Hell, no. Instead she parks her 

arthritic spouse with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Chev, and sail~s out _to ~ . 
or-- ~ -\ 

found a thriving diaper service,Laided by a simple faith in God o~ Kin ,,.,,.. 
discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in wild hazelnuts. 

,, TL. 41-A. ~ ,,,,-.~ fl 
11 Today:

1
11CoC°fflnedy is president and chairman of the board of Kennedy Products, l'he, . 
A ~ 

with branches in all 48 states and the Virgin Islands." }1Now ain't that dandy? 
~ • /7 ~ 

commandments have grown ~ . In this sort of 

Always there must be 

ma~ azin writing certain --
the~ --known to the trade as the 11gimmick11--and 

always there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a series of glittering ,,._ 
<~/ ' ./,.JdtUL~ 

Shock .._, sock 1'1,m, MQ. make '!m read! 
/\ . 

Or, better yet, the'W.se 
A 

baits to coax the jaded reader onward. 

Intimate personal revelations are always good, too. 

of the straight inside dope. 



"Only three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be," begins 
~. Ifµ,~ tl-~~ 

another piece by a man ~ pent six,tweeks in~ oscow. Several thousand words 

later we learn that the big three are~ imself, Joe's secret fairhaired boy, 
~ 

Vla~r, and an aged monk in Joe's old hornet~ Georgia. One is presumably 

thrilled to be prifY to such world-shaking revelations. one is also being 
. a, .Jaco~ 

gassed to death by~literary wind. 

God knows that many of the manufacturers of this pap are adroit enoµgh. 
have ~ 

They have obediently learned all of the commandments an~d fait nJJ_y followed 
~ . 

~ the~zorrrrl.t".J;, their watchword and one /l__,. ~-~ 
1 wrote ~ ces unless~ signed them. And aever, never must they let their 
,/\ 1'. 

facts show. 1hat is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number One! 

Bediz~ ,,J,ar coat them~~ rrrl.rror¢f!#~.ln of rejection 

never let your reader suspect that you may be exposing him to a germ of 

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

piece as unruffled and empty as he came to it. (/)hu,,t,A;tvM/~~Tt.e,~ -
~f ~ ' Why must this~ of affairsG,onai¥. eae 'eig reaeeii. U..s that there are ~ 

~ ~ A ~ 

! too darrn many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few 

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

d 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 :'ision to ris~ ~ 

and try to crack this stullifying formula? » ~r~~~maining 
A\: Owl- l} I -6_ • ' 

in this country that would keep him from starving while he~ it? i1aa-~ ~ 
~' A , 

our next installment that begins: "j~illip Panther lawoke one ~ an 
~Tb t:;J:1 TAAa,, ~e~~ J/\ 'J\ ~ 

arthritic magazinef\ anMJr-,..and thirty-nine~~lars~ Fir.d ~ all 

about it! ·~ 



~A 
_,@, '9 tt., ta, I OJ,,,, [4M "' ~ erxiZ ;,_ _-V-02>? 

Mt, ka~ /Uw ~ ~_; 

~ 1h ~~ ~.J J &ibc -~ 

~ &,7/ d 1£ ~~CL~-~ -
tf(d~. 



<\\' There~!:;,, no gu~ { anger. 
~I/MM/ "'11/\ ~ ./Jh., (M, ~l4b. 

~ The µi.ckagel\glitter# and come/ wrapped 

-~ /\.g;llophane~It is the large economy size. Under the fluent pens of these 

writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; 

a suave, brighlt,~ urbane, sophisticated unfolding of a jig saw pu~ 

that turns ou)~o have been no puzzle at all; either tha~ or a puzzl~ is 

created where indeed there was.no puzzle at all. One puts up his money 

and takes his choice~ ll be a prize fight on Channel Two in twenty 
/\ 

minutes.,. a11;rai111Jf. Tomorrow all will be forgotten. 
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1 Why must this sorry state of affairs prevail? Is it that there are too 

damn many magazines demanding too much pap and--conversely--too few initiates 

(that is, writers who have learned the formula) writing way too much about that which BlUQC 

they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely feel? Is it true 
~ - ~~L~ 

thatAlack of~~onal as well as intellectual involve~t/\is' at -Once the curse 

andC'ost of this sort of writing? At any rate the net result a a!b!la :lh;ie is 

" that the comparative handful of stimulating thinkers in our midst who also 

have the gift of words are either ~n to adopt the glib formula or ar~en 
~ ~ 

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 • ...ft,c~~ 
~ ~ ~ o~-midst with the courage and vision to rise up 

and try to crack this/\~.t, formula? Equally important, is there a 

reading~ public ~ining
1

i~!country that would keep him from starving 

while he trial.it? Don't"t.ss our next installment that begins: 11Phillip 

Panther, editor, a;oke one morning with an H"~k~itic magazine devoted t~1 

. three Cadillacs, and thirty-nine t housand dollars.-' Re-ea aH: about 1t'!◄ 

t ~A,- ~ 

~ ",, 
~~- ;t-! 

qt C2tJ o1£ .Jr,,.d 



, ; I 

&/ANr 
' ' , ~ 

THE ~ ECONOMY SIZE 
f\ 

t . by 

~ ~ great 

John D. Voelker 

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 ( rt 

~ (/ 
-11L•dll:'1d~e~g.aenn.se;ppis.~•~e~d:Hiz:!lt~b""".o a form of infant pab(&lum made from a rigid formula 

A .,r ''fj"""'~~~ 
guaranteed to prevent growth in the child. At the sne time- most of it is 

" .. ctr- ~ I\ 
written with a brisk air of conviction" a perky sort of brightness,~ 

~the end result is sheer intellectual starvation. 

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

food: one has a te~rary sense.of repletion, occasionally even of satiety-- 1 
but J/ all the while slowl The sad truth 

is that a whole vast"'segment of the American reading public is., suf.fering 
~v' ......, ec, s »uw.> cv;;at 1l.,, n ~ ; 

from a curious ~orm of intel~ hJ,lllger. 'i+fe..flood of 1'R:i::s literary~~ 
a.kl>~ ,.~£. .::i:;.; ~ hc.-cd t:iR7Zi1 1 ~ 2:v 7' ✓1 

-fl~wee~+!eo eoda,r 1 eaeMoe. or,!i:ciumie :15!Pepe1 biorr&. 

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea ••• 11 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 ••• " -
110n October seventh 19,S Cora Kennedy possessed an arthritic husband, 

an old Chev and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another of t he 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 :.tar 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 ~-~ 

all 48 states and the Virgin Islan1.ci:t.':l:::se'J was cur~t;-~2., J 
~~/ww, I' {\ &e. l' 't? { 

and ,JUst won a hundred-yard dash.- Now ain't that just.-1an ? f, 
In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate. ft 

Always there must be the angle--known to the trade as the "g:immick"-- and always l 
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,~n~e 

revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the 

straight inside dope. 

110nly three men in the world know who Stalin I s successor will be, 11 begins 

another suave piece by a man who has just spent six happy weeks glued to a bar 

stool in Mof~..:. . Several thousand words later we learn from "unimpeachable 
G' Vf('-~ .... , 

authority11 or "an informed source whose identity must not be divulged that the 
I\ 

big three are x 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 <.:cmai:c:: 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 ~up le writers possessed of •~ minds. ~ obediently 

lea.med all of th commandme,;,{~~Fully obeerved all of the rigid 
~.Jww., ~~ ~~ ~. 

taboos. Conformi y" is their watchword done could rarely guess which of them 
I\ 

wrote his pieces unless he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with f acts, 

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! 

C'"Bedizen your facts, sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you 

must, but upon pall> of rejection never state a ~ act and let it g~ 

and never, ~ let your reader suspect that you may be exposing him to I\ genn 
OJ 

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

/.ce as unruf£led and empty as he came to it. oJ)-, ~ J,, ~a..,,l ~ 
There must be no meat, no guts, no anger. I\ Th~ package must glitter and 

come w~~ped in hygenic cell'<phane jus~ 'J±II,:e ~ ~ <::,ompanying ads. ¥ee; i:1& 
~ LI ~A/W ew,iMil ~A~u t;:;C IJ 

A.s itd.>mrt. pabN-um jf ,.uniform grade retailed in the / economy size. ~ Ean 
er""' A A 
..-&~longer escape .ther otion that the bulk of our periodical wr~ 

the products of Hollywood, is cynically directed at t he minds o]'six-year-

h . ? h oJ,1/, h old c 1ldren. W at/'-this must be doing tote 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 

ixi:u~ frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suave, bright, Ji & 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 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, ~out that whic~ do not genuinely feel? 

Is it true that the lack of any emotional ~a.a. &e intellectua} involvement 
~ /" I\ ~ 
# the subject is at once the curse and sure signpost of this~ sort of 

A A 
writing f 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 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 ½ f 
(l,,o.J; I, ' 1-1:; • ,w"' .»»I .. \I ' I -~•,. 

nourished on this unending diet of papAOi'l.e al o wonders whethet there is an 

editor in our midst with the KJ!OCEgXJr courage and vision to rise up and try to 

~e popular magazine w~;";httid 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. 



TllE GI~ T Ecalcm SIZE 

by 

John D. Voelker 

The great bulk of non-tiot.ion writing appearing 1h our popular magazine• 

t.od117 ie ae smooth aa old bl'and1, as soothing u an old lullaby--and ao empty 

ot intellectual. content as a gourd. For the 1UOot part, it 1e a term ot Want. 

pabulwn made from a rigid formula guaranteed t.o prevent. growtJl in tho child. 

One must. admit that. moat ot it 1:;'-..::lf.t~U.:,1th a briak air ot oomiction and a 

~rlq aort, ot brightness. But the and r-eault is sheer intelleotu.al etarvat.ion • 

.Reading this stutt day alter day 11 like teying to 11-.e.cn ersatz toodi 

cn. baa a tempora1"1 a.ens• ot repleticn, oocaeicna~ ffen or aat.iety-but all 

the while is slowlJ' d,Ying of mental malnutrition. The aad truth ia that a 

whole .,ast segment ot the Amlrio.an reading publlo 1a sutfering trom a curious 

form ot intelleotual hunger. A tlood ot literary hopaeh 1a abroad in the land 

it baa today reached epidemic proport,ione. 

"Had Truman been drunk the dtq the Reds invaded South oreal' •• '1 a typical 

smooth "think" pieoe might begin. N t.~ the reader 1a at once beguiled by 

such an impudent notion and 11 thereby' wheedled into discovering why the writer 

thinks e should have--or should not. have-1.nt.orvened in Korea, winding up Ttith 

the not entirely original notion that th• course ot hiat.0171111ght have been 

oba.nged A!• .• 

"On October aeventh 1948 Cora ennedy> pooeeHed an arthritio hueband, an 

old Chev 8nd one hundred and thirty---nino doll.are" anoth rot the oomier ot 

these pieces might begin. Ie &41~ 1ndanitable Cora downhearted? Hell no. 

Instead she parka her arthritic apowse •1th a maiden aunt, leaps into tho Chev, 

and Nile out to round a thriving diaper aorv1oe or-aided by- a aimpl. taith in 

God or just~ myat1a1em.--discovera the therape1.1t.ic properties inherent 1n 

wild hazelnu.t.s. "Today, 0 t.he piece winds up, Cora Kennedy 1e president and 

cha:irman ot t.he board ot ennedy Produot.e, Ino. 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 iis 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 ftuff 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. 



THE GIANT ECWOMY SIZE 

by 

John D. Voelker 

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

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

or intellectual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a .form of in.t'ant 

pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the enild. 

One must admit that most of i~th a brisk air of comiction and a 

perky sort of brightness. But the end result is sheer intellectual starvation. 

Reading this stuff day at'ter day is like trying to live on ersatz food: 

one has a temporary sense of repletion, oocasionally even of satiety--but all 
~~-

the while is o¼ewilJT dying~ wnl-M!>i..,, 1!• ·aad trut~ that a 

whole vast segment of the American reading public is~~ a cw-1ous 
~ ,.,..- - - -. - --.. 

form Iiitmrt.~elt-fll~eAIO~~llal-.. hunger. A .flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land 
' ,/. ':: . " .u .M.M,~ 

it 11a~ MHM4 epidemic proportions. 

" 11Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea •.. n a typical 

smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by 

such an impudent notion and is th,ereby wheedled into discovering why the writer 

thinks we should have--or should not have-intervened in Korea, winding up with 

the not entirely or~ginal notion that the course of histoey- might have been 

changed g, ... 

"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 aWlt, 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, •1cora Kennedy is president and 

chairman ot the board of Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states 
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1'HE GIANT ECO'O SI· 

by 

John D. Voelker 

The great bulk ot non-:tiotion 11s-1t1ng appearing in our popw.ar magasines 

today ie u smooth•• old bran<SJ', u soothing as an old lullab1--and a1 empty 

int.elleot.ual content ae a gourd. For tho moat part. it is a tonn ot infant 

pabulum made trcr.n a rigid formula suarantNd to pre.,ent IJ'OWth in the ohild. 

Viewed as exeroisee in rhetorio and editing most of theae pieces are beautif' 

written, brisk with oon:v1ction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. 

reader is too otten lett attliotod with a bad case ot .mental malnutrition. 

Reading this stur.t d'1 aft.er day is like trying to live on ersatz food: 

one has a temp0ftl'1 sense ot repletion, oocaeionall7 even o! aatiety--but all 

the while ie dying ot slow 1ntell ctual starvation. The sad truth 1e that a 

whole vaet. S$gment ot the Amerio.an reading public is eutfer1ng from a C\1r10\ls 

torm ot mental hwiger. A tlood of literaey hogwash ia abroad in the landJ it 

is taat reaching epj.damio proport.1one. 

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reda inv ded South orea •.• " a typical 

smooth "think" piece might begin. turo.lly the r ader is at once beguiled by 

au.ch an impudent notion and is thereby- wheedled into disooveri.rig why the writer 

thinks we •hould have-or should not have-intervened in orea, winding up with 

t.he not entirely original notion that the courte ot hietor, might have been 
•. " 

changed. J:!• •• 

n0n October seventh 1948 Cora Kennedy ~••H•d an arthritic huaband, an 

old Chev and one hundred and t.h1rt7-nine dollars" another- ot the cornier ot 

these pieces might begin. Ia gay, indomitable Cora downheart.ed? Hell no. 

Inetead eh• par.lee her arthritic epou.ee with a maiden aunt, leaps into the Ch v, 

and sails ou.t to found a thriving diaper eervice or-aided by a simple faith in 

God or just plain ll\18tic1em--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in 

wild h zelnuts. "Today," tho piece winds up, "Cora Kenneay is president and 

chairman or the board o! Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 etates 





end t,he Virgin Islands,» And. oh ;yes, Oo:ra•e h'llaband waa cured ot hia arthriti 

by hei- way with wild ha$elnuts, and has Just. won a hundred.yard dash. r;c,w 

ain't. that just dandy? 

In th1a sort of magazinG writing certain OCDIJlan~te bav• gcmn inviolate 

Alwqa there mw,t be the angl.e,..-,known t.o the trade as the 11giJmn1Ckll-and alwa:,a 

there must be a bt!guil.ing openipg gambit or a t1nkllng aeri • of glitterJ.ng 

baits to coax t.he jaded reader cnwlQ'd. The openitig of thie piece, the Lord 

.forgive '1$1 1B not such a bad example. Shock 'em, eock 'em, invad• t.he1r mind• 

by talae pretonees it neoeoaar,, but at all costs make 'em r ad t Intimate per

sonal revelatiais are always good. Or, bstter yet, tho tacit promise ot the 

attaight in.aide dope. 

~ 11 
~th""NeK-1,..,.man.., 1n the ~or~:~o Stalin• suooeeaor will be," ••--

1~-:Jl---~h--~~~A~~~~~~~~~~~ 
authority" or t nan 1ntormec.t aouroe 1rhose identity- must not. be dbulgedn 

that the big tbne are non other than Joe himselt, Joe'e secret tairhaind boy 

Vladimir, a."td an ged monk 1n Joe ta old hametown back 1n Georgia. 

..... .. ~1wm1.u-..., 

tn• ,kftoW is~ ~-~= "-~ fie- 11'tctc.Q7, ·oi~ lt One ia pre-
.A 

awnabl.T t.brilled to bo privy to such world-aha.king re1'elatione. 

being aoltly gassed t.o death by llt,rary wind. 

e is also 

God knows that many ot t.h manutaoturen of thia pap a.re adroit enough. 

Many- ot them are euppl ir.1.tera posaesaed ot eupple minda. But they have 

commandmente and h ve tait.htully- obserYed allot 
., 

the rigid taboos4 The;r have leo grown mortally afraid ot new 1deaa. Con-

tonnit.,- ie t.heh- watchword and ooe could rarely gueea which ot them lf1"0te his 

pieces unless he signed them. Though he ~ bludgecn you with raots, never, 

never must tho writer lot his tacts show. Like the oxpoNd slip ot a spinster, 

that is the ultimate obscenity; that 1a camandment l umbor Ones Bedizen your 

taota, augar-.--coat them, Ntlect th with mirrors it you must, bu.t upon pain ot 

rejection nnar state a simpler ct and lot. it goJ and never, never let your 
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:reader euapfJOt that 70u may be expoaing him. t:.o th onginal 

or atimUlat,ing idea. For above all ho must lea•e your ~c• as 

flw«L --~· A_.....--: 
There nQst. be no moat. no gut.a, no anger. All .muat. be urbanity and glad-

~ 
nesa. The package must .glitter and oome wrapped in hygenic cellophane just 

like 1n the aocompan,ing a.de. The pabulum oames 1n uniform grade and is re

tailed in the .siant economy aize. u Can one lcnger e,oape t-he notion t.hat th 

bulk of ou.r periodical writing, like the products ct Hollywood, is oynical.1¥ 

direct.ed at. the .minds or retarded ei:x.-year-old ohildren? ihat all this muat be 

doin,g to the mental horizons ot the readers, not to mention to the ritere 

themael•vee, ie .f'o.intl.y appalling to contemplate. Under the fit.lent pens of 

t.heae writ•n ever,ttling traa foreign policy to trtgi~ beo~o, a gimr.: ok; 
IIL.a<~~..b:-~~~~~'J~./~~~ 

a suave, i>r~t. sophisticated unt'1.dlfti ot a jig aaw ?AHl tha~is create 

where indeed there was no ~ale bet'ore. One put.a up hi mcney and takes hie 

ohoice. Anyway thero1ll be a prize-tight on Channel Two in twenty minutes. 

Tomorrow all will be forgotten. 

by: mu.st. this ao1T7 state ot attain prevail? Is it that there are too 

man,Y ~zin•• demanding too much pap and--oonvoraely-too tew initiates (that 

ia, write:ra who hove learned the magic .tormula) iting WA1 t.oo muoh about th t 

which they do not know, and t.bout that which they do not gemu.n~ feel? Is it 

true that the lnck ot any real emotional and intellectual inYo;I.Yement •1th the 

eubjeot is at once the curee !ffld sure sign.poet of this barren ,ort ot ri~g? 
au ~~k~~ ~ ~~~ ~ ,,_,,t~-.,;-;-
One t.hin4-u;"urei'"- ·th• net result ia that t.hoae ot the :really etiimUating -.... 
thinker• 1n our midat who also b ve t.he gin of words aN either being driYen t ~ 
adopt- the glib £ormul. oz- are being dri'fon over to t, low-circulation, low

paying literary or esoteric periodioals. 1n the ffle titld their oeeeage 

neoeHarily remains oruated and beclouded by pap and in the oth r it i8 com- ~ 
plete~ ignored by the Gree.t t.aned erican ublio. Tha latter are tho los r ~ 

' • -0 

both "D.31'• 

It ie a tl'Gquentl.y repeated and doubtlee,l.1 sound propoipition that an 

W2rmeg public opinion io one ot tho baaic keyetonea of a oound deoocrooy. 



Orto wonder• how intoiw<l and aoW\d tbe opµtione are that AN being OUttentlJ' 

nOIU"Uhed on t.his un~ diet. ot pap. One also wondora whether there 1a an 

edit<>r 1n our lllidst with the courage and. vieion to rise up and tr, to tree the 

popul,a:r mngadno world tJ"Om. the grip ot this arid tormula wr1t.1n,r1 Equallt 

import.ant., 1a there a i-eading pubUo remaining in this country that would keep 

him trcm st.aniag while he tried it', step up, tolkal 0at•t miaa ou.r nm 1n

etallment t.hat begins, "F'hllllp Panth r, editor. awoke on morning with a 

slick line dnoted to pu.z•veying pap, t.hreo Cadillace, and a hundred end 

thirt1•nine thowsand dollara. He wanted eud4en,l.y to start, a magazine tor 

adq.ltf•" 
Read ell about ii, tolktl It.•a a OOJ:'1'7 ~ st~ • 

... 4 ... 
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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, an::l. has just won a blll'l.dred-yard dash. 

Now ain I 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 "gimmick11--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 1 Intimate per

sonal revelations are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the 

straight inside dope. 

110nly three men in the world know who Stalin's successor will be, 11 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 repute 

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

rivals as being destro;red 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 presumably thrilled to be privy to such 

world-shaking revelations. One is also being softly gassed to death by liter 

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 com:nandments 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, ~ 

must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that 
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rit1e by her way with wild buelnuta, an! has jug tron a hunclre4,■.,;rard dash. 

? o,, ain't th t ~ d~. 

lri thie .a~ ot llllJSazine writW certain 00n1MOdmllnte 'f grown 1nv1olato 

~ t.he~ mwst bo th• e,ngl....,lcnown to the trade ae the ttg111n1.ck''-lltld a;utaya 

t.he:re muat be a beguil.1ng e>peing gambit. or t1nkl.1na Hriee ot glit.tering 

·bait• to coax th jaded N der dsward; The open~ ot t.hu pteoe, t.bo Lord 

torgive ua, u not. luoh a bad exempl.e. hook ,_., •* 1 em, in'fo<i• their ialindl 

~ :a1. .. pret.:enNO :U necea1a.r7, 'but at all coats make '• roads lntiAiat.e per .. 

aonal NYel.at.1ons are alwq1 ood. Or, b ttu- yet., the t.acit. prOlld.ae ot the 

etrdght inside dope. 

110nl,t three men in the world know who' tal1n • aUOPaeor 1f1U ~," 1s the 

arrelti."lg open1n lino or anoth :r euavo p1•o• by a .man who hU Ju•t a nt tix. 

happt wm glued to a~ atool 1n ocnr. Then. tollowa a tam1.l1ar nhUh1 

neoea~ baaed upon oonjeot.UN and rumor, or tho intemal jealouaies reput 

~ the Pol.1ttm-o (it. la • al.wa71 a pleaeant 111~tion to picwi"e one' a 

rival• u being dfttro~ by: flffile .trcn •ithin), aoccmpan1~ by- eome epnsh 

'f1f1tet.t.es ot the Yarioua glowe'1ng jw11or 1nm man. fferal t.ho'1Nnd llOl"dl 

l.at..r '" l.eam trara •~cbable a11thoritytt or fr9ID "an Wormed source whoe• 

idc'ltit,7 muet, riot be di'fUl&ed" that the bi& throe a.re nca• other than Joe him-

nu, Jot'• •Nnt ta1rhaired boy. Vlad1mlr, am an a,ecl in Joe's old 

baaetown ba in Oear&ia. Ole ia lNIWDably thtlll.e4 to l>e prJ.117 to auch 

world-ehaldna revelat1ona. Cne 1a alao ~Ging eottly gueed to dilath by- lite • 
' 

wind. 

God know• t.hat. I.D&Jl7 ot the 11111utaoture1'a ol this pap ue adroit. eno 

ob41dientl,7 learned all ot th• coamandaurita an.d have ta1Wu.JJ¥ obnned all ot 

the rigid taboos. They hav• also grorrn mort.all.7 afraid ot new idea•• Cccl'onn-

1ty 1a their watchword and one could~ gl1088 which or thtl'A wrote his piec 

unle,a b• ai~ed the. Tho~ he -.y. bludgeon JOU. wit.b taot.s, never, D!!.!t 

must the mt•r let h.11 tacts show. Lik th• exposed llip ot a epinater, that 
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and the Virgin lslando." .And, oh yea, Cora's husband was cured ot hie arthrit.1 

by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has Just WCl'l a hundred-yard dash. )low 

ain•t that juet dandyl 

In this eort. ot magaaine writing ce~ain oommandmenta have gown inviolate 

Always there .met bo the angl.e,.-known to the trade as the "gimiok"-and 41.waya 

t.here mu.et be a beguillng opeping gambit, or a tinklina aerieo ot gl.1t.tertng 

btit.e to coax the jaded reader onward. The Openµlg ot thie piece, the Lord 

forgive ua, 1o not euoh bad example. Shoek • em, sock 'em, inYade their mnde 

by talae pretenses 1t neoeafiJUJ, but. at all_ costs make 'em re dl Intimate per

sonal. revelations are alwqe good. Or, better 7et,. t.he tacit promise of the 

straight ineide dope. 

"Only three men in t.he world know who ta.lln' a aucceseor will be," i the 

an-eating opening Uno or enot.h•~ ve piece by a man who baa ju.et spent eix 

happy weeks glued to a bar stool in oecow. Then foll.owe a tamiliar r hash, 

necee:,aril.7 baefkS upon conjecture and rutDOr, of _the ~~11s1ea repute 

a,~~ ;A ! • ~ wracking the Polltbw-o (it. is a.lways~~1~-==:-J: \a 

p:1.ct,.,.. on••• rinl■ as being do~~ ~¼:iiom-ied by 
A 

some sprightly tlgnettea ot the vari®a glowering Junior iron n. ...everal 

thoueand worda later we learn from "unimpeachable authority-" or £rem "an in

tormed eouroe whose identity mw,t not be divulged" that the big thre an none 

other than Joe himself., Joe•e $Gcret tairhaired boy, Vladimir, and 

in Joe• a old. hometown back 1n Oeo ia. One ia presumably thrilled to be privy 

to uucb world-ehaking N'felatit:rui. One 1e also being softly gassed to death by 

lit.erar., wind. 

God knowe that~ ot the manutaotl.lNra ot this pap are adroit enough. 

Uan7 of thom are oupple writen posseeeed ot supple minda. But they have 

obediently leamed all ot the commandment and b ve faithfully observed all ot 

the r1gid taboos. They have also grown mortally atr id ot n ideas. Conform

ity la t.heir tchlford and one could rarely g1.1eaa which or them wrote hie piec 

WlleH he d.gned them.. Though he may- bludgea'l ,ou with fact. , never, never 

mat the writer let hie taote ahow. Like the expoaed olip ot a apinster., t.hat 
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THE GIANT F.COOOOY 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 o 

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 

1'I'itten., brisk with conviction and bright as a counterfeit dollar. But the poo 

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 

fonn. 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 shou1d 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 dollllhearted? 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 rinds 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 arthriti 

by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has just wan a hundred-yard dash. Now 

ain't that just dand,-? 

In this sort of magazine writing certain commandments have grown inviolate 

Always there must be the angle-known to the trade as the 11gimrnick11 --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 bas 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 jealousies reputedl 
~ 

wracking the Politburo (it is always comforting and editorially aoee,tag•• to 
/1 

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

some sprightly vignettes of the various glowering jW1ior 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 

literary wind. 

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

Many of them are supple writers possessed ot supple minds. But they have 

obediently iearned all of the commandmenta 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 oft.hem wrote his piece 

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

must the writer let his facts show. Like the exposed slip of a spinster, that 
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is the ultimate obscenity; that is canmandment 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,~ let your reader 

suspect that you may be exposing him to the genn. 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. Knock-down caitroversy is 

strictly verboten. All must be urbanity and gladness. The package must glitte 

and come wrapped in hygenic cellophane just l~e 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? 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 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. On 

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 atfairs 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~? 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 coapulsions to write too often as commercial and syathetic as the end 

product itsel!? 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 
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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 w~s. 

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an 

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

<he wonders how informed and sound the opinions are that are being currently 

nourished on this 7lllending diet of pap. One also wcnders 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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THE GIANT ECCNOMY 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 beautifull 

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 fut 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-er. ·should not have-intervened in Korea, winding up with 

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

changed g_ ... 

"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 



THE GIANT ECWOMY SIZE 

by 

John D. Voelk~r 

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 . 
..f'~.~~a/4, 

One must admit that most of it isAwri ten with 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 proportions. 

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea .•. 11 a typical 

amooth "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 iey-sticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in 

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

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



and the Virgin Islands." And, oh yes, Cora1 s husband was cured of his arthriti 

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 "gimnick11--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 1 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. 

110nly three men in the world know who Stalin I s successor will be, 11 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" or from "an informed source whose identity must not be divulged11 

that the big three are none other than Joe him:5elf, Joe's secret fairhaired boy 

Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe's old hometown back in Georgia. (That the 

inf'ormed source and the writer himself made it at least five initially in on 

the know is ~nsibly an 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 grown mortally afraid of new ideas. Con

formity 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, 

~ 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 

!acts, sugar-coat them., reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of 

rejection never state a simple fact and let it go; and never,~ let your 

- 2 -



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. 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 com,s 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 writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; 
~~~~ ~ ~~~~a:&ab-; ~~(J->u,t!V -,.u~~ 
a suave, bright, sophisticated unt6idi.ng' o! a jig saw puzzle that is create 

I\ 
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 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 f!!!? 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 t 

adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to t he low-circulation, low

paying literary or esoteric periodioal:s. 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 loser 

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. 
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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, folke ! 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 tor 

adults." 

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

by 

John D. Voelker 

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

today b. as smooth as old brandy, as eoothing as an old lullaby-and as empty o 

intelleot.ual content as a gourd. For the most part it is a tom. of infant . 
pabulum made !r9JD. a rigid tonnula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child. 

Viewed as exercises in rheto~ic and editing most of these pieces are beautitull 

written, brisk with conviction and bright as a oounter.t'eit dollar. But the poo 

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

Reading this stutt ~ after day is like trying to live on ersatz food: 

one has a temporary sense o! repletion, occasionally ·even of satiety--but all 

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

whole vast segment or the American reading public is suffering tram a curious 

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

is fast reaohing epidemic propo:r.t.ions. 

"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 

thin.ks 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!!• •• 

"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 toe Chev, 

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

God or ~ust plain JnY'9ticism-discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in 

wild haze~uts. "Today," the piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and 

chairman or the board ot Kennedy Products, Inc. with branches in all 48 states 
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and the Virgin Islands. 11 And, oh yes, Cora.' s husband was cured or his arthriti 

by her way with wild hazelnuts, and has just won a hundred-yard dash. Now 

aintt that just dandyJ. 

In this sort or magazine writing certain canmandm.ents have grown inviolate 

Always there must be the angle-known to the trade as the Hgi111Il1ck11--and always 

there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a t1nkling series of glittering 

baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The oJ)Cl;ing ot 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 1 Intimate per

sonal revelations are always gOC>d. Or, better yet, the tacit promise of the 

straight inside dope. 

"Only three men in the world know who Stalin I s successor will be, 11 begins 

another suave piece by a man who has just spent eix happy weeks glued to a bar 

stool 1ri Moscow. Several thousand words later we learn from "unimpeachable 

authority11 or from "an informed source whose identity must not be divulged11 

that the big three are none other than Joe himseli, 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 !:!!!, initially in on 
the know is ~eibly en 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 or them are supple writers ~asessed 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. Con

formity 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 tacts show. Like the exposed slip or a spinster, 

that is the ultimate obscenity; that is commandment Number Onel Bedizen your 

tacts, sugar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of 

rejection never wt.ate a simple fact and let it goJ and never, ~ let your 
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reader suspect that you may be exposing him to the gem or a genuinely original 

or stimulating idea. For above all he mu.st leave your piece as unruffled and 

empty as he came to it. 
' 

There must be no meat, n.o guts, no anger. ill muat be urbanity and glad-

ness. The package must glitter end come wrapped 1n hygenic cellophane just 

like in the a ccompanyirig ads. The pabulum comes in uni.form grade and is re

tailed in the giant econQl!,\Y aize. C&1;1 one longer escape the notion that the 

bulk of our periodical writing, like the products of Hollywood, is cynically 

di~•cted 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 evemhing fran foreign policY. to frigidaires b!copes a ~ck• 
~U/~~~~~~~~,~~<H-a-~ 

a suave, ~right, sophisticated unl61d'1hg of a jig/saw puzzle tha~is ciZ~1f~ 

where indeed there was no puzzle be.tore. 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 forgotten. 

Why must this sorry state ot at!airs prevail? Is it that there ar 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!!,!!.? 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 o! the really stimulating 

th~ers in our midst who also have the gitt o! words are either being driven t 

adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to t he low-circulation, low

pa;y:µig literary or esoteric perj 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 loser 

both ways. 

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an 

in.formed public opinion is one of the basic keystones or a sowid democracy. 
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One wonders how informed and soW1d the opinions are that are being currently 

nourished on this unending diet o:f pap. One also wonders whet.her there is an 

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

popular magazine world from the grip or this arid formula writing? Ji4ually 

important, is there a reading public remaining in this country that would keep 

him trom. starving while he tried it? Step up, tolkst DCll 1t miH our next in

stallment that begips: "Pbilllp .Pantber, editor, awoke one morning with a 

elick magazine d.,,oted to purveyi.ng pap, three Cadillacs, and a hundred and 

thirty-nine thousand dollare. He wanted suddenly to start a magazine tor 

adults." 

Read a.11 about it, tolksl It's a sorry sorry et.ory. 
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by-

Johri D. Voelker 

The great. bulk ot non-fiction writing appearing in ou.r popular magazine, 

toda7 1s ae SfflQOth aa old bran<JT, •e soothing as a."l old lullaby-end as empty 

intellectual oontent aa a gourd. 1-~or the moat. part it ia a .torm ot intent 

pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child. 

Viewed ae exeroiaee in rh♦torio and editing r.10st or theae piecee are beautit'ull 

:written, brisk with conviction and bright aa a counterfeit dollar. ut the poo 

re dor is too otten left attlioted with a bad caee ot menial !':\al.nutrition. 

Reading thie etutt day' atter day 1a like trying to live on ersatz food: 

one haa a tempor ry. eenae of repl•tion, occaaion4lly O'Ven ot eatiety-bllt. all 

the while ie dying ot el intellectual starvation. The sad truth is that 

whole vaet 1egment ot the 

torm ot mo.ntu hunger. 

rioan reading public ia auttering from curious 

tlood of literacy hogwash is abroad 1n the land; it 

ia taet re ching epidemic proportions. 

"llad Trwnan been drunk tbe day the oda inv ded South orea ••• 11 a typical 

amooth nthink" piece might gin. atui-Ally th nader is. at once b guiled by 

euoh an implldent. not1m and 1a tberob7 wheedled into discovering why tho writ. r 

t.hinke we should h ve--or shou.l.d not ha'Ve-int.enened 1n ore , winding up ,ith 

tthe not entirely original not.ion that tho course ot history m.ight. have been 

changed U.• .. 

"Cn October seYenth 1948 Cora Kenned)r pose•seed an arthritic husband, 

old Chev and cne hundred end thirty-nine doller•" another ot tho oomier ot 

these piecea might begin. Is ay, ind.omit ble Cor downhearted? Hell no. 

Instead she parka her arthritic epouae with a maiden unt., leaps into th Chev, 

and oails out to found a thriving diaper service or--aided by a simple t 1th in 

God or just plain m,atic1am--diecoven t.he therapeutic properti inherent in 

wild hazel.nut.. "Toda,-," t.he piece winds up, "Cora Kennedy is pr s1dent and 

ohainnan ot the board ~ Kennedy Producta, Inc. with branch a 1n all 48 st tea 



and the Virgin lslands." Arid, oh yes, Cora' a husband was cured ot his arth

ritis by her way with wild hazelnuts., and hae just won a hundred-yard dash. 

N aw ain't that just dandy f 
In this sort of magazine writing certain co.mmandments have grown inviolate 

Always there must be the angle-known to the trade as the "gimmick"-and a lways 
' 

there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling serios ot glittering 

baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening or this piece, the Lord 

.forgive us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock •em, invade their minds 

by !also pretenses it necessaey-, but at all coests make I em read 1 Int:l.ma.te per

~ ',!; • ' """""" sonal revelations are alwa,-s go<Xl. Or, better yet., the t.aeit promise o_t the .. ·~~ 
straight inside dope. 

"Only three men in the world knovr 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 stoo1 in Moscow. Then follows a tamiJ hr rehash, 

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

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

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

vignettes of the various glowering Junior iron men. ~everal thousand words 

later: we l ant from "unimpeachable authorityn or from nan Wormed source whose 

identity must not be divulged" that the big three are none other than Joe tiim

sel.t, Joe's secret .fairhaired boy, Vladimir, and an aged monk in Joe• old 

hometown back in Georgia. One is presU111B.bly thrlll.ed to be privy to such 

world-shaking revelations. <ne is also being softly gassed to death by liter 

wind. 

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

Ma,ny of them are supple writers possessed of supple minds. But they have 

obediently learned all o! the OOllllllandments and have f aith!ully obsened all or 

the rigid taboos. They have also grown .lllOrt.ally a!raid or new ideas. Conform

ity is their watchword and one could rarely guess which of them wrote his pieces 

wlless he $.igned them. Thotlgh he may bludgeon you with tacts, never, !!!!.2£ 

must the writer let his fa.eta show. Like the exposed slip or a spinster, that 
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1■ the ultimate obaoenit7; that. 1e camnandment umber One% Bed12en ~ur tacts_. 

sugar-coat. them, retleot them with tnirrors it you must, but upon p 1n of rejec

tion never state eimple raot. and let it aoJ and never, ne'fer let your reader 

1uapect, that you lNJ.1 be exposing him to the germ ot a genuin ly original or 

et.imulating 1.dea. For above all he must leave your piece aa unruftled and 

empty aa he came to it. 

ThcN must. be no m t, no guts, no anger. ltnook own omtroveray is 
~ ~ ~ 11"'1«4 I 

etrJ.ct.ly ve;rbot,en. All must be urb n1t7 and gl. dnese. /\ The ,IX!ckage fflt18t glitte 

and com wrapped 1n hygen1o c.llophane just like 1n the aocOQJ)Qnying ads. The 

pabulwn comea 1n unitorm grade and 1a N\ailed 1n t.he giant econ~ aize ••• 

Con ona lQ\eer escape the notion th t. the bulk ot our periodical mt.ing, like 

the products or Hollywood, ie o~cally directed at tti. minds o1 retarded ix

y~d ohlldron? What all t.hi• must be doing to th ment.al horizons ot the 

readera, not to mention to the writ.ere themselves, is faintly appall.iro to 

contempl.~te, Under tho £luent pene ot these writers everything trom foreign 

pol.107 to .frigidairea becomee a gimmick_; a suave, bright., aophiatioat.ed un

folding ot a Jig saw ~• that. ttll"na out, lo• to have bHn no piezle at all; 

either that or a puizzle is created where indeed th re was no puzale be!oro. e 
I' 

puts ~Phis money and takes hie choice. Any,, y there'll be a p!'izt-tight on 

Channel Two 1n twenty- minutes. cmorrow all will be forgotten. 

Y' must thia BOJ'T1 at.ate of attairs p vail. I• it that there are too 

many magazines demands.rig too mch pap and--convenely-too t8"1 in1t1at.ea (that 

ia, writ.era who h ve ieamed the magic tormla) writing way too much about. th 

which th y do not know I and about that which they do not genuinel.7 ~? Ia 1 

true that the l ck of an1 real emotional and int.ell ctual involvement with the 

subject 1• at. once the ou.rae and sUN e1gnpost. ot this bal"l"on sort. ot writing? 

re the compulaione to write too ott.filn as ccmneroial and ~hetio s the end 

product itaelt? One thing u surec th• net reault is that. thoae or the rea 

etimulating thinkers in our midat who aleo have the gilt o! word.a are either 

being driven to dopt the glib formula o.r are being driven over to th low

ciroulation, lCM-pqing Ut;erary or esoteric periodicals. In the on field 
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their message neceua.rU.1 NJnaina cruet d and beoloud.ed b7 pap and in the ot~er 

it 1s oompletely ignored by the Great otarved 

th• los•rf both ways. 

4d, 
rican Public. The latt r _.. 

A 

It ie a trequentl.7 repeated and dou.btleaaly sound propcsit.ion that an 

intor@!!a public opinion ie ,one of the basic keystones of a a II I de::iocracy. 

Ctle wonder how Wormed and eound th opiiµone are that are bein& cw-nnt.11 

nourished en thi unending diet. ot pap? e also wcnders •hethe:r t.here is an 

.ctitor in our .mid t 1th the courane and vieicn to riee up and try to tree the 

pop\µar magazine •orld tram th p of thia arid tormula writiDg? EQ 

Nimaining in this country t.hat WO 
~,e,~/k,~, 

.Jtep up, f olka l Don't miss our 

atal.lment th t begins: ''Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a 

allok magazirl• devoted to purYeying pap, three C:idillaoa, and a hu.ndrod and 

thirty-nine thou and dollars. lt wanted auddenly to at.art a maguine tor 

adulte. 11 

ead all bout it, tol.ka I lt • o a eom sorry story. 
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'PUB 811.N'f r.l6€HOMY &lei 

by 

John D. Voelker 

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

today :ts as smooth as old brandy, as soothing as an old lullaby-and as empty o 

intellectual content as a gourd, For the most part it ia a form of infant 

pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent. growth 1n the child. 

Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most or these pieces are beauti!ull 

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

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

Reading this stut't day after day is like trying to live on ersatz food: 
~--

one has a temporary sense of repletion, occasionally even of e&~i••~-but ill 
/\ 

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

whole vast segment of the American reading public is su1'£ering from a curious 

form of mental hunger. 
aittdt! 

the landA_ -: A flood of literary h9 

is fast t)~d""er-,,,mi,ec.qa.~~~:,:,s~ 
"Had Truman been the Reda invade ou Korea ••• " a typ a 

smooth "think" piece might begin. Naturally the reader is at once beguiled by 

such an impudent notion and is thereby wheedlad into discovering why the writer 
~l~. 

thinks we should have--or should not have-intervened in Korea, winding up ith . 

the not entirely original notion that the course ot 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 witn 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 Jcy"sticism--discovers the therapeutic properties inherent in 

wild hazelnuts. "Today, 11 the piece ,,inds up, "Cora Kennedy is president and 

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



later "WUMOn.al:~ 

not divul,gtid" 

wind. 

God 

r let b1i f ct.1 t 
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is the ultimate obscenity; that is canmandment Number Onel Bedizen your tacts, 

s~ar-coat them, reflect them with mirrors if you must, but upon pain of rejec

tion never state a simple tact and let it go; and 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. 

the products of Hollywood, is cynically directed t the minds of retarded ~ix

;rea~old ohildren!t,~Vha 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 ot these writers everything from foreign 

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

toldµig ot a jig eaw p~that t~s out, lo, to have been no puzzle at all; 

either that or a puzzleAis created where indeed there was no puzzle before. On 

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

Channel Two in t•enty minutes. Tomorrow all will be forgotten. 

Why must this sorry state ot affairs prevail? Is it that there are too 

many magazines demanding too much pap and-conversely-too few initiates (that 

is, writer, who have learned the magic formula) writing wq too much about that 

which they do not know, and about that which they do not genuinely~? Is it 

true that the L:ick 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 sy-.hetic as the end 

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

stimulating thinkers in our midst who also have the gi1't ot words are either 

being driven to adopt the glib formula or are being driven over to the low

ciroulation, low-paying literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field 
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their message necessarily remains crusted and beclouded by pap and 1n the other . 
-""" it is completely ignored by the Great tarved American Public. The latter aN-

the loserJ'both ways. 
1\ 

It is a frequently repeated and doubtlessly sound proposition that an 

W .ormed public opinion 1a one of the basic keystones ot I oon, • democracy. 

One wonders how Wormed and sound the opinions are that are being currently 
7 

nourished on this wiending diet ot pap. One also wcnders whether there is an 

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

popular magazine world trom the grip of this arid formula writing? Equally 
~~ 

important, jhs..,.,th;"'~ a readµ1g J)l!-blic remaining in this cowitry that would keep 
A.-~~- ·"-"~ ... ~M'bu'4'E ~~~~..k~~ 
him from starving while he tried it~'lfStep up, tolks1 Don't miss our next in-

stallment that begin1: "Phillip Panther, editor, awoke one morning with a 
~ ' 

s~ick magazinitde.,e,ed to purveying pap, three Cadillacs, and a hwidred and 

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

adults." 

Read all about it, folksl It's a sorry sorry story. 
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PAP 

John D. Volker 

The great bul.k ot non-fiction writing appearing 1n our popular ma.guinea 

todq ie a1 ~t;h aa old brandy', ae eoothing as an Clld lullaby-and as empt.y 

ot int.ellectual. content. as a gourd. For ~he IDl>st. part it is a tom ot Want. 

pabal.wn mad• tram a ri&id torzm.ua auaranteed to prnent growth 1n the child. 

Viewed u ex.eroina 1n rhetoric and editing moat or these pieoee are beautifull 

written, brisk with conviction aI¥i bright. as a counter.t'eit. dollar. But the 

poor reader 1a too otton left attliot.ed with a bad case ot mental malnutrition • 

. Reading t.hie st,uf't dq alter day ia like trying to live on eraat.z tood: 

one hat a temporary- aenH ot repletion, ocoaaionally even ot el,U'feit-but all 

the wbUe 1a dying ot el.CM' int.ellect.u.al etal"Vation. The sad truth is that a 

whole vaat eegment ot the Amerloan read~ public 18 auftering trom a curious 

torm or mental hunger. A flood or lit,erar;y hogwaab 1a abroad 1n the land; it 

1a tut reaohing epidamio proponions. Indeed there are tat. little maga-

l&inea devoted to :ret'1ning and d1geat,1ng the stutt eo t.hat !!l!z the pure pap 

rtm.ains. 

"Had Truman been drunk the da;y the Recla in'faded South Korea ••• 11 o. t.ypioal 

s1100th "think" J:4eoe might begin. 'atu.rally the r• der is at once boguiled by 

auob an impudent. notion and 1e thereb7 wheedled into dieoovering why the mt.er 

thinks we should have-•or ehould not ba1'e-1ntervened 1n Korea, winding up with 

the not entirel,7 original not.ion that the coore• ot h1eto1"7 might have been 

changed M.••. 
110n October seventh 1948 Cora • ennedy poueased an arthritic husband, an 

old Chn and one hundred and thirty-nine dollars" another ot the cornier or 

these piece, -might begin, Ia ga7, indocnitable Cora downhearted? Hell no. 

Instead ah• park• her arth.J"it.io apou.se with a maiden aunt., leaps into th Chav, 

and 1aila out. to towid a thriving diaper a9"ioe or--aided b7 • aimple tait.h in 

Ood or juet plain iqaticiam--diaooven the therapeutic propert.ies inherent, in 



wild hazelmta. "Tod11.7," the pi•c• winds up, 11Cora ennedy 1a pr-.aident and 

chaini:tan ot t.he boarct or Kennedy; Pl"Oducte, Inc. with branchea in all 48 et.ates 

and the Vir~ Ialanda.n And, oh res, Cora's hu•band waa cured ot hia arth

ritia bJ' her way With wild hatelnuta, and hu just wen a hundred•1ard dash. 

Now ain•t that just dandy? 

ln thia sort ot magazine writing certain oomnandmenta h ve grONn inviolate 

Alwqe t.here muat be th angle-known tot.he tmde •• t.he "ginmick"----and al aye 

there aiwtt be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling aeries ot glittering 

baits to ooax the jaded reader onward. The open.ins ot this piec, th Lord 

targive ua, 1a not. auch a bad example. Shock • a , eook 'em, 1nva.d their mind a 

by- false pretenses it necesAJT,. but at all ooets make 'em read I Intimat. per

eonal NV♦latiaie are lwqs good. Or, better 1et., th t.acit praaia ot the 

at~ht inside dope. 

"Onl.1 thl'H men in the world know who t.alln • a successor will be, •t is the 

arre•ting opening line ot another aua~• piece by a man ho ha just. spent eix 

happ7 week.a glued to a bar stool in Uoecow. Then tollowa a 1'am1.liar reha h, 

neoesNrilT baaed upon oaijecture and r~r, ot the internal Jeal.ouaies repute 

-wracking the Politburo (it. is Uwa.,e a pl.eaaant euperatition ~ picture cno•s 

rival.a aa being deatro,ed by woevile tro within), accompanied by earn spright 

vignet.tee ot the various glowering Jwl1or iron men. S4rferal thow,and worde 

later we learn £rm "wiiftlpeachable authority-11 or trcxn "an informed aovce whoae 

identity mat not be divlll.ged11 that the big three are none other than Joe him-

s lt, Joe•a .ncret tairhaired 007, Vladimir, and an aged monk 1n Joe•s old 

hOlietOl'm back. in G Qrgia. One 1a presumabl7 thrilled t.o be pr1v1 to euch world 

shaking revelations. One is also being aoftl.7 ga.esed to death b7 llt rarywind 

G«t knows that many ot th canutaot.urez-1 ot thia pap re adroit enough. 

Many of them are eupple writer, posaes .. d ot supple minds. But they h 'te 

obedientl7 learned all o£ the O<lmnandmente and have taithtull7 obaerv~ allot 

the rigid taboos. They- have also SZ"0W morta.111 atraid ot new ideaa. Contonn

it.7 1a tru.ir watchword and aie oould rarelJ' gueaa wnioh ot them wrote h1a piece 

w\leae he signed th m. Though he ~ bludgeon you with tacte_, nner, never 



muet the writer let hi• tact ehow. Like the expoeed tUp ot a ep1nst , th t 

11 t.h ultimate obacenit7J that 1a comr:iandmant t'umber One! Bedizen ,our t ote, 

eugar-coat. them, retleot them with mirrors 1t ,ou =.urt,, but upon pain ot- rejec-
1 

t.ion never etate a simple taot and let. it goJ and never, !l!!£ let. 10UI' reader 

awspeot. that 10'1 ma, be exposing him t.o t.he germ ot a genuinely ·original or 

nimulating idea. For ebove all he mutt l ve your piece aa unru!tled and 

em¢7 • h• came to it. 

Th re muet be no meat, no gut.1, no anger. ill muat be urbanit7 and glad

neaa. Knook•down ocntroveray 1e etrictl.y vort,aen and ma.verick:e need not. apply 

The p:-.iokage mu.et glitter end come wrappod 1n h,fgen!A cellophane Just llk in 

the accam.panying ads. The pabulum oomea in uni.tom grade and is retailed in 

the gunt eoonor.v size, Pap, Me muat remoinber, 1J a aott; eaail.7 <11.geated food 

d•igMd tor Wants and invalids •• ~ Oan one longer .. oape the notion that. the 

bulk ~ OW' periodical writ.in , like the product.a ot Hollywood, ie cynically 

directed at the minde ct retarded w-,eff-Old children· ~bat all thb muat. be 

dcd.ng t,o the mental hori•ona ot the re den. not to nt.ion to the riters the. 

eelvea, ie td.ntly appal.ling to contefflill.ate, Under the fluent pena ot these 

writers .-.eryt.hin trom toreign 1»lio7 to trigida1Na 00Jlli8a a gimickJ a wav, 

bright,• eopbiat.ioated untolding ct a jig saw pUZzle that tume out• lo, to h ve 

been no ~ll• t all.J either that. or a puszle that 1a created •hen indeed 

then waa no puzzle before. Cne puts up hie m.ooe7 and takes hi• oboio • Anyw 

there' U be a prise-tight on Channel Two 1n twenty- mi.nut.••• T011lOttOW all will 

b4t .t'orgotten. 

ffl17 IJl18t this l!IOITY' at.ate ot a.ttaire prevail? Ia it that there ar too 

man7.magasin•o demand.ins too much pap and-ccnvenel.7-too t• initiates (that 

1•• writ.era who have learned the magic tormw.a) writ.in& wa, too moh about that. 

which tho7 do not know, and about that which they do not. genuinel.7 !!.!:lr,? Is it 

true that the laok of an.r Nil elllOtional e.nd intellectual :in"folvement with the 

a11bjeot. is at once t.be curse and a\lH 81 poet ot thia barren tort. ot writing? 

re the ooawu,laicna to write too atten •• C0111neroial and '1?1thetio the end 

prodaot. it.eeU"/ One thing is BUN the nei reault is that those ot th• really' 



stimulating thitlkera in our midst who ilao hive the gilt, bt worda are either 

being driven t.o adopt. the gliti torrmil.a or are being driven over. to the l -

cuculat.1on, l•-;payitig Uter.1ey or eaoto:ric periodioal.a. In the on tield 

tt,eir meaaa,ge rieooeaarily remains crueted and be.illouded by pap d 1n the other 

it is oompl.et- 1,7 ignored b7 the Great st~ed rioan Public. 'fh• latter is 

the lo er both wa,s. 

It is a .t'Nqu tlf repeated and dcubtleseJ.y- aouncl proposition that an 

Wom,g public opinion it one ot the buic kt7'0tonee of' democnc,-. One woode 

h inr0%'119d and aound the opiniona &N that are being curNntl.r noUl"iahed on 

thia W1and1ng diet ct pap? Ckle also mders whether- there 1a an editor in our 

ta:idst with the courage and Visim to rise up and try to !'Ne tho popular maga

dn• world trom the grip ot this arid foriw.o writing? ¥,qually import.ant, .1, 

t.hore a reading public nma1ning in t..ha country that would keep him .trom 

ataning while he tried it, r have our edit.ore and writer• beoome at last 

bot,h tho creators obd helpleH vict.ilu ot the Fappenat.ein Nader. 

Step up, .tolkst Don't miae our nm iutall.m4ltlt that b gines II Ullp 

Pant.her.; editor, awoke one momine with a slick mag cine dedicated t.o purveying 

pap., t.hN• Cadill ca, and a hundred and thirty-n1ne t,bowsand dollara. Ha 

wanted suddenly to start a azin• tor a!b!J.t.s. •1 

Read all about, it, tolksS It'a a aorry so~ et.ory. 
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PAPPENSTEIN 1S 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 

pabulum made from a rigid formula guaranteed to prevent growth 1n "the child. 

Viewed as exercises in rhetoric and editing most of these pieces are beautifull 

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

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

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

one has a temporary sense of replet~on, 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 

fo:nn of mental hunger. A flood of literary hogwash is abroad in the land; it 

is fast reaching epidemic proportions. Indeed there .are...,- 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 ••• 11 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 therapeutie properties inherent in 



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

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

and the Virgin Islands. 11 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 I t that just dandy? 

In this sort of magazine writing certain comnandments have grown inviolate 

AlwaJ'B there 111111t b• the imgl~owa t.o the trade as the "gi.mmiek11--and always 

there must be a beguiling opening gambit or a tinkling series o.f glittering 

baits to coax the jaded reader onward. The opening o.f 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 revelaticns 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, 11 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 tiasea upon conjecture and rumor, of the internal jealousies r pute 

wracking the Politburo (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 £ran "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 d~ath by literary wind. 

God knows t~at 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,~ 
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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 ~ust, but upon pain of rejec

tion never state a simple fact and let it go; and 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 ash• came to it. 

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

ness. Knock-down ccntroversy 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 W1iform grade and is retailed in 

the giant econo~ 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 

sel es, is faintlT appalling to contemplate ... Und he f-luent ens of these 

writers everything from foreign policy to frigidaires becomes a gimmick; a suav 

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. Anywa 

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? 

true that the lack of any rea1 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 co.umercia1 and synthetic as the end 

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

- 3 -



stimulating thinkers m 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-paymg literary or esoteric periodicals. In the one field 

their message necessarily remams crusted and beclouded by pap and in the other 

it is completely ignored by the Great Starved American Public. The latter is 

the loser both ways. 

v"";;;:..~,-;:::-:::,4~~ ~;;;;,It is a !-re uentl repeated and doubtlessly sound proposit·o that 

mformed 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 unendmg 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 µ 

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 cre.ators and helpless victims of the Pappenstein reader? 

Step up, folks? Don I t miss our next imstallm.ent that begins: "Phillip 

Panther, edi or, 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. 
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P APPENSTEIN I 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 ae an old lullaby-and as empty 

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

pabulum made trom a rigid .formula guaranteed to prevent growth in the child. 

Vined as exercises in rhetoric and editing most ot these pieces are beautifull 

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

poor reader is too often le!t a.f!Ucted with a bad case o£ mental malnutrition. 

Reading this stuft day alter 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 

ia fast reaching epidemic proportions. Irideed there are....,.. fat little maga

zines devoted to refining and digesting the stuff so that onlz the pure pap 

remains. 

"Had Truman been drunk the day the Reds invaded South Korea, •• 11 a typical 

smooth "thi.l'lk" piece might begin. Naturallt 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 entirel7 ori_ginal notion that the course of history might have been 

changed !!_ .•• 

"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 round a thriving diaper service oz-aided by a simple faith in 

God or just plain myeticism--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 hWldred-yard dash. 

Now ain't that just dandy? 

In this eort of magazine writing certain conmandments 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 

forgiv• us, is not such a bad example. Shock 'em, sock 'em., invade their minds 

by false pretenses it necessary, but at all costs make 'em readl Intimate per

sonal revelatioos are always good. Or, better yet, the tacit prdni.se 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 

hapw, weeks glued to a bar stool in Moscow. Then foll<ffia a familiar rehash, 

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

wracking the Politburo (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 rairhaired 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 manuf aoturers of this pap are adroit enough. 

1taey 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 

Wl.less he signed them. Though he may bludgeon you with facts, never,~ 
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mu$t the writer let his tacts show. Like the exposed slip ot a spinster, that 

is the ultitnate obscenity; that is comnandment Number One! Bedizen your tacts, 

sugar-coat them., reflect them with mirrors if' you must, but upQn pain of rejec

tion never state a simple tact and let it go; and 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 aa unruffled and 

empty ash• came to it. 

There mus~o tl;~ gu~ 

ness. Knock-down ccntroversy: f'lstr 
!' 

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 giant econom;r size. Pap, one must remember, is a soft easily digested food 

designed tor infants and invalids... Can one lonr;er escape the notion that the 

bulk of our periodical writing, like the products o! Hollywood, is cynically 

directed at the minds or retarded six-year-old children? What all this must be 

doing to the mental horizons o! the readers, not to mention to the writers the 

selves, is .taint~ appalling to contemB,l.ate. Under the fluent pens or these 

writers everything trom foreign policy to trigidaires becomes a ginmick; a suav , 

bright, sophisticated unfolding ot a jig saw puzzle that turns out, lo, to have 

been no puzile at all.; either that or a puzzle that is created where indeed 

there was no puzzle before. Cxle puts up his .money and takes his choice. Anywa 

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

be forgotten. 

Why must this sorry state ot affairs prevail? ls it that there are too 

many magazines demanding too .mw:h ~ ¥d-conversely-too fn initiates (that 
IJl~.1?4'1 M~ 

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 !!!!!? Is it 

true that the lack ot an.1 real emotional and intellectual involvement with the 

subject is at once the curse and sure si~poat or this barren sort ot writing? 

Are the compulsions to write too often e.s comnercial and synthetic as the end 

product itselt? One thing is sure: the net result is that those or the really 
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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 io 

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 woo.der 

how int'orimd and SOWld the opinions are that are being currently nourished on 

this wiending diet o! pap? One also wooders whether there is an editor in our 

midst with t.he courage and visioo. to rise up and try to tree the popular maga

zine world from the grip ot this arid formula writing? Equally important, is 

there a reading public remaining in this cowitry that would keep him from 

starving while he tried it? Cr have our editors and writers become at last 

both the creators and helpless victims or 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 suddanl;y to start a magazine tor adults. 11 

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