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BEABOHEMA 17

BeABohema 12 is what you have in your very hands at this momept, I know
they're trembling. Trembling with anticipation because of what's coming up. What'!s
coming up is described in some sort of table of contents near the bottom of the

page.

3 - The righteous labels are with us again, and some wonderful code is imprint-
ed behind your name. Everyone should have some kind of letter or number or sym-
bol or perhaps a speck of dried blood. That's what I've been crying the last few
deys thinking of a lot of the records I should buy but won't, (4t the moment I'm
listening to #"Child in Time" by Deep Purple on the Lafayette University radio sta-
tion, Lafayette is Lehigh's arch-rival, or instep rival,or whatever they're call-
ed. TIt's a sin to have anything to do with Lafayette, and I keep swinging for them
logical traditions, folks. I'm a member of Lehigh's radio station too, by the

way. Both of them, one going FM stereo in a few months, But all coolie-lebor is
pulled from the freshman ranks, and that's all they're able to do. But next year..
I Take Over,) Most of the letters mean something: C means you're a contributor,

L means you write locs, a number is your last issue, a bunch of Xs means this is
your last issue unless you do something, sometimes meant only as a threat. 1 car-
ried out a few of my threats last issue, so you're warned, in case you've got the
Unholy X. Carried out about LO Xs, I think, If you have no symbol, you're either
safe or you're not safe. If you don't know where you stand, write to me and I'll
tell you,

BelBohema is edited by Frank Lunney on the Deunch Nundle Press located
back in Quakertown, Pa. This is Deunch Nundle Press publication 17, My address
is PO Box 551, Lehigh University, Dethlehem, Pa. 18015,

B/B is published monthly, meybe, This is the special In School Issue.
Next issue will be the special Bob Shaw issue and will cost you 2
buck unless you contribute. Or else you don't get the next
issue. Period., This and other regulcr issues (including
special Back to School and In School issues) are 504 an
issue, Back issues ;/3 through /11 are available;
3-9 are 6Q¢ each and 10 and 11 are 50¢ each, - Very few
copies of i#3 and i are left, so get your half-dollers (plus
dime) in, This is Sept 30, the little calendar on my watch
has just started to revolve because it's almost 11:30 and
now I'm listening to an early tape of It's A Beautiful Day.
Nice!

On page L is my editorial, Bellowings; page 6 is
the start of Paul Hazlett's "The Inside Story of Perry A,
Chapdelaine; 11 is "MMhither Rock” by Greg Shaw; 16 is Greg
Benford's "Jottings; reviews in "Turnip Country on page
20 by Ted Pauls and Darrell Schweitzer; and'Cum Bloatus®
starts on page 21,

frt is by Grant Canfield--1,9,23,27; Richard
Flinchbaugh--2; Dan Ostermen--5,25,26; Tim Kirk--7,21;
Mike Symes--11; Mike Gilbert--12,13; Bill Rotsler--16,
17; Jeff Cochran--18,20,30; Derek Carter--20; Jim Mc-
Leod~--13,19; Stephen Campbell--22, .nd I think the
cover will be by Grant Canfield, Then again, it may
me by Dan Osterman. The one who'!s not will be next issue,




2

HYMN TO AN OLDER GENERATION As we join the adventurous Frank Lunney in this epi.-

sode, he has just been shuffled off to college and
was lucky enough to have given a COA in his fanzine that was incorrect, incurring
the wrath of post office officials who tire of looking up his name to try and find
the correct box number when the meil is addressed to a dorm room number, We pick
him up sitting in his room, stenciling the editorial for his fanzine, BeiBohema,
the fanzine nominated for a Hugo, nominated, do you hear. He's just come in from
watching TV for a while because there isn'!'t a fucking thing to do in this place
after studying all afternoon and before and after dinner, and having a stomach that
feels like a good expulsion and 2 headache that knocked him down the steps Of The
Hill, We pick up:

It is getting to grate on my nerves somewhat that my roommate is a lst
class pain in the ass who gets great pleasure out of playing the long version of
“A11 Right Now" by Free (and it's my album) and who takes every opportunity to play
some more of my records onl his cheapo porteble stereo while my system sits unem-
plyed on the shelf running along the wall above my head, and the shelf is too damn
small anyway , and the plugs are too low in the back of the receiver and the base

is too deep and it crams the jacks into the cement wall, and T doubt that the wires
will last for very long.

The jock I share the room with now is playing the Beatles' HEY JUDE album,
. which isn't bad considering that it'!s the first elbum he has that he's played in
a few days., 4nd I was planning on writing this editorial last weekend, but I didn't
get up early enough on Sunday. I'll explain why I didn't later, but for now let
-it be enough to say that I didn't get up early enough.

This may sound like a hate tract so far. It isn't, really, I simply felt
like bitching today because I have been feeling bad, and short of yelling obsceni-
ties at the maid (who didn't come in today either, the swine) there isn't any other
way to vent depression, But I have an attentive audience with which to burden my
troubles, And that's momething no one else in this dorm has, /And they're all very
jealous. :

Lehigh isn't such 'a bad place. Not at 211. It's a great place for someone
who really dug the college life of the 50's, I
But it is in the rural Pennsylvania set-
ting, and most of the kids here are stu=-
dents because they're parents forced
them to pick a college, and Lehigh
sounded ok to them,

It does have one of the most -
beautiful campuses in the country.
It's a small campus, comprised of
about 10 buildings with classrooms,
and about as many more for labs
and as many more again for dorms.,

#nd the trees are everywhere. £-—
bout 500 live trees grow everywhere
on the hills --steep hills--on
which Lehigh rests.

The hills~--beautiful as
they may seem--are indeed the num-

pbellowings




ber one pain-in-the-ass... For the first few days. Wide-eyes freshman and long-
faced upperclassmen can be witnessed in the week after registration stopping at
the top of each hurdle in the climb upward toward the residence houses gulping
air, burning up all the lactic acid accumulated in the previous 20 seconds of Aly~-
mpian tracking. The second week finds only the less-hearty flopping into their
beds after the long toil, and the third week finds everyone fit enough to run up
The Hill,

The people living in the dorm are a typicél cross-section too, I'd say,
Few freaks, of course, since most have moved off campus by the second year, A4nd
I am housed in one of the upperclass dorms, That is to say, for the most part,
the upperclassmen live in this dorm when they aren't a jock enough to get accepted
by a fraternity and not otherwise weird enough to live off-campus, At least
that's What I'm Told,

Since the use of grass has been spreading around the campuses in the last
few years, it wasn't surprising to find that most of the people at Lehigh are
booze hounds, It took a while, but my room mate finally has his fifth of Seagram's
on the shelf next to his portable, And every Sunday morning most of the people
who got it on the night before have to clean the sludge out of the trash cans and
the puke off the floor since the maid doesn't come through our rooms on Sunday,

The fact that Lehigh ‘men" are able to get booze so easily has made-quite
a few of the people off-campus angry, in fact, One of the campus radio stations
broadcast a program last week concerning the fact that blacks and Puerto Ricans
living in the slums at the edge of the campus in North Bethlehem are being treat-
ed like shit by students and local merchents, ! simple example is the peddling
of booze, If you're white and wear a Lehigh T-shirt and walk into a bar, you're
all set, no matter how old you are, Otherwise, forget it... A guy just came in-
to my room and asked if we wanted anything for the weekend...'Want a pint or any-
thing." He'!s ordering from the catalog. It gets certain people uptight,..

Then there are the more serious problems of Lehigh jocks getting into
fights with off-campus people and the line being used...'But Lehigh boys wouldn't
do anything wrong,"” while the other participants are being booked.

As a result, there are many fights between the WASPs and the blacks, Lots
of people get jumped in the night. Almost everyone was listening to the particu-
lar program the night it was being aired, and it could be heard through most of
the open doors in the dorm.

My roommate was going to walk through town the next night with the guys
‘in the next room, so he was listening attentively.

" The next morning he walked over and said, "Did you hear that program last
night? Think they!ll come after us tonight?" ' :

The other replied, "That progfam on the radio, you mean,..the one with
the spics,." .

"Yeah, that's the one..."

SINGING WINDS, CRYING BEASTS In what has been, up till now, my weekly trek home
for the weekends, I've been unlucky enough to to
make many concerts while close to Philadelphia, Last’ weekend was going to be
something different, though, The Moody Blues were going to be at the Spectrum,
with Van Morrison, and Dion was going to lead everything off. That, was one concert
I didn't want to miss...I'm a big Dion fan. You see. Well, things didn't work
out, The concert was on a Sunday night, and it would!ve been over pretty late,
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and there would've been no way for me to get back for Monday classes, so I was
ready for a weekend of Music Connection and Dr. Shock at night,

But on Tuesday afternoon I was looking at one of the Philadelphia papers
soneone had left in one of the lounges, and started glancing through the up-coming
events listed along with the Lippizian Stallion show and the 168th Annual Ice
Capades and noticed that Savoy Brown was going to be at the Electric Factory on
Friday on Saturday. I knew that, On Friday night Chicken Shack would be play-
ing with them, I knew that too, Saturday too, I figured,

But no! Chicken Shack wasn't going to be there on Saturday night, The
second-liner group was Pink Floyd.

I slid down the leather front of the chair onto the floor and started beat-
ing the floor, mouthing words of excitement, Pink Floyd had gone through Phila-
delphia on their last US tour, but they had been at the Factory the week of the last
Iunacon, and I was at the last Lunacon, so I didn't see them at that time, /And
I was sick for weeks after that weekend, I didn!t want to be disappointed this
time, too.

; I wasnit, And I just wanted to let everyone know, I'm not going to tell
cbout how great they were, with speakers covering, etc., You've all read about them
before,

I just wanted everyone to know that I've finally seen Pink Floyd,

And Savoy Brown wasn'!t bad, either,

ATH'T Y/ COMING HOME "Harlan Ellison is another dope who, like Hoffman and Rubin,

; comes on with that embarrassingly sophomoric tough Jewish
kid routine. His klutzy insensitivity to the Nordic grandeur of 2001 is enough to
turnhme‘into a rabid anti-Semite,"--Wayne lcGuire, "Aquarian Jornal No, 3" FUSION
No, L2,

NOTHING. IS EASY "A psychiatrist once said that a sane man should neither accept
 nor reject a concept, but rather, simply understand it.” L. Ron
Hubbard, through Perry Chapdelaine.

MAN OF CONSTANT SORROW With last issue I simultaneously, "as if by magic," stop-

ped using envelopes (with the last issue, I suppose; wheth-
er I use them in the future depends on how large issues grow in the same future)
and started using mailing labels. That is, I hoofed on down to the Friendly Book
Store (which is amazingly unfriendly at times; it's a religious bookstore, you see,
and when one happens to trundle in the front door and--mistakenly--ask for Obsessed
+seowell, attitudes can change) and forced myself to pursue a path to the rear ‘ear of
the store. It's a dark and forbidding place, the read of the Friendly Book Store
is, Plastic Jesuses line the walls, with retired priests sit in cubby-holes eat-
ing Tastycakes and perusing old calendars.

The minute you walk in the door a saleslady runs to your side shd asks,
"May I help you. Are you planning on going to the rear of the store? Tours are
being planned, but one just happens to be leaving in a few minutes..."

"No," I wave her off, "I can find my way."

So I skulk past How God Changed the Color of my Underwear and Brothers are
Bad Cell Mates, /1l the other customers are wearing a coat and tie, and I feel out
of place with my T-shirt and dungarees, but luckily I am wearing my Holy Sneakers,
to ward off any heathen that should attack,




1 pro- -
ceeded down
the center row
figuring the
sticky shit
would have to
be near the
mid8le, T
was right.

The gummed
labels, 'no
licking requir-
ed,' were right
next to the
scumy typewrit-

er ribbons.,

Those were the
ribbons which were
classified wrangly
for Royal typers

and I had to take

a ribbon home and
wind it up again af-
ter unwinding it to
transfer it to another

spindle, I had my gummed
lebels, in any case, and I

was happy. 1 could type the
addresses onto the labels in-
stead- of hand writing each ad=- -
dress or typing each one onto
another sheet of paper; cutting
the paper into strips and then
pasting each strip onto a separate
envelope, Long had I admired the labels

used by Charlie Brown and Arnie Katz end rich brown for

their newezines and Geis for his Hugo Award ann¢n9 Fanzine, For a while I
thought the labels were in short supply and to be found only in large cities.
T had been planning a trip to Philadelphia to try and.find some of the elusive
little mothers.

But they'were just in the rear of the Friendly Book Store, where no one
ever went.

T used the labels last issue, and some of them weren't so gummy., At least
two of the non-gummy labels fell off after they were mailed, and I know of' two
becstse two BABs were returned and I had to pay the return post ge, That wouldn't
be to bad, but because there wasn't any other marking on the individual copies re-
turned, T have no idea who wasn't sent a copy. 3So...if you were one of those
people, tell me who you are, and a copy of BAB 11 will be rushed to Your Front
Door, Right away.

THE MODERN :iDVENTURES OF PLATO, DIOGENES ND FREUD Next issue is going to be the
special dissue for the Bob

. Shaw Fund., So if you all want to get the next issue, you all had better send in

“_you all's bucks. Not meny of you have, and there' will be few issues printed over

the number of advance orders, so things will run out shortly. That's next issue,
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They say a man is mostly one long gut, ahollow tube filled here and there

with bulging stenches and green and yellow chyme slick with corrosive liquids that
sometimes gnaws through tissues, leaving raw, bloody holes.

snd they say that if you stretch the real essence of a man out, he'll
sometimes stretch to ninety-three point two feet, that hollow, flatulent tube of

puffy air, .
I looked inside Perry A. Chapdelaine the other day and saw a gutless thing,
lacking not only the tube, but the fast, warm air which puffs out to wrinkle the
nose every now and then, ; . ,
We've argued for a long time, that yellow-belly and I. "Stay on principle,
and off personality," he says. ; : : i

9in eye for an eye suited by elders," I answered.

But he wons I lost.

"And Williams?" I later prodded, "ihy do you stick with Robert Moore Wil-
liams, He's a bastard, Everyone knows it, One peek should do it. But will you
look? You've known him for eighteen years, What do you get out of him?"

"His recent "Love is Forever--We are Tonight" is the Bob Williams I know,"
was all Perry muttered, -

"But he's a hack., He never writes anything decent, you know,"

-"els been slandered by avant garde writers for so many years in private
letters, literary forums and in other ways, that he writes what keeps him in bread
and beans, What's wrong with that? His good manuscripts get kicked around without
being read because of the slander or libel." :

That. stubborn, gutless thingl

Tell, I also mentioned van Vogt--you know--a has-been. He laughed and
pointed to six stories Van is producing this year. "Good or not, they!ll sell,"”
he says, "And besides, contrary to avant garde opimion, Van is a gentleman and his
wife is 'a,lady."

"Dianetics," I whispered.

"Je's not a con artist like the usual run-of-the-mill dianeticist and sci~
entologist. He and his wife, E. Mayne Hull, ere skilled practitioners in the help
of people--and what difference the label for help? Van has contributed hundreds of
hours of his own time free, and to my personal knowledge has never, ever been par-
ty to screwing anybody,"

I was stumped until I thought of good ol! John, "John W. Campbell," I re- :
minded, ‘"Maybe you should visit van Vogt for some of that superior therapy. Only
a mad man would defend an anachronism,"

"Did you see the sales figures in
SFR 738, where ANALOG, GALAXY, IF, F&SF,
AMAZING and FANTASTIC were compered?"
His was a sarcastic voice, and mine no
AMAZING editor's, ' '

He actually wanted to apologize
to any who's feelings were hurt by my art-




icles, or had actual grievances. Imagine? 'The old SF days are over,' he said,
his head shaking slowly. "I can't understand why it's all right to call somebody
a dirty son of a bitch as long.as you use your own neme to do it, but you can't
speak of a system, or an establishment, from the cover of a pseudo-name, though
four-headed you are?" :

"But that's it!" I pounced, !"If you'd let me attach personalities instead
of principles, they'!'d prohably figure you knew the game, too. UWe'd win, you know,"

The man has no scruples. I hope they boycott him, or place him incommuni-
cado, or show the backs of their fannies, or whatever is done to those who won't
measure up, I1'd even be for excommunicating him from the SFWA, or whatever they

do at places like that,

Tet's disclaim the rumor that you think one of the SFWA officialdom is
on the take,'

"No," he said, "I tried that one in context with private letters. If I
really did as some claim, I'm actually a no-good bastard, anyway., If I didn't,
I'm the same person I was the other way, and disclaiming it is not going to change
anyone's little pointed mind.®

See what I mean sbout spineless?

"How many serious letters did you get from SFWA members urging you to stay
off the Paul Hazlett fantasies?" I asked, still thinking there was at least a gut-
thread inside.

"Five, Maybe more if I dig into back files."

"/nd how many from SFWA big shots?"
"Five, One of the earliest advis- £

ed that I would hurt myself in the writing FIGHT. F;GHT Fuontl |
3 ) b

business,"
YouD THINK THEY
WERE PEING PAD

"Sooo-~that's why you're quitting

me?h

"o, I immediately asked the
correspondent if he meant that publishers
and editors would go into some kind of
collusion and refuse to cotsider my sto-
ries,"

B And--?"

"The correspondent made quick dis~
claimer to the idea,"

"But the grapevine, Has that kept
you from selling, as one newszine editor
asked?"

"Don't know, don't care, When I
get good enough, I'll sell enough, regard-
less.”

"Well, there you &re, then," I con-
tinued., !"No one has hurt you. Have they
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calledyyou_pames?“

"Yech, Some call me a slanderer or hypocrite, Some accuse me of preying
on the prejudices and emotions of youngsters--adhominem--rather than facts. They
say I get innocent kids stirred with half-truths and no-truths, then just leave
them hanging by their scrotums, or whatever they hare," '

I laughed., "Hoh, hah, hsh. Jnnocent kids in fandom? Hah, hah, hah, 4nd
aren't those the same avant garde artists who write about and present talks on de-~
sensitizing the over—BO-generatlon so that any kind of words can be used like fuck,
motherfucker, shit, piss, cunt and so on.?"

"Yeah!" He hung his head, Sheepish he was, "Seems like they hold for
desensitization in only certain portions of their anatomy, the brain being exclu-
ded,

"T'd have told them to kiss the bottommost part of my main tubes;" I ad-
vised in my most provocative manner. "And you're just plain chicken-shiti" I
added for good measure,

¥You don't understand, It's not certain individuals one fights, it's a
whole organism, Like any amoeba, when pricked, it rocacts,"

"Make me understand,” I pressed, "Lecture if you must, but let's rap, or
whatever they do without covers nowadays,”

Well, he got that professorial look in his eye, as Piers Anthony first spot-
ted some years ago, and did lecture: "In the sub-culture known as SF, catabolism ex-
ceeds anebolism, where anabolism builds on innovative or creative ideas., The ideas
are not too well circulated and are often mostly hearsay."

I was already lost, "Wow, boy. Back up. You'rewriting a bad trip."

He collected his professorial wits again and started over. YSF writers and
their fans are a sub-culture, capable of ingesting, absorbing, circulating and as-
similating new ideas which serve as the basis upon which desirable metabolic activ-
ities take place, The individual members of a group are the organism's cells, from
which new ideas would normally spring forth, In a sense this is anabolism, the
building of living metter--ideas,”

"/nd you claim that new ideas are distorted or made into laughable frag-
ments?"

"Sure,™ he gaid "Isn't that equivalént to what you've been preaching a-
bout the tota] atmosphere of due process aond other democratic pr1n01ples, where new
ideas can survive?

"Be specific,” I chided. * You know that concepts are not sufficient for
many pros and fans, One of the SF nuts will ask for specifics down to the micron,
nanosecond or micrograph,"

20 "SF ain'!t what it used to be, I wanted to find out why."

"Just like that? You nobody, without credit to your name? You walk into
the nest of 51zzllng worms and find out what happened to SF during the past ten
years?®

"Thet wasn't the only reason, but sure, why not?"

"I suppose you'll next say you wanted to do something sbout it,"
#Changed my mind, But let me finish my analogy."

I nodded. '



"Growth by intussusception is
the process by which food is token and
Tmede like part of one's self, In SF
groups intussusception occurs most fre-
quently by making new writers conformn
to the group's own patterns of behavi-
or, thus changing something unlike it
to something like itself.”

"ou're suggestlng that vir-
tually every person is expected to be-
come a conformist in the image of the
present power structure, A rather dif-
ficult concept to support, isn't it?"

Mihy should it be? Man has
been doing it for centuries., Every
live organism has a kind of irrita-
bility and adaptation index. FPlants,
within their narrower capacities, can
adjust to heat, cold, stony obstacles
and so forth,

"Man, when he is cold, places
clothes on hlS body, and when he is
warn, takes them off, This sensitiv-
ity or ability of living things to re-
act to their environment is called ir-
ritability and the changes that take
place in the organism in response to
external uncomforteble stimuli are
called adaptations.”

“So why don't writers and their power structure simply adapt to one another,
since they're both organisms?" I thought I had the slippery son of'a bitch trapped,
And maybe I did but he was too duyb to notice,

"Tt's a bit more involved," the lecturec droned on, %All orgenisms exhibit
the property of functioning homeostasis, This means that every organism, when stim-
ulated to change, draws upon its resources, whether great or small, to restore its
former form and function, Homeostasis is a better descriptor in many ways than the
use of the two words irritability and adaptation,”

S0 what?" I asked without sorcasm. "So SF writers and fans form an or-
ganism, and they have a kind of operational homeostasis,"

"Yeah, This, A group, whether a groupof writers, or a university, or a'
government body, or members of a hippie commne, or feuding clans, they will always
act together to form an almost living, reacting organism, though perhaps not con-
sciously so, Its extensive protectlve mechanisms move in rether predictable ways
against those individuals, groups or outsidé orgenizations who would appear to be a
threat to the sub-culture in zny way,".

"/ind you're a threat?" I asked, unbelieving,

"No. You are. You've taken some nasty digs at some sacred cows, though all
cows were well de-sensitized against just words, of course." That last came out
with sarcasm.

I only put some shoes out to wear. Some people put them on, some didn't.”
It was his turn to laugh, and I supposc there was great humor in it,
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- IThe very onés who claimed the shoes didn't fit, struggled the hardest to
put them ony" I saidy end I laughed, too. "You're right. I've never seen a bunch
who claimed to smell a scent, but smclled their own holes first."

A finger waved at my four noses, eight cyes and four mouths. "But the samo
kind of protective mechanisms are found in adolescent gangs, large commercial firms,
with wealthy, dignified stockholders, or even supposedly neutral governmental or-
ganizations. Many of these will respond most swiftly according to their depth of
in-group controls, the peer-group, don't squeal, gang-squealer clause, their feel-
ing of perseccution, as members or as a group, the members' recognition of possible
loss of position, power, money, prestige if the threat is to be realized.™

"Nutsl" I finally spat out. ".ny organism will adapt to external stimuli in
time," oW s _
"/h, but that supports my analogy, If external stimuli is sufficiently
painful, the natural anabolism of any viable organism spontaneously does the rest,

Usually the ballot box provides the necessary external stimuli to our whole society,
as does freedom of speech, due process and other guarantees of individual liberties.'

¥Nobody has been stunting your freedom of speech lately," I reminded.

"No, not directly, But what is predictable is that the organism in certain
rather predictable ways will find means to blunt a voice which pains,

"Next you'll be quoting the need for a devil'!s advocate.” But the absurd-
ity didn't take. g :

"That's what you, Paul Hazlett, have been," the son of a bitch said.

‘"Some people write in to BeABohemo and run your name up and down the gutter
line, and into the backhouse, down into the ploppy stuff, too, just for good meas~
ure," I said contemptuously, hoping to get him off the lecture platform, also.

"ihy don't you apologize to them? You've epparently hurt their sensitive little
feelings.¥

Gutless! That!s hardly the word,'But it's the best I have, I blush to
repeat his answer. ¥®I will, if they ask, and if they tell me how they've been hurt,
But I don't believe many will." '

Il'Why‘) 1] :
"Verily I say unto you, they have their reward, Matthew 6:5.1

") Bible-quoting son of a bitch?" Somebody call me those things, I'd punch
'em in the gut, if they have a gut.

So now you know--we all know! Perry A, Chapdelaine is a chicken-shit., He's
a hypocrite, dishonest, not to be invited into the homes of the best of us, a de-
ceitful bastard, blowhard, lousy writer, ingrate, a real down the backhouse hole
motherfucker, He ought to be tuned out as soon as he comds on, and I'll help, by
God, to get him out of the union, I will!l

He's so damn scared, he's even turning me off! You know that? Paul Haz-
lett! Me! He's going to shut me offl

Says, "Ted White wents it that way," he says,
Hollow flatulent tube of puffy eir, that's what,

—-=Paul Hazlett
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Dan Goodman brings up an interesting question in ipa L 266: "What do you
think comes after rock? Something will, you know. The next bohemian generation
will have its own music; which may be pertially derived from rock but will likely
bear no closer resemblance than rock does to jazz or folk."

It's a good question and it deserves an answer, Or at least some attention,
To begin with, I question the assumption that musical trends originate with "bo-
hemians," The folk craze of the early sixties is the only example I can think of
that might qualify, and who can be sure how it started? - Sure the beats dug folk,
but wasn't that after the clean-cut college kids in the East started getting into
it? I heard one theory that because popular music (R&R) was so rancid in those
years ('59-'63) people were ready to assimilate foll on a mass scale, jazz (the
only other "honest” musical form around) being tco esoteric by then, I myself am
of the "the time was right so it happened" school. :: At the risk of stating
the obvious, I'1ll point out that every other development in /‘merican popular music
can be traced directly to black people, who hove never had o sizeable bohemian gen-
eration, as I understand the term (though the black life-style is certainly relax-
ed enough to appear bohemian to many rigid whites), 4

There's also the question of whether there will be a next bohemian gener-
ation, as Den implicitly suggests, At times I doubt if there is cven a current bo-
hemian generation. As far as I'm concerned, the last time it was clear who was a
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bohemian end who wasn't was in 1966, As soon as the mass media picked up m the
"hippie" thing and high school (and even subteen) kids began adopting the appearance,
habits, opinions, etc. of the fantasy media hippies, bohemian or "ip" (a more con-
venient term) culture ceased to exist.

The way I understand the concept of what a bohemien is, it can't exist ex-
cept as an alternative to something else, If everyone's a bohemian, then nobody
is. Right? /nd I think that's where we're heading right now. Of course I don't
mean to imply that the masses are really becoming hip, because they're not. The
classic image of the bohemian is that of a sensitive, introverted, intellectual
individualist, People like this seem to be getting scarcer (for better or worse--
T make no judgment), but the point is that the outward trappings of the way of life
traditionally affected by these people have been adopted on a mass scale by young
people in this country, making it impossible to tell the ireal' hip people from the
mob, And since a true individualist would not stand for being part of a mob, he'd
be likely to (a) go off by himself somewhere, or (b) start looking straight again
and confine his deviations to the inside of his head,
Both these alternatives are coming into use now.

The conclusion, of course, is that since hip
people can't easily recognize one another any more,
communication breaks down, and any kind of "hip cul-
ture” becomes impossible., :: I don't think the word
iMip" will mean anything to my children's generation,

But what about popular music? Not enough is
understood zbout how musical styles develop to pre-
dict what factors will be important in the next de-
velopment, but that!s no reason for me not to discuss
some points which may be relevant.

To me, one of the most obvious things about
pop music (though few pop music "scholars" seem to be
aware of it) is its close relation to dancing. People
like to dance, and any form of music must be essen-
tially danceable to attain wide popularity. This is
especially true of black people, among whom, in fact,
new dances come first and the music springs up to
meet the requirements of the dancers, I know next to
nothing about the way dance styles change, but it
seems to me that lots of forces are involved, There
has been a steady progression in this century (and
before, too, I guess) from rigid, structured dancing
to a looser, more expressive style. Certainly social forces are ‘at work here, i-
deas of morality and so on, that have placed definite restrictions on the pace at
which dance styles have been ellowed to change.

The music itself has had no such restrictions;y jazz was being played pret-
ty much the same way 30 years before white people began dancing to it, and black
people were playing and dancing to what is basically rock & roll in the late fort-
jes. So a case could be made that musical styles have become popular because they
fit the way people wanted to dance at the time.

Another very obvious thing sbout pop music is the fact that it begins with
black people, is picked up by hip whites, becomes populer among whites, loses its
vitality, and degenerates while the blacks are meanwhile inventing something new,
Black people seem to need their own in-group experiences that can't be shared with
whites, especially in music, and this process has undoubtedly had a lot to do with
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:: So one approach would be to look to the blacks

and see what they're doing, But there's a feed-

back process that needs to be examined first, The
length of time it tekes whites to pick up on black
musical innovations has been growing progressively
shorter until now it has practically reached the van-
ishing point. Black people were playing jazz 50 years
ago and Dixieland for years before that, lhites pick=-
ed it up in the late thirties. They were playing RE&B
with clectric guitars ond all in the mid-forties. Whites

got hip to it in the early-mid fifties, Blacks were playing

pure rock and roll in the early fifties, ond whites started doing it almost im-
mediately, 2 or 3 years later, watching the new releases carefully and jumping
on the good ones quickly with cover versions by the likes of Georgia Gibbs, the
Crew Cuts and Pat Boone, that sold in the millions.

For the past few years soul music has been the dominant force in black mu-
sic, Yet while soul is popular cmonz white kids, there's been no movement among
white musicians to begin playing it. I think the mass-acceptance of soul music
by the original black artists is responsible for this, because for the first time
a black musical style doesn't need to be "cleaned up" and popularized by white mu- .
sicians for white audiences thet are afraid to listen to black music,

Tn the last year or two a lot of soul styles have been cropping up in white
rock music. The syncopated, "funky”® beat ("Spinning Wheel," "Come Together"), the
choppy guitar chording and short fast runs (Sons of Champlin, etc.) and, in part,
the vocal styles of artists like Joe Cocker, Delaney and Bonnie, Dave Mason, et al,

But why has it token so long for soul music to be assimilated into white
music, when it's been the dominant form among blacks for almost ten years? During
the sixtics music went through two major and unexpected digressions. To begin
with, The Beatles and their followers in 1963 turned up with a revival of the rock
and roll of the mid-fifties mixed with some current soul songs. But they also had
a third type of song, a purely white style of unprecedented vitality., I refer to
songs like "She Loves You," "I Wanna Hold Your Hand," *Can't Buy Me Love,” ALl My
Loving," "Hard Day's Night” and so on, Here again, as far as I can sec, The Time
Was Right, and suddenly ony number of new groups were popping up, exciting and or-
iginel music was being mede, The time was right
in the sense that the folk thing was pretty much
played out and no clear alternative was being of-
fered by the black musicians, for reasons that
will be explored later, White, mid-sixties
rock and roll flourished for a few years, then
disappeared, Only a few diehards (like my-
self) still listen to or make such rusic.

The reason it disappeared is the sec-
ond digression, "Psychedelic rock." LSD,
Flower Children. All the regst. The San Fran-
cisco musicians were the first to express their
drug experiences in their music, and it was
good music, It was good because it wasn't a-
bout drugs ("I just dropped in to sece what con-
dition my condition was in"); it was music that
coulnd!t have been made by people who hadn't ex-
perienced acid. The impact of drugs on the main-
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stream of musical development, though, occurred with the wide-scale popularization
of drugs, in that much shallower people were having the drug experience and coming
out of it with nothing profound but rather ideas like "Hey, I just had a heavy acid
flash! Let's make a record about the windmills of the mind end the elusive butter-
fly of cosmic consciousnessi! Things weren't helped any by the fact that other
shallow people bought up the records and thought it was all Very Significant.

1967 and part of '68 were the years of Psychedelic Rock. Some of it was
good, most of it was worthless, but the significant fact here is that for the first
and only time I know of an important trend in pop music arose without any cultural
roots as a basis, That music didn't come from anybody's life; it came out of left
field. It didn't reflect reality back to give people a better understanding of
life as the best music does. All it related to was what went on in one individual's
mind under the influence of a drug.

When the psychedelic thing died out after less than two years, it had al-
ready done its damage. It had effectively destroyed the development of white mid-
sixties rock & roll., 1968 found everyone looking at his piles of psychedelic al-
bums and feeling lost, Indeed, the pop music world was in limbo in 1968 and through-
out much of 1969, and in this context it's easy to see why the "Rock & Roll Re-
vival” happened. There was an instinctive grasping out for roots, for some music
that was real, meaningful and satisfying, For this reason, also, the few groups
that menaged to keep their heads through it all and continued turning out honest
music rose to unprecedented heights of popularity in the last two years of the six-
ties,- The Stones' triumphant tour is the most obvious example, but more signifi-
cant is the success of The Who and The Kinks, who both had their first large-scale
hit albums in 1969.

So let's put some of this together, What about black people? Soul music
has shown no sign of change or development in five years or more. Everybody has
been exposed to enough music by now so that it's hard to tell white from black,
sometimes, especially when both are copying from the same source, I think black
people may be losing their position as innovators in pop music, partly becausc with
incrcased affluence they'!re losing the unique experiences that spawned their music
in the past, /As far as dancing goes, the trend toward free and loose movement
reached a peak in the LSD years with what was known in San Francisco as Freak Danc-
ing, Shortly afterward the legions of youngsters doped up on marijuana began troop-
ing in to the Fillmore to sit on the floors, and as long as marijuana is populer
young whites will have no interest in dancing., That's just my opinion, of course,
but there seems (as fer as I can observe) to be a direct cause and effect pattern
here, on a large scale (not to say that a particular individual can't enjoy dope and
dancing both)., Outside of the Fillmore, in the discotheques and clubs and at par-
ties, the prevalent style of dancing seems to be of the soul style, which is tight
and rigid in a way never seen before, The pressures thab drove the balcks to in-
novation in the past have plainly eased, and it doesn't look as if we can expect
anything new from them in the forseeable future, as far as music goes. So it does=~
n't look like dancing will be as large a factor as it once was,

Getting back to music, what comes next? Rock is still in a state of con-
fusion, no doubt about that. All sorts of combinations of styles are being at-
tempted in hopes of coming up with something that will become the next trend. We've
seen soul-rock (Joe Cocker, Janis Joplin), latin-soul-rock (Santana), jazz-soul-
rock (BS&T), country-rock (one of the strongest movements, but lacking the necessary
elements to give it world-wide appeal on any lasting basis) and, most promising of
all, gospel-rock and gospel-soul-rock (Delaney and Bonnie, Dave M<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>