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To begin with you start somewhere around here, and then with luck you
end up somewhere around therc, finding a sort of ending whilc pausing
hore and there cxtracting the essence of whatever it is you want at
the time, and somehow, if you're lucky, it all ties in because thore
is a coherency about the wholo business, a colloidal suspension of
ideas forming a whole gluebottle of compositions And if something
falls apart it is hoped that only experience and knowledge has caused
the cleavage and not the inner image which twists and pulls pieces of
medioreity in its nadir of insplration. and then it may be a sacrls
fice of choices, or perhaps the wrong choices,for that elusive some=
thing known as creativity is at best a tactiless intangible. You

take it from theree.

Clayton Kent Moomaw died, Oct. 13, died of self inflicted injuries.
His passing was a shocking thing, partially because of the nature of
his death, but the most shocking aspect of his death was the fact that
he was a gifted, intelligent person, perhaps even a geniuse. He wrote
very well, he may possibly have been & great writer, but he will never
write again, or do anything else for that matters Dick Gels has inad-
vertantly written an epltaph, in fact one much better than I could
have written:

"I can't shake the scene I keep projecting: Kent kneeling in the
weeds and bushes, steeling himself for the 6onvulsive movement of
mind and muscles that will send a razor into his flesh, into his
veinse I can almost feel the keen pain of the wounds and almost
See the spurting bloode. I wonder which he slashed first, throat
or wrists? Probably the throat first, then one wrist, then per-
haps with even more resolution, the other wrists. I wonder at the
inconsequential thoughts that passed through hls mind above the
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domination of ragged pain. Did ne think aboutr now the nlood
would stain his clothes? Did he wonder how we would taks the
news? Did he wonder how long it would be before they found
his body? Did he know any body shaking fear when he realized
he'd passed the point of no return, that nothing could save
him? whatever his rcasons for doing it, I respect him. He had
guts. Some may say that suicide i1s a cowards way out. lay be.
But it takes a lot of guts to be that kind of coward with a
razor.

If you happen to like cynicism, cyniclsm laid on thick, you'll like
a certain story in DISCOVERY 4, a pocketbook, consisting of poetry
and short stories in what the compiler calls, "the experimental
veins" Thils particular pb is edited by Vance Bourjaily and sells for
38¢. (DISGOViIRY 4, Pocket Books Inc. =-35¢.) The story in question is
called Sweetie and Bobo, written by Mrs. Barbara Donnelly. This story
is somewhat amazing in content, partially due to the absence of any
particular type of upbeat or downbeat ending. The ending gives the
feeling, the sense of indecision and one realizes that nothing good
will come of the union of the main characters in a half friendship
borne out ofess

But I'm getting ahead of myself. Sweetie and Bobo are two inhabi-
tants of a Sorority and such a Sorority is like nothing ever before
eXperienced or imagined...or is it? It seems suspiciously true
somehowe The inmates are all shallow, uncaring, they do the most
useless and futile things imaginable. There is not a single good polnt
about this sorority, and nothing good about any member, no aspect of
each ones personality having any likeable trait. Not even the
heroines, the main characters in the story, have anything worthy

of being called a virtue. The story of course is a fairly obvious
blast agoinst Sororities, and as such is an eifective piece of pro-
pogandizing, aside from being a well done piece of writing.

The characters, Bobo and Sweetie, Bobo being a thin bookish sort

to the point of almost complete rejection of outside infleuences,
unattractive, who lives in the Sorority free of charge only because
she manages to have extremely good grades and boosting the house
average in the process. She helps the girls, all of whom seem all too
unintelligent, with their homework, and she has a raging appetite
for which she will do almost anything to appease. Sweetle is a slob
of a girl, unintelligent, cowish, who was admitted to the Sorority
only because her father is rich and has donated much money to its
upkeeps The girls look upon Sweotie as nothing more than, "new
pine paneling in the library." Sweetie drinks...and is filthy, un-
caring. She has nothing and knows she 1s unwanted, not only by her
sisters in the Sorority but by her father as well.

The tales end, rather a breaking off of the continuim, leaves one

the feeling that nothing has been gained, nothing has been accom-
plished, and decisions made are not quite right, but not particularly
wrong either, a feeling of cwntinuation with no hope of bettcrmente.

Pal
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Wle have Dick Geis this issue in GEISTERINGS with 2 philosophical
bit on why people today aro such schnooks apnd I suggest you pay some
attention to this.e«sexpscially if you happen to be onec of those
schnooks, and then there's Jim iWeber who has n play all about tele-
vision titled, A SALUTE TO TELEVISION which he has graciously let me
print,a segment of which I've titled "Your Chance To Live'. This is
to distinguish it from another ssgment running concurrentily in
John Quagliano's QUAGMIRE #2. The play is being acted somewhers in
the vicinity of Chicago and if you see the title on a hillboard
somewhere why not pay a visit to the theatre. You certainly won't be
wasting your moneys The rest of the issue consists of the things I
do, and letter cxerpts, ths idea of which I stole from Johns I KEEP
HEARING VOICES contains all ths odds and ends of letters etce. 1
find interesting, amd I think ybu'll find them interesting too.

Mercenary section:

If you like silk screen prints you may be interested in buylng up my
stock of extra govers from Brillig #12 and #13. Bach print is un-
marred by staples or othor blemishes and each s¢lls for 35¢ post
paids Be the first in your neighborhood/ecity/state/nation, to have
an original silk scrcoen print lylng somewhere arcund the house,
unlike any other print you may have 1lying about the house at the
riomeht .
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On the hot dusty road outside of a small town somewhere ln Nebraska
I had waited for countless minutes which in turn had turned intco
hours, while the watcr I my canteen had boen turning progressivoly
warmer and I had had to take a swallow every so oftsn because 1t was
so dry and hot, and grabbed a do-nut in the cafe down the rocd, but I
still felt somewhat sick to my stomachs A rich car late model nulled
up and let me in, the man inside a convincer for a business college
who persuaded psople to join his organization day after day and
dresscd nicely in good clothes and a cynical exterior and oddly
enough he had been a student in psychology, psychoanalysed for five
yoars he had saids From listening to him I knew he know all the
answers to everything and he told me about my aunt, how she wanted to
poses8s me, i knowing of course that she had played a very important n
negative part in my young life, and he talked about himself hils carly
poverty working in the cotton fields at ten years old, his strict,
upbringing, and I knew, at lcast later, that he had taken up psych-
ology like others to find out his own particular private problensy
I could see he was full of themes "My brother told me that if I was a
good boy, kept nmy nose clean and kopt my peter in my pants I would end
up by going to heaven," he salds "I had my first plece of ass in the
fiolds when I was twclvee I kept praying to God cvery night !'Please
God, iff'n you give mo just onoe 111! ol plece of ass I'1ll never ask
for anything else evar again,! and if wy folks idea of God had been
right, I would have boen struck with a bolt of lightaning right
therc." He paused a moment, talking about something, thinking for o
nonents "Those peoplo talking ocbout God make me sicke I plcked up
a foellow, one of thosoc religious cranks, who, the minute he got in
the car asked me, 'Brother, have you been saved?! I told him I
hadn't and then he proceeded to tell me that although I might not
like it, 1% was his bounden duty to save me from my sins, so I told
him, 'If you're going to kecp up with this I'm going to let you off
at the next town, so which is it going to be? Either vou shut up or
1111l let you off.! 'I'1l1l shut up,' he said. Boy, that just goes to
show you, these peoplc are rcally insincere about their religion."
We kopt moving as it got slowly dark and the prarle and farmlands
rolled by as he talked about his lifec.

o4 % %
Another contlnuation of the long road, across the whole damn country
with tho most amazing difforences the nost amazing sights, it was
exciting like a first awarencss, a first witness to a hanging, a
first time in the hay, it was swrange. The descert, the farmland,
the plains, the citios, the almost impassable big citics=—you don't
got anywhere in the city friend-—-ond the long lonely stretches whers
no one wants to pick you up and you wait, thinking of irrslcvant
things and wondering why. Across the road which has turned to dirt
at the edge so far out, bacause the cop on the cycle had said, "You'll
have to go out of town to hitchhike her buddy," which was why the
road was that waye A long walk of miles and my foot were tired and
they burned like my throat and the rest of my body, becaussc 1t felt
that way without any food or sleep to spcak of, and sometimes 1t
was worses across the road, close to the atonc arch that advertised
the city, a motel existed in the dust contructcd carth, grimy and
unappetising, but the rooms were threc dollars a night and up, thoy
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were scarce, around herse Out of the cabin, the ono closest to the
road, an indian girl, fat, roiling in flesh, a repulsive klob of brown
material with a listless vacuols 1locx on her misshappen face, walked
out of an opcn door and begain mopping the porche. It was only for a
minute but the thoughts came one after the other, of how it would be
like to have to live with her, to sec her every morning when I got
up, dWhen I went to beds.syear after year, perhaps. Perhaps, and that
was how it goes on tho highway. Thinking compulsively of so many
things, trying to pass the time until the ncext car goes past, and the
next, and then the next.

I noticed the painting on the wall of the mattress filled room. "O,"
he said, "that's Linda's." The design interested me, it was no more
than that, and I wonderod idly if the artist's personal design was
also interesting. I wondered about the girl bchind the painting aond
what she might be likee From what I knew of the group she, I supposed,
must have been way out, a2 mistaken lmpression, a way of thinking I
fall into too casily, to form opinions from tho most bizarrc un-
related facts, and curiocusly, I'm often wrongs "Like she's a real
weird girl," he said. "You know, with a face like a ghost, and this
red hair falling down over her face, and she's real kickss. She likes
to take the initiative, if you know what I mean. She wants to do the
love making you knowes But boy, if she oncec falls in lovo with youe.."
I got her phone number, found her address and called hor up, a voice
sounding mature and I formed a picturo of a sultry Vampira-typs

who 1s saying come=~on-over-somctime, and damned if I didn't actually

0

I walked up the steps almost hesitantly, wondering what sort of
person this girl happened to be, my preconcecived configuration
rather formidable, and a young thing with diffusedly shiny red hailr,
a marvelous shape clad in shorts and an orangc swoater, a beautiful
childlike facc opened the door and invited me in. It was the same
voice, but that was all. My surprise should have shown in my face
becausc it was running through my mind all that evening as I contin-
ually looked at her and listened to her talk, the form of whiech
sounded like some sort of nightmare, airoonditioned or othecrwise,
She looked rational in cevery way, even hor cyos wore gentle, but
somehow something inside had gone blonk, or of that similar nature
because she talked incessantly about all the people she knew, =and
aach one of them had some sort of mental difficulty, and number of
violent abberations, the fellow who used to stand on tavern bara

and point an old bomb at the old drunks sitting on the stools and
preach the snd of the world, the fellow who tried to kill himself
most of the people she knew had tricd to kill themselves at one time
or anothers. She talked about her mother'!s boy friend who was supposed
to ery all the time, who scmetimes sat out in front of her house in
his car for hours, the men who would come up to her door and demand
to 8ee her all hours of the day or night, and strangely all she
talked of were these people, all men,who were all unbalanced in some
way, telling how she had eluded or fought every one of them off, and
her boy friend who was an oxterminator, and even he had tried to kill
himself.

At four in the morning she went to bed, and although 1t might have
bszen a nice thing to join her, I felt it wouldn't gel so I left and
walked the early streets back home. e



EDITORIAL
ABOUT
UTOPIAS

In the May 1958 Scientific Amers
ican there is an article titled "A
Study of Self-Disclosure, by Sidney M.
Jouard. The sub-hsading on the con-
tents page reads: "How much people tell
others about themselves 1s investigated
by questionairre."

The substance of this article is
that women disclose mores than men, that negroes are more reticent with
everyone except their mothers, and that both men and women both white
and negro, tell their mother most about themselves, with the married
spouse next in confidence. College married people were more willing to
confide in their spouse than were older married people.

But the most interesting thing to me in the article is a short
comment made by the author in the beginning of the plece. He says:

"But the question of self-disclosure goes deeper than mere
willingnessas. Pecople often cannot disclose themselves, even
if they would,because they do not know their real selvag=-w=
what they really want, feel or believe. Karen Hornesy - has
called this phenomenon of being a stranger to oneself
" elf-alienation," and she finds it characteristic of neu=-
rotics. It may be significant of modern society that S0
many people have taken to the psychoanalyst's couch to try
to know themselves."

Perhaps what 1s significant 1s that so many people have been able to
afford a psychoanalyst since self-alienation 18 apparently so prevale
ent today. I have the sneaking suspicion that psychotics and neurot=-
les have always been around in great numbers proportionate to the pop=
ulation, but that they haven't been thought about as much as today,
and hawn't been aware of themselve as much. Today every media of comm=-
unication is prattling about mental health. It's almost obsessionals
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It you accept the premise that parents
cause most of the psychic trouble in peopls
during the early formative years, then
surely kids were at least as brutally
twisted during earlier more ignorant times.
Talk of modern social forces being the main
cause of'alienation™ is probably right, but
I think the social perssures and instabil-
itles of earlier times were just as strong:
A person might be a slave one day, freeman
the next, a member of a religious majority
in an area one day, and a heretlc the next
as a result of a decree from Rome. The
nationalistic philosophical change, the
scientiflc advance, the constant change of
moral, ethical and cultural values, all
this combined with the almost total Ysmall
town" environmental pressure to conform
probably caused as much psychological
trouble as the hectic forces of today.

Mre Jourard finishes his article with
these words:

BIf we live in an age of "self-alien~
ation," it may be well to look into
its causes and consequences frankly
and directly. Perhaps our culture has
made it "bad form" to disclose ones-
self, and rewards those who present
themselves in flattering, though false
colors. But psychologists and doctors
know that a person who cannot dise
close himself as he is and extablish

a close relationship with at least

one other human being stands in dan~
ger of mental breakdown. To paraphrase
Paul Tillich, the philosopher and au-
thor of The Courage To Be, the courags
to be very likely entails the courage
to be known."

The "self-alienation" Mr. Jourard is
gpeaking of is beautifully described by
Erich Fromm in his book The Sane Society.
People are being made to fit into our
machine dominated society to serve the
machines They are not looked at as indi-
viduals, they are now necessary units of
the economic totality whose function is to
use up the products and keep them flowing.
And they are now thinking of themselves as
de-personalized things who peddle social
skills and "Personality” for a price on the
Labor Markete.
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Purcly as an aside, isn't it hilarious to listen to the industr=
ialists and big businessmen who, after Ceoing their level best to
shape people into mindless slaves of advertising, now try to shift
the responsibility for the mal-functioning of thneir "planned obs-
olescence" economy onto the “consumers® wno ‘‘can make or break the
free world by not buying and using up gocds." Pity the puzzled schmoe
who would like very much to buy lots of stuff...only he can't afford
it in cash, and his easy-pay installments have mounted to the point
where he can't afford more. I might ask these same businessmen why
they are cutting down on thelr purchases and planned expansionse. These
guys wanted the ball, they ran with it and shouted, "Lcok how fine &
system we have, nobody can beat it." But now that the tall has turned
into a hot potato they'd much prefer somebody slse held ite.

To get back to the paragraph quoted above, if people are becoming
mentally splintered tools of a vast machine economy:, thinking of them-
selves less and less as individuals, and more and more as 'consumer,"
"engineer" ,"typlst," then is it surprising to find that they are un=
aware of themselves as unique individuals, important in themselves.

I've listened to a grown man break down and cry because he
"didn't" know who he was." There was a frightening emptiness inside
him. He had no personal identitye Hls social life was breaking down
and he had no inner life to fall back one He didn't exist except as a
reflection from others. And now for emotional reasons he couldn't"fit
in" and "find himself." He was out of a job and so he was a Nothing.
His identification had been torn off!

Is he typical? Are we becoming more and more a society of shallow
extroverts with no inner resources?

Let me quote a bilt from the article "Teenage Attitudes" by H.H.
Remmers and D.He. Radler which appeared in the June Scientific Amner-
ican. Some of the things shown in this article frankly shocked me.
The authors say in part:

"The most significant place to start our examination of the
results of these polls is to look at what U.S. teenagers
list as their most common problems. At the head of the list
is the wistful plea: "Want people to like me more." And
most of the things that 25% or more of the teenagers 1list
a3 problems express, in one form or another, the same
sentiments A majority of tesnagers want to gain or lose
weight or otherwlse improve their appearance; they want
more dates, more friends, more popularity; they get stage
fright before a group, worry about their lack of self-
confidence. Thelir overriding concern emcrges again when
they are asked direct questions about their feelings with
respect to approval by others. More tnan half admit that
they try very hard to do everything that will please their
friends; 38% declare that the worst of all calamaties is to
be considered an "oddball."

Let me break in here and 2dd my own two bits concerning the horror
of being thought an oddball. I hecard a commercial late the other night
which was extolling the delights of dancing, and learning to dance at
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this certain dance studio. The announcer said in part something like:

It L

¥ People who don‘t dance, won'® dance, or z2an't dance are considered
oddballs. " Don't let this Xappen tec you.®

Noew here is an advertiser using overt social pressure for commer-
cial adventege. Of course advertisers have always done it, but this
is the first instance I've ever come across where it is so obvious,
so raw. It may oe that the dance studio in question was hard up and
needed business, so the manager decided to pull out all the stops and
really hit the kids and young people where they lived. Perhaps he
read this very same article and decided to use 1ts findings to his
advantage.

A friend showed me an ad in a woman's magazine recenvly which pro-
voked much humor and jokinge. It showed the rear of a woman in a gir-
dle like apparatus, and shouted: “pDON'T BE FLAT! New! Foam rubber
padded for that rounded, natural, feminine look! #3185 Curv-ette.
Farewell to flats. Now add those glamorous inches if you are fliat
behind. Strategically placed foam rubber pads in power net elastic
panty girdle gives you exciting curves. No side seams. One picece
croteh. .

This one 1s the old "Buy-this~-and-look-like~a=better-lay appeal
which has sold junk to women for generations. It has no particular
relevance to the subjects under discussion, but I couldn't resist
throwing it in for kicks.

Getting back to teenage attitudes, let me quote more from the
article:

"American teenagers show substantial class differences in
many aspects of their behavior, problems and aspriations, but
in their desire for popularity and their conformist attitude
they are as one: low=income or high~income, their highest
concern is to be liked.

And further:

As a nation we seem to have a syndrome characterized by atro-
phy of the will, hypertrophy of the ego and dystrophy of the
intellectual musculature.

This rather unpleasant portrait is an inescapable conclusion
from the mass of data on the attitudes of the younger gener=
ation. More than half of our teenagers believe that censorship
of books, magazines, newspapers, radio and television is

all righte liore than half believe that the Federal Bureau of
Investigation and local police should be allowed to use wirew-
tapping at will, that the police should be allowed to use

the "third degree," that people who refuse to testify against
themselves should be forced to do so. About half of our
teenagers assert that most people aren't capable of deciding
what!s best for themselves; fully 75% declare that obedience
and respect for authority are the most important habits for
children to learn. On practically all questions of social
policy the youngsters lean strongly to stereotyped views.!
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iy This provokes thoughts in me
along these lines: that we ars
drifting toward more and more \<;
ceantral control by government as’
a result of these attitudes as
well as the willingness by the
people to have a paternal govern-
ment take over running theilr
lives for them. Ike's popularity
has been attributed to the benev=
olent father image he presents,
the stern but loving (and love-
able) facade which is his publie
self, the "Boss" who will take on
our troubles and tell us what to

do in this sorely troubled time.

And, curiously, it is when he
seems be shirking this role €hat
the most criticism is heaped upon
him. The country needs "strong
leadership" we are told, and cur-
iouser still, it is the liberals
who are most voecal in this.

It 1s astonishing to note that
it is the liberals and leftists
who are striving toward mare and
more government, while the conse= X
ervatives and reactionaries want * °
less and less governmente. The
liberals say we nsed more control
to save us from big business,
big labor, etec,, instead of ad-
vocating more actual freedom, they prefer less. Controls are all
right, they say, provided they are applied owur way.

The conservatives seemingly want mare freedom so that they can
make more money and be bothered less by government regulation. Of the
two the liberals seem to have the inside track with history. And
now back to the articlece.

"Such soundings of the younger generation's attitudes uncover
some of the roots of anti-intellectualism in the U.S. Almost
three quarters of the high-school students believe that the
most important thing they can learn in school is "how to get
along with people."

No doubt part of these attitudes are due to the relatively new
"progressive education" theories which the followers of John Dewey
have hashed out of his philosophye. If he were alive today Dewey
would probably curse the educators for what they have done in his
namee No doubt at the moment he is spinning in his grave like a tope

The aeducator's so called "group adjustment" party-line seems to
go along with and reinforce all other pressures in modern society
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toward conformity in our youthe. But 1is this a separate force or is
it in some way dictated by the huge power centers now becoming more
and more centralized and distinct. I mean, is the power of Big
Governnent, Big Corporations, and Big Communications being felt, not
directly, but indirectly in such & way as to influence the attitudes
of educators, school boards, and sc one. I'm inclined to believe that
these power nuclel like peopls to be as much the same as possible;
they are much easier to handle that waye. Non-conformists and indi-
vidualists are always screwing up the works some waye. Ain't it a
shams?

There is much more to the article that is pcerhaps as valid as
what I have quoted heree and it makes the further point that most of
these attitudes are inculcated by the parents and pounded home by
the mass media. The great sin these days apparently is not to be
popular with others.

So what plcture do we have of the Amerlcan society: a value sys-
tem that has changed radically from the piloncer days when men wore
individualistic and largely decentralized in organizatione. Now the
society 1s more and more centralized and controlleds Mechanization
has made it impossible for great masses of people to do things for
themselves; they must have others serve thems woecialization has
come about to a greater and greater daegrece.

You do not makse your own shoes, grow your own food or build your
own houscs. You depend on somebody else to do it for you. You are
dependent on others for your very lifel what would happen to you if
the clectricity went off, if the food didn't get to markets?

In a situation wherc others, the group, the socicty, holds your
“very life in their collective hands, isn't it natural to put a
premiun on getting along with the group, of being well liked, and
popular? Isntt this the new road to security?

But how much seccurity is thors, really, when you have to do what
others want you to do or suffer Severs social and economic consequ=~
ences? Who likes to depend on others for his basic life require=-
ments? Is 1t little wonder, thon, that a decpseated insceurity is
feit bg evoryone today as a result of almost total depecndence on
others

Pesople as well as nations want to be sclf=determined, they want
frecdom to do as they like, yet such self-determinatiocn, such
freedom is growing more and more difficult today. Who cay say what
he'd like to do in defiance of somebody who holds his well being in
his hand? A few coragcous oncs, perhaps, but very foews Freodom is
dying because people are dependent on somecne or Soje group or some
organization for the basic nccessitits of life. A pioncer could pick
up and seek out new land and total freedom. Where can a man go now?

The more pcople need others to survive, the less fresdom they
haves If it were comfortably possible to be sclf-roliant and almost
totally self-sufficient in modern sociaty THEN you would have
individualism and non-conformityl

Is such self-reliance and solf-sufficiency possible now? I'll have
more to say on this next issuc, dedbeleinit



-13-

-] ®

0 salute to television

This is a short scene from a play about television as the title
sheuld have clued you, and is printed concurrently with a
cifferent scenc in Quagmire #2. It illustrates how good telo-
vision actually is and how you should watch it all the time since
it is so "good for you"...and all ‘that sort of jazze. 1sb

"YOUR CHANCE TO LIVE"

TV WEBER

AFENOUNCER
Good esvening, ladies and gentlemen, I'm happy to welcome you to tele-
vision's most heartwarming show: “YOUR CHANCE TO LIVEL" presented by
"HAPPY DAYS," the body cream that's not a deoderantt

(TWO ASSISTANTS ENTER AND CIRCLE STAGE WITH LARGE SIGN READING
1" n
APPLAUD.")
ANNOUNCER
But before I say more about "Happy Days," folks =~ really there'!s so
nuch that can be said =-- let's meet our contestants for this evening.

(1ST LADY STEPS FORWARD.)

ANNOUNCER
Hello, madam, what is your name, please?

1ST LADY
Mrs. Irene Kozlowski, Bronx, New York.

ANNOUNCER
Right in our own backyard, hey? Ha~ha. Now, madam, what is your problem?

MRS . KOZLOWSKI
Recently my husband died. I have five children. I work but I'm not
able to make ends rieet. My smallest child, Bobby, He's three years old,
is a victim of multiple sclerosis and he requires special care which is
expensive and sometimes I don!'t have the money and I . o

ANNQUNCER
(CUTTING IN) All right, Mrs. Kozlowski, that will do, thank you. Very
touching, indeod. Now let's meet Contestant NO. 2 who is . .

2ND LADY
(STEPPING FORWARD) Mrs. Catherine Grey, Toledo, Ohio.

ANNOUNCER
Ha-ha, for a moment I thought you sald Catherina the Great, you know,
the famous Russian empress, ha-ha. Well, Mrs. Grey, we're glad you're
here in New York and we want you to know that we don't call our body
cream "Happy Days" because itls going to make you sade Ha-has Now, Mrs.
Grey, what is your problem?
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MRS. GREY
My husband is a steeplejack. He!s been a steoplejack for twenty-ono year:t
Last month, he fell and broke his back. He has to have an expensive opcr:
ation if he ever is going to work again as a steeplejack or enything. He
11l never be able to walk if he doesn't have this operation. My husband
has always been an active man, hse lovses his work and without 1t I don't
know what he'll do to himself, I « &

ANNOUNCER _
All right, lMrs. Grey, thank you. I almoat called you Catherine the Great,
ha~ha. And now here is a gentleman, folks, who has come tonight to try
for "His Chance To Livel!" May I ask your name, sir?

GENTLEMAN
Mr. Edward Hapstad. Miami Beach, Fiorida.

ANNOUNCER
Miami, Beach, are you sure, Mr. Hapstad? You look pretty pale coming
from the land of Sunshine. I'm surs you're not representing the I'lor-
ida chamber of commerce. Ha-ha. And what is your problem Mr. hHapstad?

MR~ HAPSTAD
My wife had been confined to a mental hospital. She requires many spece
ial treatments -- shock treatments, baths, drugs. I had to sell my drue-
store to meet theso expenses but I don't lmow what I'm going to do when
the money runs out.

ANNOUNCER
Why was your wife taken to & mental hospital, Mre. Hapstad?

MR. HAPSTAD
(SLIGHT PAUSE) She tried to kill herself.

ANNOUNCER
I ses. We never lmow, do we, when misfortune will befall us.
And now our last contestant for the evining, ladies and gentlemen, Con-
festant No. 4., What is your name, madam?

(3RD LADY STEPS FORWARD. SHE OPENS HER MOUTH TO SPREAK, IS UNABLE TO
UTTER A WORD, AND GULPS.)

ANNOUNCER
Your namo, madam?

(LADY STUTTERS BaDLY, SPEAKS IN QUICK GASPS.)

3RD LADY
MrSe.sasMrs. Rose..Bollene.

ANNOUNCER
Well, Mrs. Bollen, it's nice to have you with us this ovening. Now whare

are you from, Mrs, Bollen?
(MRS. BOLLEN TRIES TO SPEAK BUT CAN'T)

ANNOUNCER
Come, come Mrs, Bollen, speak upe 4ren't you from the Far West?



MRS. BOLLEN
(BARELY DISCEaNIBLE) San Diego » « California.

ANNCUNCER
San Diegol San Diego, Californial All the way from San Dicgo, Califor-
nia 5o New York City, New York! You're to be congratulated, Mrse.
3ollen, for having the courage and determination to make that long
and ardous journey for the sake of "Your Chance To Livel"

MRS. BOLLEN
T wouldn't have come if you hadn't pald the plane farce

ANNOUNCER
Ycss Now, Mrse. Bollen, why have you had the fortitude to come all the
way to New York alone as you have?

(MRS. BOLLEN TRIES TO ANSWER sUY STAMMERS INCOHERENTLY. )

ANNOUNCER
(GENTLY) Yes, Mrs. Bollen?

MRS. BOLLEN
(HER HEAD HANGING) I need hclp.

ANNOUNCER
and why do you neced help, Mrse Bollen?

(MRS. BOLLEN REMAINS TRANSFIXED.)

ANNOUNCER
why do you necd help, Mrs. Bollen? vo you have any children, Mrs.
Bollen?
MRS. BOLLEN
Yes
ANNOUNCER
How many children do you have, krse Bollen?

MRS« BOLLEN
Four.

aNNOUNCER
¥rse. Bollen, I'm herc to help youe. Hasn't disease lowered its ugly
fead in your family?

(¥RS. BOLLEN NODS FEEBLY.)
ANIJOUNCER
Isn't that disease tuberculosis, lMrs. Bollen?

(THE NOD OF MRS. BOLLEN'S HEAD IS IMPERCEPTIBLZ. SHE STARES AT THE
FLOQOR IN FRONT OF HER FEET.)

ANNOUNCER
How many of your children have tuberculosis, Mrse Bollen? Is it one?
Is it two? Is it three, Mrs. Bollen? Mrs. Bollen, isn't it true
that all four of your children have tuberculosis? Isn't that true,
Mra. Bollen?

(MRS. BOLLEN LEAVES THE IMPRESSION OF HAVING NODDED. )
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ANNOUNCER
Jan't your husband help you, lrs. sSollen?

I'm a widow,.

ANNUUNCER
You're a widow? (IN AMAZEMENT) You mean to tell me that you have
four children, 2ll of whom aro afflicted by tuberculosis, and you
are a widow?

(MRS. BOLLEN 5TANDS MUTE.)

4NNOUNCER
Thank you, Mrs. Bollen, that will bc all. fow that you have met our
contestants for this evening, folks, and before we enter the con-
test portion of our program, let's rcflect for a moment on "Happy
Days," the body cream that's not a deodecrant.

(ANNOUNCER STEPS FORWARD SEPARATING HIMSELF FROM THE FOUR CONTES=-
TANTS «HO STAND IN a4 LINE THEIR ZYES STARING NUMBLY AND UNSEEING
BErCRE THEMe. ANNOUNCER'S VOICE BECOMES SOOTHING, CONFIDENTIAL,
INTIMATE. )

ANNOUNCER
Folks, "Happy Days" may look like a deoderant. You use it likec a
deoderant. But "Happy Days™ is differonte. It is a revolutionary new
forrmule which has takoen the scisntists in our laboratories more than
seven years to develope

Why is “Happy days so differcnt from a deodsrant? wcll, for one thing
nore than half the ingredients that go into making a tube of "Happy
Days" are ingredients normally used in the production of perfumc.

You can smell this rich fragrance in cvery tube of "Happy Days."

#ith "Happy pays" you clothe yourself in a rich, swoetsmelling robe
that is as much a part of you as your appearances

Folks, "Happy Days" is not a deoderant becauso deoderants are nega=-
tive. Daoderants imply there's something that has to bs gotten rid
of. wWe don't believe there's anything about you that should be
gotton rid of and we know you don't believe it either. That's why
we say "Happy Days" 1s not a deoderant. No, on the contrary,

"Heppy Days" is an odorant. "Happy Days" accoentuates the positive.
"Happy Days" is an utterly new kind of body crcam that bathes you
in tantalizing scents while accenting your natural body charmsl Yes,
folks, you'll be happy to know that "Happy Days" will make you
proud of yourself == beccause "Happy Days" takes the "odorousncss®
out of odorl

( ANNOUNCER STEPS BACK, SMILING. TWQ ASSISTANTS ENTER AND CIRCLE
STsCE WITH LARGE SIGN REZADING "APPLAUD.")

ANNOUNCER
I thank you. and now, folks, it's time for "Your Chancc To Livetl"
e have four contestants here with us on the stagel Each contestant
has a problem.! But only onc contestant this ovening will gect "A
Chance To Livel"

And the judge of the contest, folks? The impartial, falr analysecr
who will doecide which of these four contestants had the greatest



need to get "A Chance To Live"? Hégg it 1s, folks, concealed in
the palm of my hand, I%'s so tiny you can hardly see it == another
ariazing product of this wonderful ege that we live in. Another tri-
ph of American industry. Here it is, folks, tho little wonder of
scienco that makes this program possible -- the "Painometer™\

(TWO ASSISTANTS EWTER AND CIRCLE STAGE «wITH LARGE SIGN READING
" APPLAUD."

ANNOUNCER
The "Painomoter," ladies and gentlemen, measures screcams of human
agony and suffering in terms of docibels, a scientific unit of
souad measurcment. 4bsolute fairness, therefore, is insured in the
contcate

u

Each of our contestants will boe given ten seconds to cxpress to the
best of their ability the agony and suffering that they arc fceeling.
Most of our contestants prefer screamings And while each contestant
is performing, our littlo scientific marvel, tho "Painometer," will
bo registering the contestants! agony In terms of decibelss The
contestant getting the highest score will get "4 Chance To Live'l

All right, let's gol Rcady, contestants? 411 right! The "Painometer"
is roady,tool All right, contestants, here it isl Herc's thec night
you've been waiting forl Here'!'s "YOUR CHANCE TO LIVEL" Light's out!

(THERE IS A COMPLETE BT.ACKOUL. ANNOUNCER'S VOICE ASSUMBES THE HURRIED,
BREATHLESS, EXCITEMENT«CONTROLLING TONE THAT ANNOUNCERS AT SPORTS-
EVENTS USE.)

ANNOUNCER
All right! Contestant Nos 1, Mrs. Irenc Kowlowski, a widow, mother
of five children, her youngest child a victim of multiple sclerosist

(MRS« KOZLOWSKI SCREAMS.)

ANNOUNCER
Just a second, Mrs. Kozlowski. I'11 t cll you whene Four, three, two,
one, GO%

(MRS« KOZLOWSKI SCHEAMS FOR TEN SECONDS.)

ANNOUNCER
All rightl All rightty Thank you, Mrs. Kozlowski, you're in the
runningl Contestant Nos. 2, Mrse Catherine Groy, her husband has a
broken back and will never walk again if he doesn't have a major
operationl Mrs. Grey, stand byl Five, four thres, two one, GO!

(MRS. GREY SCREAMS FOR TEN SECONDS.)

ANNOUNCER
Thank you, Mrse. Greyl Folks, I can feel the "Painometer" getting
warm in my hande. These contestants mean businessi All rightl Con~-
bestant Nos 3, Mr. Edward Hapstad, his wifc is commited to a mental
institution and may kill hersclf if she does not get the nececssary
attention immediatelye Mr. Hapstad, stand byl Threc, two, one, GO!

(MR« HAPSTAD SCREAMS FOR TEN SECONUS. )
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AN OUNCER

Thank you, Mr. Hapstadl (A CONFIDENTIAL TONE) Folks, a word of
chirlanations The Painometer 1s capable of differentiating between
malo and female voices. In case you werc worried that Mrs Hapstad
right get a higher score due to the fact that his voice is heavirr
and decper than the voiccs of the ladies, you!ll be reliocved to
know that that "Painometer" is not affected by the physical quality
of the voice, only by the paln and angulsh that the voicc exprosses.
Thank youe all rightl Contestant No. 4, Mrse. Rose Bollen, a wldow
and a mother of four children all afflictod by tuberculosisl Stand
by, Mrs. Bollen! Six, five, four,threce, tho, one, GO!

(THERE IS SILENCE INT:IRSPERSED BY ONE OR TWO "MRS. BOLLEN's" FROM
THE &NNOUNCER. )

ANNOUNCER
Thatts all, Mrs. Bollene I'm sorry, Mrse 3ollen, did you understand
the rulcs? Mrs. Bollen? Lights, plcasol

(THE L.GHTS FLASH UPs MRS. BOLLEN IS LYING INERTLY ON THE FLOOR.
TWO ASSISTANTS RUSH ON 3TAGE.)

ANNOQUNCER
It doosn't look like anything serious, folkse. lirse Bollen secmed to
be In perfeet good health when she came on the program tonight.
Lot's hope it's just somothing she atce Take her out, boyse.

(TWO ASSISTANTS LIFT MRS. BOLLEN AND CARRY HER OUT.)

ANNCUNCER
At lcast we know Mrse Bollen will recieve the best care possible,
folkse Mrse Bollen will be personally attended by a well lkmown
physician and his staff at Union Memorial Hospltal wherc she is now
being speeded in a private limousine. And all at thc expense of
"Happy Days, " folks, the body cream that!'s not a dcoderant.

All rightl The contest is overd Let's turn to the impartial, imper=
sonal judge of this contest, the "rainomcter," to see which of our
contestants gets "A Chance To Live™}

(ANNOUNCER GAZES DOWN AT THE "PAINOMETER" IN HIS HAND.)

ANNOUNCER
This 1s wonderful! Folks, this is wondsrfull There is a threo=-way
tie for first placel A Three way=ticl Mrse. Ircne Kozlowski, Mrs.
Catherine Grey, and Mre. Edward Hapstad, all tiecd for first placel
All threc contestants ran up a score of 37 decibels, the highost
score we'lve ever had on the programi

That means that you, Mrse. Irene Kozlowskl, get all ¢ xpenses pald at
a hospital of your own choosing for your youngest child who is
suffering from multiple sclerosisi That means that you, Mrs. Cath=-
erine Grey, got all cxponses pald for an operation on your husband'!s
backt That means that you, Zdward Hapstad, get all expenses paid at
a mental hospital of your own choosing while your wife is being
treated for mental illnossl That means that you, Irence Kozlowski,
you, Catherine Grey, you, Edward Hapstad, get "YOUR CHANCE TO LIVELY
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(TWO ASSISTANTS ENTER AND CIRCLE STAGE WITH LARGE SIGN READING
* APPLAUD.")

ANNOUNCER
And if we have threec winners, folks, why not make it four so that the
evening will be perfects find so, although Mrs. Rose Bollen failed to
cven register a single decibel on the "Painomoter,” “Happy Days,"
the body cream that's not a deodcrant will provido all exponsas for
her four children while they arc being troated for tuberculosise.

And so, folks, won't you agree with me that whether we're beautify=
ing underarm perspilartion or living our lives, wec can all look for-
ward to "Happy Days." And 1t's all because we gave you "YOUR CHANCE
TO LIVE!)

(TWO ASSISTANTS ENTER AND CIRCLE STAGE WITH LARGE SIGN READING
" APPLAUD" WHILE ANNOUNCER SMILES GENIALLY AND J/AVES AND THREE CONw
TESTANTS STAND TRANSFIXED. )
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And since Brillig will be out so close to Christmas, perhaps a
Christmas poem is in order. To give you a rcalization of Christmas
fellowship here is Dick Geis with:

MERRY...01d you think somsthing?

A wreath on the door for all to scc.

("Put a spotlight on it or no one will knowi")

A tree in the window with lights and tinsel.

("Had to move all the furniture but worth iti%)

A gift wrapped in a splended golden bow.

("Damned ribbon cost more than the tic insidel)

A visit from loved ones and happy hours.

("Christl They drink a fifth and give a pair of soxi")
Such arc the wonderful joys of yuletido.

("Ohhh, two hundred dollars in debti")

~=-«Richard E. Gols
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BOB LEMAN: I Can't accept your dictum that it's improper to parody
Kirs==or any other writer, for that matter. As 1t happens, 1 agree
with you that Kirs has a quite considerable talent; that he has a
gift for the apt and colorful image, a sensitivity for words, and an
impressive capacity for conveying atmosphere. But he also is addicted
to a pretentious and derivative little-magaziney style, which fairly
begs to be parodied--which is, indeed, very close to being itself =

,parody on, say, Williem Gaddis. Kirs has one of the biggest talents

in fendom; his chief need now is to develop a style that is less pre=

\cious and~-above all=--one that is a natural outgrowth of his own pers-

onality, talent and material, rather than one derived from others.

But even if he were an accomplished and respected professional writer,
with no flaws whatever, he would remain fair game for parody. Any
writer ise. The writers most parodied today are, I should think, .
Faulkner, Hemingway, Cozzens, Joyce and Wolfe; and surely no one would
contend that a parodist sets himself up to be a better writer than
these great novelists, or that by burlesquing their styles he 1s en-
gaging in irresponsible criticisme. Indeed, most parody has no didac-
tie aim whatever; its sole aim is simply to have some fun. The writer
with an unusual or strange style is naturally easy game; the out=of=-
the way mannerisms can be exaggerated to produce something humorous
but recognizable. One might well say that by parodying Kirs I was
paying him a compliment; I was taking for granted that his style was
distinctive enough, and well-enough known that most fans would know
what T was up to. #%

John Quagliano: I think that you are making a mistake in writing
in & self~conscious, oh~how-sensitive-am=I-stylece. All sensitive peo-
ple feel this way, but they fight to not let it stop them from doing
things. You are doing the same by going to camp and hitchhiking
around and looking for whorehouse&s So write about what you see, and
make us see what these people feel and think, and don't waste time
talking about your shoes hurting or vour friend not wanting to look
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at the paperback racks. Try and write about what Is going on around
you. And one thing mors,read Proust. He!'ll sperd thirty pages descr-
ibing how he tossed and turned one nlght and ycu will toss and turn.
If you want to write like that you shculd write aoout every goddamn
ganglion in your foot so my feet will huet too. If you want to write
about what!'s going on 1in your head, ycu have to give us all the im=-
pressions from all of your senses that are coming into your skull, so
we will kmow how you feel that way and will feel tne same way our- N
gelves. Read Cellinee. He'll make you barf crossing the channell. No f\
one would even listen to Celline let alone understand him if he didn't
give us the hallucination of reallty+s It may not be the way he des-
cribes it but you don't realize that when you are reading him.
S %
I recieved the wonderful grettings yesterday and on Ocuober 22 at
7:30 a.m., I, for the first time in my short career, will do things
and go places that 1 did not set my heart on shall we saye I've done
an awful lot of things and held an awful lot of jobs that have been
tougher but this is the roughest time of my life because I am not
free and my hands are tied behind my backe. Of course I will try and
make the best of it and lead the goou life and try and not forget
how comforting a cunt can be and study hard in case I want to go to
grad school and play that role and try to sneak in some time with my-
self to see if I want to play the role of writer or storyteller or
what have youe But right now since I don't know where and what and
how, I am grabbing and snatching at the simpler pleasures =-- listen-
ing to jazz till four in the morning, watching the world series on
TV with a case of beer in the ice box, roaming around that big New
York that will never be my home, digging jazz in spots that have
sprang up while I was gone and out, and trying to say the right words
to sleep with Greenwich village girls who know what's right and with
it but who remind me of the midwest and who I know will be pregnant
before 1L get out of the service and become a man. I'm not writing
anything, I hate writing the vew letters that I muste I am reading
like a kid locked in a candystore, you know with both hands and I
know that I will be doing this every chance I get for the rest of my
life. I'm doing a lot of resting with a beer can and a late movie on
TV and I'm dredging my mind to remember how NY was and the people who
have touched me and all this is going on while Clark gable is de=-
ciding to kiss Lana Turner in the next reel.i#it

GEORGE METZGER: Like: there 1s this friend of mine who digs getting
an education, only a sick homelife prevents i%te..s0 he has moved away
end 1s living with another friend outside of Orovillesssluch of his
finanece was provided by another friend..Only the kild's sister, who is
damned spoiled doesn't like this, figuring he should stay at home ip
the country so he can drive her to and from school/dances/boy!'s
houses, etc...But he made for school, and she, not being able to
understand what we're doing for him interpreted it another way.
They're a bunch of homos...and she told her parents who tried to have
cops make kid come home but they stay out of these thingse. They're
lazy anywey. But the accusing was done at night in a street with
houses all around...So the story passed around that the kid and the
friend with the $§ were/are quecers..what they say about the guy whot's
furnishing the place to build and live on I don't know. They think
ha's terribly fast with the wimmen and all, but actually he is too
damned wmoral about them...he gets so far and can't go on...Anyway,
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I being a friend to them both I got drawn in. I've heard 1t vaugely.
I'm not surprisced. This's the kind of thelng they'd love to hear,
feed, and spread. Some of the types I've come across are kinds who
/love to tell it, do, and don't care to whom, where, when, who else
f.is around, or how loud.
S %
Big wreck by the school a few days back. Nearby is an overpass, the
supporting beams dividing the road. Cross beams with two supports,
at each entrance to pass, with a sign and a flashing light for det=-
ection. Some guy going like a bat from hell and weaving all over the
road piled into ite I heard and went overs The pickup truck had gone
on into the pass sideways, a jumble of twisted green parts...There
was a blanket over the body, the cops standing all around, not scem=
ing to know what to do. One got accounts from eyewltnesses. A young
fuzz looked unhappy.Ho didn?t soem to like to go near the wreck.
On looking it could be seen that the steel beam had caught the truck
inside the left fender, wrapping it around the beam, and plowing on
thru the motor's side, twisting the wheel and axle under the car, I
never could find the tire, and it continuod on into the cabe. Later,
when someone came to peel off the parts from around the beam uncover-
ing the sign, (it was rcplaced by the time school was dismissed), I
saw them pecl the door off the top of the fendere The glass, (doors?)
had gone on and lay cracked in the other lane past the truck. Scattor-
ed for a hundred feet were a hunting rifle and some equipment..as
the beam had torn into the cab, the vehicle must have swung around
and into the underpass for the bed wasn't crushed, but rather a bit
folded from the forward crash and the floor boards stuck up in the
alr or went thru the back of the trucke The cab was a bit tipped back
and I could ses the back of it. It was one big splatter mark of blood
behind the driver's:seat. There was glass all over. Finally one white-
shirted cop took out a heavy flash camera and figeted about. Then
they took the blanket off. The body hung from the waist down over a
jumble of truck, what part I couldn't tell. He wore a short sleocved
shirt, open at the front, exposing the muddied red cavity in his
chest, throat and face where the beam had struck him. His face was
derk muddy rede and it was shadowed in the underpass.es.l could ses
only one eyes Blood pooled the road, but he didn't secm to be bleod=
ing nows Nor breathings. He stopped that a long time agos His left
arm hung down, loocking unusually clean and tanned. The hand looked
funny: of courses.only a part of the palm was lefts Lator a man came
with a box and picked up the fingerse The young cop didn't want to
touch him, but forced himself to reach over the body and into tho cab
where we couldn't sec the steering whoel, and get the identification
tage He didn't try and get the wallets He shook it as if to wipe tho
horror from it, tho there may have been blood I couldn't see, and
handed it to the cop with the clipboard who made notess The camera=
work was done but they hadn't gotten to putting back the greybrown
blanket o The ambulance, 15 or twenty minutes late, shricked thru the
underpass and stopped. The driver got out and looked, shook his hcad,
and went back the way he had comes Some kids couldn't understand this
but it WAS a wastes One cop scttled back to his cycle and did a sharp
turn and took off up the roads Business as usual I guesscede Mobore
lsts moved past slowly, somo stopping, absorbing the rarc sccnee
Finally they threw the blanket back on. The arm showed,..It shook
when one cop thru something into the back of the truck. The herse
came and backed 1ln nocare. They took out a stroetcher on wheels and
wheeled it into positione The attendant took off the blanket but the
cops stayed backe The two men from the hersc secmed to be more adapted
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to this sort of thing tho, I thought, nevor used to it. They grabbed
the oody after looking for a grip and jerkceds Thore was a ripping
noisc, cloth? and the oody camo out, the right foot still in the
pantsleg and the shoe a big workshoe, the other foot a bit bloody, but
the shoe still on. They laid tho body on the stretcher and pulled it
up until the head laid upon the cleanstiff white pillow, the rcdness
standing out sharp in the contrast. The shoos hung over the cdges

They took out another sheet, tv commercial extra clean too and
stretched it without a crease over the mane Then they lifted him into
the hearsc and left as tho wrecker hove to Into view. I decided to go
back to classes One follow artist looked sick. He was. We went away,
bchind us a cop stood by the blood smeared and scratched beam waving
at traffic. Somgone said, did the action insplirc mc to go peaint a roal
juicy picture, and from the look of excitement on his face you would
of imagined he drank blood. I just picked up where I had becn when I
had left. It was a highly impersonal events I sat and painted and

ate cherry pices Yestcrday two cars ran into each other there.

It began to rain, a thing cxpected, yet noc preparecd for by the
summer clad kids by the yellow-warm bus...But L stoocd happys.No one
said metzger you crazy bastard why do you wecar that coat and scarf
and I stood there while I got water all over my new slacks like any-
one olsce. I felt plty for the guy who had just left on his motor=-
Cyol@ P 5

ROCKWELL B. SCHAEF=R we==A UT UMN REQUIEM

4 rumbling chirped by unmclodic bti~ds
Accompanics the whirl of brittle leaves
Along the cooling eddies of November's flight.
A swallow flings its changelcss song straight up-
An arrow quivcriag a singloc throbbing notec.
T sprcads a2 ring of sound that slowly fades
Desceonding into dust=holes of the wind.
The air=gusts circle feathered ruffs
Around the muted throat.

4 cloud of buzzards float pretending

An indifferent flight.

They pationtly scercte destructive thunderhcads
And sail in an armada buoyed

With vulture augury of ominous decay.

KENT MOOMAW: I can remcuber lots of things worth putting down even
now; sleceping fitfully on a bench in the Tulsa Bus station after 36
hours with no rest...being let out of a car in the wmiddle of the
Ozarks with the stars overhead and no assurance whatever that Itd
ever pick up another ride...showering in a Dallas mens room...talk-
Ing to a guy on the bus en route to construction work in Texas who
sank down in his seat every fifteen minutes or so to taks a big
swallow of whiskey, ignoring the signs all over the buS...

dozons of grcasy diners with- the bony waitresses staring resenifully
at the people coming in off the road, envying them their hurry, thelr
rushing toward their destination, the simple fact that they had a
destinationo L) Fedtde






