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I usually try to avoid writing about such self
conscious subjects as the circumstances of putting 
out an issue of Starling, but so long a time has 
passed since the last issue, and this issue is dif
ferent in so many ways from previous issues, and 
there h;iv� also been so many changes in my personal 
life since the last time Starling was an active 
publication, that a few comments are in order. 
The physical changes in this issue of Starling, 
from mimeograph to offset, came about because I 
wanted to be able to reach a wider group of read
ers. I think the information and discussion that 
has evolved in these pages would interest more 
people were it more available, and this format 
will serve that purpose. 

Starling's content will speak for itself, but 
as a re-introduction for some and an introduction 
for many, this is a fanzine about science fiction 
and popular fiction of all sorts; mysteries, movies, 
TV, radio, music, comics, cartoons, animation-
the whole spectrum of popular art and media. Host 
importantly, Starling tries to present personal 
viewpoints, reminiscenccs,and theories about pop
ular culture. I think that sharing the things in 
our culture that we enjoy, and getting involved 
with the politics of how individuals influence 
and are influenced by popular culture, provides 
a focus for Starling. 

Some of the major changes in my life are re
flected in changes on the contents page; Lesleigh 
Luttrell and I have sep�rated amicably, and her 
change of address appears on the contents page. 
Lesleigh has become a contributing editor, and I 
want to especially acknowledge her work on this 
issue, for which she solicited many of the art
icles. Please alsonote my change of address, which 
becomes effective August 15. September will see 
the grand opening of 20th Century Rooks 
at this address, so watch for further information. 

Many other people who have a central role in 
creating Starling have also become our contributing 
editors. I also want to acknowledge the support 
and help provided by lots of members of SF3. This 
column has always been intended to share my half
baked notebook jottings, which I' 11 get to shortly. 
Lesleigh Luttrell and Philip Kaveny have written 
short pieces about their perspectives on alter
native media which, along with mine, will provide 
a diverse view of the subject. Including short 
pieces by others in this column is something new, 
and a practice I hope to continue, in order to 
provide additional fuel for continuing discussion. 

I want to recall a morning when 1 gave one of 
my visiting firer•erson tours of Madison alterna
tive media to a woman f1 "TI DeKalb, Il. It was, as 
always, a stimulating e>. i "�rience to glimpse 
Madison from an outsider's viewpoint. We dropped 
in on WORT in mid-morning, ,·hatted with some of 
the staff, strolled into the broadcast studio and 
pestered the programmer, who was playing classical 
guitar music. Our visitor mentioned how serene 
it seemed in the studio. The programmer agreed, 
but added that at times it became hectic. Our 
guest guessed that the book review show might 
involve lots of people and some confusion, which 
is true. We also took a look at WORT's transmitter
which features a beautifu�, antique array of huge '

colorful vacuum tubes. This marvelous old machine 
which reaches most of the greater Madison area '

with a 4,000 watt signal, is rather symbolic of 
the charm and values of the radio station (some 
say WORT stands for World's Oldest Radio Transmit
ter), and at the same time represents the station's 
weaknesses, limitations and fragility. I hope 
WORT will find ways to define professionalism 
in community radio in terms of the ability to 
put a diversity of voices on the air, to imple
ment the community's use of their air waves, 
rather than'in terms of technical standards 
developed by advertisers or government hureaucracy. 

WORT was fun to visit but we had to hurry on 
across town to the Madison Community Access 
Center, Cable 4, public access television. We 
picked a good time to visit, since a crew for an 
experimental morning show were just finishing 
up. We all looked around and marvelled anew that 
we had all this wonderful equipment to work with, 
and we marvelled at the various opportunitiP.s in 
Madison, and pretty soon someone reminded us that 
in ]0 years they wouldn't be talking about 
Hollywood. . 

Have you ever edited video tape using an ePit
ing controller? I always wanted to learn to edit 
movie film, but it looked difficult and tedious. 
With a controller you can pick your edit points 
to an accuracy of 3 frames hy touching a button 
as the tape rolls, and audition the edit auto
matically. Very neat. Editing video tape re
minds me of editing letter columns. 

I remember the politics involved in cable TV
from as long as 10 years ago, when I lived in 
Columbia, Mo. In those days it seemed like the 
debate was between out of town cable franchisers 
and movie theatre owners, who were worried about 
"Pay TV" competition. Here in Madison the laws 
concerning cable TV were made slowly, 'to", with a 
strong lobby from a citizen's group which man
aged to get a law which included a ;,�.:con� public 
access mandate. The ordinance called for support 
from the cable franchise owner and from the city, 
with another third to be raised by the non-profit 
coprporation MCAC, Inc. Many people seem to feel 
that the FCC requires cable access. Actually, the 



FCC has little if any authority over cable. As 
some of you are well aware, communication laws 
in this country are changing. Even so, the FCC 
heralded Cable 4 as a model facility for public 
access because it provides the facilities 
technical support and training which are �bvi
ously necessary for public access TV to have 
any meaning to its community. 

John Ohliger has a little note on the wall 
of his office which says, "If cable TV is the 
answer, what is the question?" One perturbing 
question is, who is the audience for public 
access TV programming? Middle and upper class 
families who can afford to have cable service? 
Students who live in nice apartments and efficen
cies with cables, underwritten by their parents? 
Perhaps it could even be TV that brings 
people together to see a program in one of their 
houses or at a community center and talk to 
each other, instead of watching in isolation, 
Responses from older members of the Madison 
community are gratifying,since I think it is 
clear that old people are disenfranchised 
by commercial media, 

I don't think it is possible to predict the 
future of access TV. No o ne knows just what to 
do next, where money and support will come from, 
why this is all worth doing, if we have any ed
ucational, encertainment,or subversive impact, 
or what, To me it involves community involvrnent 
in media, as opposed to media influence on con
sumers. Of course it is no wonder that there is 
a lot of confusion involved in all of this, be
cause no one has ever done anything just like 
this before. In the area of funding, any grant
ing agency who has never given money to access 
TV in the past will probably resist setting that 
sort of precedent. You know how people are. 

Much of my involvement WORT and Cable 4 
center around the program The Madison Review of 
Books, which I've written of in Starling in the 
past. If you think you might be interested in 
seeing our newsletter, The MRB Network, just 
send postage or a stamped, self-addressed envel
ope care of Starling. 

' 

', 

Notes 
on 
the 

•:_Undergrounds 

It is hard not to be excited about the books 
being published by Kitchen Sink Enterprises of 
Box 7, Princeton, Wisconsin54963, edited and pub
lised by Denis Kitchen, especially since Denis 
was kind enouch to contribute a cover for this 
issue. Starling readers should already know about 
Hyper Comics by Steve Stiles. Long ago I wondered 
why Steve wasn't one of the well known cartoonist, 
his work in science fiction fanzines has been sen
sational for years.� is constantly funny and 
Steve's artwork is great. 

Dope Comix #1 and 2 are also great, and these 
anthologies include contributions from Starling 
regular Dan Steffan, as well as Steve Stiles, 
Howard Cruse, Sharon Rudahl and many others. 

Two other books from Kitchen Sink that I 
think are particularly outstanding are Mondo 
Snarfo,one of the strangest undergound comics 
ever, and Snarf 118 which features a beautiful 
Little Lulu parody by Howard Cruse and "Joe 
Stalin Tells Me What to Draw" by Steve Stiles 
among others. Denis' publishing also includes 
a beautiful regional newspaper called The Fox 
River Patriot and just recently bought a pub
lication for collectors of nostalgia related 
stuff called Yesteryear. I'm really looking 
forward to seeing what Denis will make of this 
paper. One of the Patriot's big advantages is 
its great covers and art by Kitchen, Peter 
Poplaski,Leonard Rifas and others; with Denis' 
interests and art direction, Yesteryear should 
be :;plendid. 

While on the subject of underground comics, 
I also wanted to mention several published by 
Last Gasp. Jay Kinney went to high school in a 
suburb of Chicago and published SF fanzines. I 
met a class mate of his recently who said that 
while he hadn't known Jay, he is now a big fan 
of his comics (though he liked Crumb a lot more, 
in fact considers him one of the most articulate 
voices of our times), like Anarchy Comics, an 
international, political underground -- and very 
funny. No Ducks #1 and 2 are out, and to me they 
also have a somewhat midwestern flavor, even 
though they are published on the West Coast by 
Ron Turner's Last Gasp. Tim Boxell, Richard 
Larson, Reed Waller and Ken Fletcher I got 
to know when they lived in Minneapolis -- some 
of them still. live there, of course. In Do Ducks 
they have been ioined by yet another Starling 
contributor Marc Schirmeister and one of my 
favorite cartoonists, George Metzger. 
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by 
Philip Kaveny 

I participate in a seminar on work and the degrad
ation of labor. The seminar is sponsored by 
Basic Choices here in Madison, and is based mostly 
on Harry Braverman's Labor and Monopoly Capital. 

After one seminar, I got into a discussion 
with one of my colleagues which lead to his pre
sentation of an annoyingly pervasive proposition. 
He stated that the content, structure, and pol
itics of alternative media were not really impor
tant, because involvement is mutual stroking be
havior; a way of appeasing fringe elements of 
society, letting off steam in non-violent ways. 
Well, everyone likes getting stroked, but why go 
through the trouble of operating a video access 
center or radio station in order to do this? 

The existence of l�ORT-FM, listener-sponsored 

radio in Madison, is largely the result of a his
torical accident. An FCC construction permit 
fell into the hands of a rather loosely mixed 
group of individuals four years ago. These in
dividuals were able to develop an extensive net
work of programmers, volunteers and 1.istener sup
porters who are responsible for the major portion 
of the work and programming produced at the sta
tion. WORT has managed to hold two fund raising 
marathons in the last half year which raised about 
thirty thousand dollars each. How do I fit into 
this? I fit into this through a community book 
review The Madison Review of Books. Two and a 
half y;ars ago, I essentially walked in off the 
street, and with the extensive support of the 
Madison Science Fiction Group, who also produce 
Janus (edited by Janice Bogstad and Jeanne Gomoll), 
was able to make a half-hour radio program on 
Kurt Vonnegut. I now represent the Madison Review 
of Books on the decision-making board of WORT, I 
am a perfect example of a listener becoming a pro
ducer, and ultimately, a politically active mem
ber of the board. Every cormnunity should have a 
WORT so that we can all exchange our information. 
Perhaps, we could ultimately engage in those 
important educational activities and infonqation 
exchanges which are essential for meaningful 
political activities. It turns out that it's not 
so simple. As the support structure which keeps 
WORT operational has developed, it has started to 
move along rather classical and disturbing lines. 
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The original group which formed the station 
has been reduced to about five or six members who 
have set a certain number of objectives for the 
station. These basically involve increasing the 
power, and increasing the pay of the staff, in 
order to qualify for Corporation for Public Broad
casting money. This involves the station becoming 
something very different from what it was two and 
a half years ago when I walked in off the street 
and handed them a radio show. The station, in order 
to achieve these goals, must become competitive 
with the state AM and FM stations. The AM station •'"C· 
is a news and information service, and the FM 
station is a music and high culture channel. 
Along with these two stations there are at least 
fifteen commercial AM and FM stations within 
twenty miles of the Madison area. Not an easy 
market to crash. 

Unfortunately, the achievement of these ob
jectives involves a reorganization of the structure 
of WORT in terms of standards of professionalism 
and production quality, not to mention program 
content, which will make the station no more access
able to the community than any of the other com
mercial or educational stations in the area. At 
a recent progranuners meeting, the finace director 
announced that WORT should be non-political. !'ts 
primary objective should be entertainment. He 
stated that programmers' voices were essentially 
indistinguishable, and he presented a series of 
advertising slogans which in essence appeal to 
conformity. "Bananas, become one of the bunch. 
WORT has ear appeal. Put a banana in your ear." 
The stuff sounded like he dragged it out of an 
ad agency wastebasket. 

Because of Madison municipal ordinace, a 
cable TV channel has been mandated for public 
access. Also, Madison has a public access tele
vision center. This makes production equipment 
available on a first-come,first-serve basis for 
all those groups or individuals who wish to do 
their own cable television programming. The FCC 
regulation mandating public access was recently 
held unconsitutional by the Supreme Court, so now 
the existence of public access to cable hangs on 
state statutes such as in New York,or municipal 
ordinace such as in Madison. It is a strange set 
of events, but at this time I am more optimistic 
about this bourgeois toy becoming an effective 
means of communication than I am about the radio 
station which grew out of an honest, sincerely
based counter culture movement and which now has 
moved into a rather classically modeled radio 
station. This station's objectives have become 
growth rather than more effective communication. 
I think that television has a greater potential 
than listener supported radio for becoming art 
effective tool of political communication. 

I remember hearing the tape of a teenager 
speaking at a national coverence on the images 
of teenagers in media. She said UI cannot relate 
to those kids I see on television. They are too 
clean and neat. If they want to make love, they 
just drop their clothes and jump into bed. They 
don't have acne and they don't sweat. I cannot see 
myself on television, and if I cannot see myself 
on television, then I don't exist.� Existence for 
this woman was not a philosphical question, it 
was one of being able to identify with a media 
image. 

Public access television, if properly pre
served and supported, might allow her, and name
less millions like her, to produce their own 



images, to see themselves, not as reflections of 
sterile neutral images that are part of education
al and commercial television. I feel, to have 
political power, we must be able to see ourselves 
in the media. 

I have strayed a bit from my colleague's 
original statement about alternative media. I am 
sure that when you read this, you might also say, 
Phil's therapy_ is:working. He sees his life as 
having purpose. Well, I am not a fool. As I think 
of alternative media, I think of both WORT and 
the Madison Community Access Center a few years 
from now as being either interesting failures, 
as described in someone's freshman introductory 
communications arts course, or perhaps as effec
tive tools for exchanging information and develop
ing personal and political identities for those 
who might exercise their media franchises. 

'Stick it in Your Ear' 
by Lesleigh Luttrell 

WORT is 3 1/2 years old, a third generation 
listener-sponsored station. Listener-sponsored 
radio as a viable alternative marked its 30th 
anniversary last April, dating from the from the 
founding of the first Pacifica station, KPFA in 
Berkeley, by Lewis Hill in 1949. In the 1960s, .•.. 
stations began appearing all over the country, 
founded by people who called themselves com
munity broadcasters; people with a vision and a 
modicum of insanity. WORT is part of this move
ment towards alternative forms of radio, stations 
supported by listeners rather than advertis�rs; 
stations that serve their community in ways 
commercial stations can or will not. WORT's 
stated goals in the original application to the 
FCC were to provide alternative types of pro
gramming to the community, and to "demystify" 
radio, by offering training or simply by allow
ing listeners to learn that just regular folks 
can do radio. 

Like many other community stations, WORT 
exists as an organization with an explicitly 
alternative structure, based on a model of 
worker control. The only requirement for mem
bership on the decision making board is that 
one must work at least 10 hours per week for 
the station, and have done so for at least three 
months prior to applying. Groups of people may 
also have one representative on the board if 
they, as a group, meet the work requirement. 
Unlike most other community stations, WORT 
is run by concensus. That is, the board can-
not make a decision unless everyone agrees with 
it (or at least no one disagrees strongly enough 
to block the concensus.) Thus the station is 
committed to proving that both worker control 
and concensus decision making work; that they 
are viable alternatives to standard hierarchical 
types of control. 

WORT is licensed by the FCC (unlike the 
video Access Center in Madison,) WORT is thus 
committed to fulfilling the requirements that 
the feds think must be fulfilled by those who 
wish to hold a license. We have to prove reg
ularly that Back Porch Radio, Inc., the holder 
of a license to broadcast at 89.7 kilohertz 
and 4000 watts in Madison, serve the community 
better than any other potential licensee. To 
the feds, and to most of us at WORT, serving 
the community means serving the listeners, the 
consumers of radio, rather than serving the 
producers. 

It seems almost impossible that one radio 
station could fulfill all those committments. 
Certainly WORT has never been known for pleasing 
all of the people all of the time, including the 
people who make the place run. We have a lot of 
problems at the station. The most readily apparent 
to the listeners is that our equipment is second 
hand and all of it is on the verge of a terminal 
breakdown. A lot of people in the city of Madison 
can't hear us at all beca�se there is a tall 
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building (such as the state capital) between 
their receiver and our antenna. Our production 
facilities are such that only people with extreme 
patience or a supernatural affinity for machines 
can do decent pre-produced stuff. It will take 
a lot of money to get our technical capabilities 
up to those of the poorest commercial station in 
town. The only practical way to get that kind of 
money is to go to a granting agency or foundation 
which has lots of money to give away. 

In the beginning, WORT was run entirely by 
volunteers, but even then the plans made pro
vision for at least two employees, an engineer 
and a trainer. We still have a chief engineer, 
and the trainer has evolved into the program 
director (who still spends a good part of his 
time training people to do radio.) For many 
people the fact that WORT is staffed in large 
part by volunteers is very important to 
the station's function, and for some that vol
unteer ideal is a goal of primary importance. 
I think that most of the volunteers at WORT are 
committed to doing the best radio they can, 
radio which serves the community as well as their 
own needs. Many of the volunteers do professional 
quality work, and all care about what they do. 
Part of the reason I've gotten very involved at 
the station is because I wanted to prove that 
volunteers can do almost all of the work involved 
in keeping a radio station on the air. What I've 
proved to myself is that everyone who works at 
the station (either as paid staff or volunteer) 
can use more help; there's always something else 
to do. I've learned that it is essential to have 
people who can devote their lives to the station, 
who are on call night and day to keep the place 
running (we broadcast 21 hours/day), and that 
means having a paid staff. No one works just for 
the money (staff salaries recently reached the 
level of minimum wage.) However, because under 
our work rule, all paid staff members are elig
ible to be on the board, there is a feeling at 
the station that the place is almost entirely 
staff-run. In fact, about a third of the mem
bers of the board are non-staff, but it takes 
a lot of work to form an intelligent opinion on 
the things the board is called upon to decide, 
and most volunteers don't have the time to do 
that kind of work in addition to the other 
things they do at the station. It is a committment 
to worker control that has lead uE into thjs 
difficult balancing situation. 

The other problem of balance that confronts 
WORT right now is what some call the access/pro
fessionalism controversy. The term access has 
a number of connotations. The facilities at WORT 
are accessible to anyone who cares to come in and 
look at them. That's not as trivial as you might 
think. No other station in town is located in a 
real neighborhood, a place where people might 
actually walk by and decide to drop in. The tech
nology of radio is available to anyone who wants 
to take the time and trouble to learn how to use 
it. Anyone who has a serious interest in learning 
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how to use the equipment can find someone to 
teach them. Both of these types of access are 
very much a part of the original WORT goal of 
demystifying radio. 

Most people think of access as access to the 
airwaves. In that sense, WORT is the most access
able station in the city. Aside from a few call
in shows, no other station regularly puts listen
ers on the air. However, each weekday morning we 
broadcast live from an eastside greasy spoon with 
a good deal of the show devoted to comments and 
information provided by the patrons, many of whom 
come specifically to get their message on the air. 
No one who has requested a bit of time to pass 
along information (other than about commercial 
events) has been denied that access. 

A fourth kind of access is to allow people 
the chance to control their own air time. As a 
licensee of the FCC, Back Porch Radio is respon
sible for everything broadcast on our frequency. 
However 'individual programmers are autonomous 
-- I have virtually complete control over a 3-
hour show each week. I share that time with one
time programmers, representatives of community 
groups, musicians.That kind of control is not 
available to everyone, only to those who want to 
learn how to exercise it both technically and 
creatively. 

I don't think it is really "access" to give 
minimally trained people who haven't developed 
a sense of what effective radio is, control over 
large segments of time. The result is simply that 
no one will listen to the station. If no one is 
listening to the programming, then you don't 
really have access to a communications medium. 
I don't think a completely open access station 
would serve any community other than those people 
who are interested in coming down and using it. 
WORT is both licensed and philosphically committed 
to serving our listening community as best we can. 

It's true that we haven't developed really 
effective ways to collect and implement input 
from the community. That's something we are still 
learning to do, and as we learn we try to let 
listeners in on some of the controversies around 
the station, through articles in the program 
guide and discussions on the air. But there would 
be no point to airing our differences of opinion, 
if no one was listening. Or if the people who do 
listen refuse to give us the monetary support we 
need to stay on the air. If we want people to get 
anything out of what WORT and the people who wish 
to use her airwaves to communicate have to offer, 
we have to first get them to listen. Right now, 
that means getting better equipment and more power, 
so more people can hear us, and then somehow get
ting them to check our kind of radio. If only a 
few people find the idea of a radio station that 
uses a slogan as hostile as "stick it in your ear" 
intriguing, and try us out, it's worth looking a 
little silly. A listener-sponsored station without 
listeners, a community broadcaster with no com
munity, is not �nlike the proverbial tree falling 
in the empty forest. 

\ 



As far as I can tell, Mort Sahl started it. 
He brought a casualness to his act--he didn't wear 
a suit; instead he looked like a 1950's college 
student in his sweater and casual slacks. Sahl 
didn't schtick--he jabbed. Sahl did current af
fairs material that pivoted on American politics, 
rather than short-line jokes. 

Sahl approached each performance with the at
titude that he was going to discuss the news with 
the audience and be informative; still, he kept 
them one-sided discussions. Sahl was, after all, 
a performer. And he was funny. 

Mort Sahl began his comedy career late in 1953 
at Enrico Banducci's The Hungry i. It wasn't much 
later that Mort Sahl became the first stand-up come
dian to record an album. Because of the critical 
nature of his political material, Sahl was picked 
up on by the media rapidly. He made many televi
sion appearances, and was the subject of many maga
zine profiles. Sahl thus influenced many of the 
stand-up comics of the late fifties; for (until 
Sahl) the comic was a short-line jokester (a Rod
ney Dangerfield type with 'My wife, my car, kid, 
dog, etc.' jokes) or insult artist (of a mild Don 
Rickles sort), the guy who came on in between the 
band and the broads. Sahl's ground-breaking 
allowed other erudite comedians, like Shelley 
Berman, Or!Dn Bean, Dick Gregory, and the later 
Lenny Bruce, to develop and experiment with deeper 
material and have some claim to artistic license. 

Lenny Bruce began as a rim-shot schtickster 
comic in the early fifties, spending a good deal 
of his stage time playing to the band for laughs. 

A laugh or +wo at a few or
America's Stand ·Up Cornics 

bJ' Carl Benneff 

However, as a result of many influences (namely 
Sahl and a man named Joe Ancis) Bruce's act changed 
overnight and became involved with more intellec
tualized material. Bruce himself was not an intel
lectual, but he admired them and did his best to 
improve his own command of the English language. 
BruLe would learn several words from a dictionary 
and try to slide them into his act each day. He 
read voraciously; not entire books or newspapers, 
he just scanned to get the gist of the subject. 

Bruce got involved with doing material on or
ganized religion, jazz musicians, dope junkies, 
racial differences between peoples in separate 
geographic areas, other comedians, and almost 
anything else that represented what was a valid 
concern in American popular culture. Bruce was 
sometimes accused of stealing material, though I 
personally have not found evidence of such. Bruce 
used to say, however, "I have no original thoughts. 
I don't live in a vacuum. I speak English." Lenny 
Bruce performed out of his own day-to-day experi
ence with the world, and he screened for ludicrous 
material--the sick elements in society--and per
formed in the languages of the people who made up 
these elements. Bruce was thus arrested several 
times for 'obscene material.' Bruce and the courts 
were continually battling over the material's so
cial importance. Words were often taken out of 
context and nit-picked over by judges and prose
cuting attorneys. 

Bruce's death in 1966 came at the right time 
in a decade characterized by social unrest, and 
to the right personality, to �ake Lenny Bruce a 
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martyr of sorts; a man who had striven for, in 
the latter part of his life, the things that many 
people in the late sixties were only beginning to
realize they wanted. Bruce continually fought for 
freedom of speech, and to this day represents the 
ideal of the fight against repression. 

Unlike most comics of the fifties, Shelley Ber
nan instead came out of stage acting to become a 
comedian. From the theater he brought a true sense 
of structure and dialog to stand-up material (in
teresting considering all of his routines were 
monologs --one side of a telephone conversation, 
usually.) Berman's routines had an uncommon, con
trolled rhythm. They also exploited emotion by 
using irony, frustration and pathos (oh, heavy 
on the pathos, Father!). His two best known 
pieces are excellent examples of this: "Woman 
Hanging from a Window" and "Ac ting School." 

Berman burned out as a comic sometime in the 
sixties. He rarely made appearances, and when he 
did they usually ended up in a fracas with the man
agement due to Berman's excessive moodiness. (Lenny 
Bruce used to do a bit about Shelley Berman's touchy 
performing habits.) Berman tried to do some acting, 
but has since faded all but completely out of the 
public eye. The last I saw of Shelley Berman was 
one episode of "Love , American Style." 

Dick Gregory was another comic who got started 
in the late fifties. His material was social in 
nature also, but from the black perspective. Gre
gory used to say, "They call me Bob Newhart, Shel
ley Berman, Mort Sahl ... I'm so confused being three 
white boys and myself, I don't know what's happen
ing. The way thing's are going, ten years from 
now you'll have to be my color to get a job." 
Gregory also took the route of the intellectual 
comic later on in his career; his performances 
today are lectures with a touch of humor thrown 
in. In fact, Gregory probably cannot be consid
ered a comedian any longer since he has retired 
from night club work and his final performance 
was recorded and released on record as Caught in 
the Act. 

Although the broadening of stand-up comedy was 
in movement around the close of the fifties, there 
still was a place for the short-liner and true 
jokester. Many performers were quite good at this: 
Jack Roy (aka Rodney Dangerfield), Henny Youngman, 
Jonathan Winters, Don Rickles, Will Jordan, Phyllis 
Diller, Jackie Mason, and Shecky Greene, among many 
others. The jokester carried on the true tradition 
of the stand-up comedian, and can be enjoyed much 
more universally than the intellectual comic. Most 
of the material from the jokester can be enjoyed 
20 years after the first telling of the joke; where 
the intellectual humor of some comics usually dated 
itself in a couple of years--it being strictly a 
product of its own decade. (A small jump in time 
here: not that it is intellectual humor, but will 
people still be laughing at Cheech and Chang's 
dope jokes ten years from now? I think not.) 

Jonathan Winters and Will Jordan are interes
ting performers in that both their careers were 
launched by a single comic device: Winters had 
his amusing sound.effects, Jordan had his original 
impersonations (Will Jordan, folks, originated the 
Ed Sullivan impersonation.) Jonathan Winters 
cracks people wide open every time he does his 
sound effect of a flying saucer making a landing 
in some rube's cow pasture, or the sound of little 
running feet, or the sound of crackling electric
ity in a mad scientists's laboratory. But Winter's 
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material was very make-shift and would be absolutely 
unfunny without the sound effects. I personally 
don't think Winters is a tight comic; he's at his 
funniest only when he goes off his nut and does a 
Chester Honeyhugger or a Maude Frickert or a com
plex series of sound effects. Yet, respected com
edians like Stan Freberg and Woody Allen call him 
the funniest man in America. Hmmm. 

Most people haven't heard of Will Jordan, and 
for a good reason. When Jordan originally came 
on the scene with his impressions, many other less 
creative comics began using Jordan's material and 
elaborating on his impressions. That's why every
body had been doing Ed Sullivans clear through 
the sixties. Jordan was very sensitive to this 
and became hyper-critical. Eventually, Jordan 
just disappeared into the crowds. 

Phyllis Diller was one of the few women com
ics to come out of the fifties, and I believe 
most people are familiar with the kind of act 
Phyllis does. She originally got her national 
exposure on, of all TV shows, Groucho Marx's 
You Bet Your Life. 

Around the end of 1959, a man named Bill Dana 
was a writer for the Steve Allen Show, a late night 
talk show on NBC. Fellow writer Don Hinkley asked 
Dana during a bit on a Santa Clause School, "What 
is your name, sir, and what course do you teach?" 

"My name ... Jose Jimenez," answered Dana. "I 
to Sanee Claus ... I teach .•. I teach Sanee Claus to 
esspeak." And of course, he takes a chart marked 
"Jo, Jo, Jo," and says, "I teach him to say, Ho 
Ho Ho." 

Thus, Jose Jimenez became a well-known comic 
character and provided Dana with a stable career 
for several years to follow. (Dana's character 
has a special place in my heart because the first 
comedy record I bought, when I was only six years 
old, was a Jose Jimenez record.) Dana is no longer 
doing stand-up work, but is still doing some tele
vision scripts--the last example of which I noticed 
was the Sammy Davis, Jr. episode of All in the 
Family (circa 1973), which stands as one of the 
most memorable from that show's illustrious his
tory. 

Another comic·who came out of the blue to sweep 
America's laughs away was the ex-accountant turned 
stand-up, Bob Newhart. Perhaps only Bill Cosby 
can claim to have sold as many albums as Newhart 
did in the early years of the sixties. Newhart's 
humor was always situation comedy; where he would 
set up a premise and the bit would play off the 
premise. "The Driving Instructor," "The Grace L. 

Ferguson Airline (And Storm Door Co.)," "Retire
ment Party," and "A·Friend with a Dog," are perhaps 
the best-known of Newhart's material. Although 
Newhart made albums until about 1967 (This Is It! 
I believe was his last album), the majority of New
hart's impact was from 1960-1962--about the time 
of the release of his first three albums. Newhart 
was then snatched by television--and woe! We all 
know what happens to a fresh young comic when they 
are locked up in a television show ... decline. New
hart came back to television in the early seventies 
and gave evidence that he had near completely lost 
his comic touch. 

Somewhere around 1962, stand-up comedy began 
to lose its momentum for reasons I cannot fathom. 
Bill Cosby, I would say, was the last rider of 
that exciting five-year wave of stand-up comedians 
(not to forget others yet left unmentioned, like 
Dave Gardner, Lord Buckley, and Pete Barbutti.) 



Allen Sherm�n, then a hit in his own right, pro
duced the first Bill Cosby album entitled Bill 
Cosby is a Very Funny Fellow -Ri�ht! Many, many 
younger fans of stand-up comedy grew up repeating 
the contents of that album. Cosby's material was 
the perfect balance of kid and adult oriented ma
terial with his characteristic clean, crazy touch. 
The attraction at the time (though it seems cliche 
today) of Cosby's material was that he would hit 
his audience with little things from his child
hood and everyday life that most people forget. 
When Cos laid it out in funny terms those little 
things were side�splitters. I ca11°bits like 
"The Water Bottle," "Sneakers," "Kindergarden " 
"Hof t " d "T 

• 
s ra, an o Russell, My Brother Whom I 

Slept With" all classics of stand-up comedy. To
day, a few young comics do nothing but nostalgia 
oriented material. Cosby has always done a vari
ety of different material styles. And today he 
is still putting out funny albums on a regular ba
sis (eh--unlike some comics I can mention ... right?). 

In 1964, an inventive young television writer 
named Woody Allen put out a comedy album. He had 
been doing stand-up work off and on for a few years 
and had developed a tight, personalized type of 
humor which no one else had come near touching. 
Allen was a small, bespectacled man with red hair 
and more than his share of New York neuroses. Allen 
did albums in 1964, 1965 and 1968. From these rec
ords I can assume that very,very few comics under
stood the art of comedy so well as Woody Allen. 
Allen's material played off his life in a very 
complex, personal manner. And Woody Allen's deliv
ery is perfect; timing is something more than an 
art to him. 

For instance, Allen would say, "Last week, I 
met a girl from Buffalo. Why can't I meet a girl 
from normal parents?" or "I was in analysis for 
years because of a traumatic childhood I had. I 
was breast-fed from falsies" or "I was involved 
in an extremely good example of oral contraception 
two weeks ago. I asked a girl to go to bed with 
me, and she said no" or "I was kidnapped once. 
I was standing in front of my school yard and a 
black sedan pulls up and two guys get out and 
they say to me, do I want to go away with them to 
a land where everybody is fairies and elves and 
I can have all the comic books I want, and choco
late, and wax lips, you know. And I said, yes. 
And I got into the car with them, 'cause I figured, 
what the hell, I was home that weekend from college 
anyhow." And Allen would deliver each line for 
maxi.mum punch and would rarely fail. One can lis
ten to these albums over and over again and still 
laugh at the same lines because they are immor
tally funny. Allen is perhaps the closest there 
is to the perfectly disciplined comedian. 

In the late sixties, three young comedians 
came to light, one after the other in rapid suc
cession: George Carlin, Richard Pryor, and David 
Steinberg. Carlin was, by the latter sixties, 
already a veteran of stand-up night clubs, having 
made several rounds with his partner, Jack Burns, 
who would later team up and have a moderately 
successful career with Avery Schreiber. In 1967, 
Carlin released his manic Take-Offs and Put-Ons 
( another of the many comedy records I grew up with). 
Carlin's material, at the time, was distinctly di
vided up into bits and were rapid word-play take
offs on television shows and radio disc-jockeys. 
Carlin did many television appearances through 
1967-68 with his "Wonderful WINO" and "The Divorce 
Game" routines. Then, Carlin dropped out of sight 

for nearly three years, only to come back as a long
haired bearded comic with material for high school 
and college student appeal. His act slowed down 
and took on a different form structurally. His 
performances began to resemble those of Lenny 
Bruce from the mid-sixties; they were more or less 
a Stream of consciousness string of unrelated bits, 
and also relied more on school experiences and 
little embarrassing things like farting, making 
noises in the classroom, artificial dog crap, band
aids, and 'wurds.' Carlin's delivery broke down to 
mugging and crazed body positions while delivering 
a line for the laugh. These days, George Carlin 
isn't beyond a cheap laugh from the use of words 
like 'cocksucker,' 'tits,' and 'shit.' Carlin 
isn't the comedian he was, nor anywhere near the 
comlc he could have been. 

After Carlin dropped out of sighti Richard 
Pryor began appearing on television summer shows. 
Pryor was then, and still is, the only comic who 
can keep me on the floor, knocking my knees against 
my head, with laughter. That, most of the time, 
without even saying anything. I don't remember 
the material Pryor did on TV in the late sixties 
(probably because I was laughing too hard), but 
I imagine it was material from the first two of 
his albums. Pryor has since made several albums 
(of consistently funny quality) and several motion
pictures (funny too). Pryor is a very funny man, 
but a sensitive one, also. That is apparent from 
his first television special aired in May of last 
year. (Incidentally, it surprised several people 
that Pryer's special was much better and funnier 
all around than the Chevy Chase special it was 
broadcast back-to-back with.) 

David Steinberg started out with The Second 
City improvisational comedy group in Chicago along 
with fellow-comic, Robert Klein. But that doesn't 
mean he's any good. No, no. There are stories 
floating around about Steinberg and the way he'll 
literally buy an entire act from an inventive, tal
ented young comic and then perform the material 
for years to come without paying any residual 
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royalties to the writer. Robert Klein doesn't
even like to talk about him. Hnmun. Neither do
I, except to say that Steinberg has done some good
routines; and done them, and done them, and done
them ... His best routines, and best known, are
his biblical lectures and his psychiatrist "Booga,
Booga" sketch; which I have seen, and seen, and seen .••

Flip Wilson got lucky about this time also.
He hooked a television show spot and brought trans
vestitism back to American TV where it had been
lost since the days of old Uncle Milton Berle.
Wilson had been, prior to the show, doing old jokes
and adult-oriented material around many of the
known and not-so-well-known night clubs. Wilson
was a come-and-gone star before anyone really knew
it--you should see how many Flip Wilson records 
you can find in the used record shops. 

Most television watchers know that Lily Tomlin 
got her start late in the sixties on NBC's Laugh-In 
comedy hour performing her early characters, Ernes
tine and Edith Ann. Since that time, Tomlin has 
become the greatest crowd-draw comic in the seven
ties. Her diverse, yet human , fleshed-out, char
acters were the perfect subjects for Lily Tomlin's 
long-running one-woman Broadway act. 

Lily Tomlin is an artist. She has the ability 
to completely capture a person in her characteriza
tions. Each character is a combination of several 
types of incongruous quirks blended into so orig
inal a character that you know somewhere in this 
world that character truly exists. All of Tomlin's 
people are real: Ernestine; Edith Ann; Susie Sor
ority; Judith Beasley, the Illinois housewife; 
Bobbi Jeanine, the piano-bar organist; Rick, the 
singles-club cruiser; Toni, the Fifties high-school 
student; Sister Boogie Woman, the elderly advocate 
of Boogie; Lucille, the alcoholic ex-rubber freak; 
Dr. Ilene Dacey, the family counselor; Crystal, 
the quadraplegic in the CB-equipped wheelchair; 
and Tess, the insane bag lady who shouts on the 
street corners. Edith Ann says: "I went to Nancy 
Scoby's birthday party, and it was boring. The 

ice cream was horrible and the cake was horrible, 
so I just took some of the presents." And lovable 
Tess says of death rays that kill you through the 
telephone: "You pick up the telephone, and it just 
kills you, you just fall down, and you're layin' 
there, you're dead, people come in, and they see 
you layin' there, and they see the phone, they just 
think you died from bad news." 

Lily Tomlin is perhaps the closest to sheer 
brilliance any comedian (or comedianne) has come. 
Her whole career is 'people' and she knows them 
so well. She brings real life to TV, the stage, 
night clubs, and the motion picture screen. Her 
performances in Robert Altman's Nashville, and 
Robert Benton's The Late Show go straight for the 
heart--and that is the common bond of Tomlin's 
characters, each seem to come straight from Tom
lin's own soul--that I can say about absolutely 
no other comedian. When I think about it, Lily 
Tomlin's work ranks with that of the great film 
comedians, Charles Chaplin and Buster Keaton. 
Tomlin evokes in me everything I've ever felt from 
Keaton and Chaplin. 

I can't tell you where Albert Brooks came from-
and can hardly give you much background other than 
he has been a long time friend of Rob Reiner's, 
and is the brother of Bob Einstein (who used to 
write for the Smothers Brothers TV show and Pat 
Paulsen, and play Officer Judy on those shows.) 
I assume when it came time to begin performing 
as a comedian, Albert had to decide on a stage 
name since Albert Einstein would be an unusually 
unexoected name for a comic. It would seem logi
cal," through Albert's association with Rob Reiner's 
father, Carl, and his friends, that Albert might 
have known Mel Brooks and decided to borrow the 
Brooks name for performing. That's neither here
nor-there because it tells you nothing about 
Brooks' comic style. 

Albert Brooks is very conscious of being a com
edian. He is aware of the many approaches to mak
ing people laugh, and has done a good deal of ma
terial based on the comic process. The best-known 
example is Brooks' short-film on The School for 
Stand-Up Comedians, in which Brooks shows us sever
al classrooms of a�prentice comics learning timing, 
delivery, slap-stick, etc., etc. Brooks also did 
a series of films for the early shows of NBC's 
Saturday Night Live--one showing Brooks sick at 
home in bed shooting a short film announcing he 
cannot do a film that week because his doctor de
manded rest; in fact, Albert even has his doctor 
on the phone to tell the viewing audience that Al
bert should not go on with the shooting. Of course 
he is, because we see the film, right? Brooks has 
done two albums, also. The first is the closest 
to an actual stand-up album, ending with the 'Com
edy Minus-One' bit based on the Music Minus-One 
albums; Albert provides the straight-lines while 
you--the listener reading from the script--get the 
punch-lines and all the laughs. Brooks' second 
album is a comic tour-de-force aimed at every taste 
in corned� for every taste in radio listening�-that
way the album is played on every type of radio sta
tion, right? Brooks, however, is the comedian's 
comedian, and is very often not appreciated by 
people without comic sophistication. 

Robert Klein came up the long, hard way. In 
the manner of the fifties type of comedian, he 
worked in clubs, at hotels, in improvisational 
groups, on up the ladder--constantly working on 
timing, delivery, material--until he began to fetch 



some national attention. In 1965, he left his na
tive New York to work in Chicago's Second City 
improvisational comedy group (originally started 
in the early sixties, featuring people like Alan 
Arkin and Paul Sand.) In the late sixties, he 
began working out material at Budd Friedman's 
Improvisation in Manhattan, a place where all the 
New York comics tested new material and new comics 
tried breaking-into the business. 

Until 1975, Klein wasn't television's darling 
comic. Klein had to produce his own first album 
for the new record company from the Brut after
shave people with about $6000 of his own money. 
The album, called Child of the 50's, was origin
ally produced in 1973 for Signpost Records, a con
cern so small the executives were munchkins to 
keep the overhead as low as possible. Contracts 
were renegotiated with Brut, and Lkein was advanced 
$25,000 for the album--which was undeservedly des
tined for the cut-out sale bins in two years. 
Klein's second album, Mind Over Mattey, appeared 
a year later on Brut's label, and didn't go much 
further than its predecessor. However, televi
sion dates increased and Robert Klein's name be
gan to stick in the minds of the people who would 
stop him in the street, asking if he was the guy 
on TV . . • 

In 1975, with the dissolution of Brut Records, 
Klein signed with Epic, a subsidiary of Columbia 
Records. The record was called New Teeth and was 
Klein's best--a physical document of the years of 
his hard work on timing, delivery, and material. 

Despite what some people think of it, The To
night Show is The Top in television dates for a 
comedian. The audiences are always warmed-up and 
are very receptive to even the slightest of laugh
lines. Thus, if Carson likes you, and his audience 
likes you, chances are, as a comic, your career 
can be accelerated by three to four years overnight. 
As with Carson's latest discover, Jay Leno, Freddie 
Prinze got his big break on The Tonight Show. Many 
people still remember the first night they saw Prinze 
back in 1973, when Freddie wasn't yet 20 years old, 
and the first time they'd heard the phrase 'Hunga
Rican' coined. Some people walked about saying 
"Is not my job, man!" Yeah, the cockroaches, and 
the little dog in the back window of a car "with 
the head going up-an'-down." Prinze was picked 
up immediately by television, and a lot of fame 
and money came his way. lias it enough, or too much? 
Prinze made one album--it, more than anything else, 
is a small piece of comic history, as it captures 
some of what Prinze was like face-to-face with an 
audience. 

F'RE.DD\E 
P'RINZE 

·' 
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Gabriel Kaplan was in much the same boat as 
Prinze when picked up by TV. He was a fresh, young 
comic with a certain degree of inventiveness. Kap
lan's only album to date shows a few of the short
comings of his yet unrefined style--timing is a 
little off, he has trouble enunciating--things of 
that sort. Yet TV has snatched· away a budding 
talent with visions of money and security (for 13 
weeks) before it has had a chance to develop. 

Steve Martin, however, has survived the slide 
into television quite well, having been associated 
with it for most of his career. Martin began as 
a writer on the Smothers Brothers and Pat Paulsen 
shows, then started as a stand-up. Martin's manic 
craziness is something series producers are afraid 
to touch, but just the type talk show audiences 
want to see. 

Today, there are probably more working young 
comedians than ever and as to be expected, some 
are good and some aren't. The good comics to look 
out for are: Ed Bluestone, Billy Crystal, Steve 
Bluestein, David Brenner, Jay Leno, Jimmie Walker, 
Franklyn Aj aye, George Miller, Gary Muledeer, and 
Andy Kaufman. The not-so-goods are: Alan Bursky, 
Ray D'Ariano, Ric Podell, David Sayh, Jim Varney, 
Chris Rush, and Richard Lewis. There are other 
I have heard about but haven't heard enough of to 
have any opinions about their work: Michael Prem
inger, Paul Mooney, Johnny Dark, Michael Rapport, 
Stan Kann, Bill Braver, and Kelly Monteith. 

Here we have the first generation of comics 
who grew up with the opportunity to be steeped 
in stand-up; from collecting albums to the many 
appearances made possible by television. The 
next ten years will perhaps be the most inter
esting of all in stand-up comedy. 

See page 30 for Discography 
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VVith Malice 

Toward All 

by �oe Sanders 
Revelations by Barry Malzberg (Avon/Equinox) 

This column has endured more false starts 
than anything I've written in years. It seems 
that the most difficult of all reviews to write 
is one of an interesting but unsatisfactory 
work, especially one that's extremely interest
ing but extremely unsatisfactory. And unfor
tunately, that's my reaction to Revelations -
and to almost everything else by Malzberg that 
I've read. 

Malzberg is difficult to write about, for 
one thing, because his strengths and weaknesses 
are different sides of the same quality, 

One of the first things I notice about 
Malzberg's fiction is that a lot of it is ex
cruciatingly badly written. I won't quote 
samples from Revelations because Avon's copy
right page includes a prohibition against 
quoting any part of the book for any reason. 
But in everything by Malzberg I've read there 
have been jarringly inaccurate images, compari
sons that are physically wrong; in Revelations 
for instance, check the metaphor for a woman's 
nipples on page 61. Elsewhere, almost every
where, the language is strained, groping after 
meaning, stumbling around the point rather than 
hitting it, like an inarticulate man desperately 
trying to express something important, trying 
to touch, to grope, to fondle some rotting lump 
of firmament, out of the muck underlying this 
too, too sterile con�truct, and affirm have I 
done it, have I done it yet, now, finally, at 
last? Will you talk to me now? Like that. 
And the earnestness is even stronger as the 
sentences become longer, loopier. 

It can be argued, however, that this is 
deliberate on Malzberg's part and is in fact 
part of his purpose. For Malzberg is our poet 
of bad language, the cliched, sense-avoiding 
sludge of which we form our public communica
tions. Malzberg revels in, rhapsodizes over 
the corruption of our language. He deplores, 
as he demonstrates, how impossible it is be
coming to speak of anything truthfully. So 
most of the time Malzberg's style can be 
justified as the natural medium for display
ing a consciousness sinking into isolated 
horror, Malzberg's obsessive subject, 
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That's one of the reasons Malzberg's char
acters are unable to talk to each other: the 
language is so corrupt that whatever real feel
ings they may possess are muffled and actually 
smothered by the cliches. Beyond that, however, 
Malzberg's characters are as hopelessly out-of
sync as Ron Goulart's; they are determined to 
talk about their interests, no matter what any
one else wants. If the other person seems to 
be confused or uninterested, Malzberg's speaker 
interprets this reaction as pretense or as a 
deliberate evasion of communication. And this 
interpretation is right a good part of the time. 
So the speaker persists, 

Another reason Malzberg's characters have 
trouble talking to each other is the lurking 
suspicion that their identity doesn't deserve 
to communicate itself to anyone else. The book 
encourages this suspicion, by stressing the 
false roles the characters play, their uncer
tainty about who they are now, even their doubts 
that they quite exist. Hurwitz, staff member 
of the monstrously cruel TV interview show that 
gives the novel its title, speaks of himself in 
the third person repeatedly, feels himself a 
flat character in a piece of fiction, and even 
reports the statement by Marvin Martin, inter-. 
viewer-inquisitor of the TV show that he is not 
responsible for the agonies the cha.acters go. 
through but that they are doing it to themselves. 
The picture that emerges from all this, finally 
is that of a single intelligence, trapped with
in itself, torturing itself for its failure to 
reach out to others, with the tortures being 
inflicted by people who are cleverly-sculpted 
representations of aspects of its guilt. 

Malzberg is our poet of soloism, too. 
The illusory nature of characters outside 

of the self is hard to discuss without using 
quotations. Consider, however, how Hurwitz 
goes from commenting on the emptiness of life 
as he sees it (p. 38), to his inability to 
understand the motives of people around him 
(p.54), to hearing and accepting the assertion 
that he is identical with the people around 
him (pp. 56, 91, 101). Consider that what 
Malzberg calls Hurwitz's utopian vision is a 
solopistic daydream, everyone centered around 
him and fading away when not used by him (p. 61). 
Hurwitz feels he is less real than Marvin 
Martin (p. 88), so let us consider him. Martin 
proclaims his yearning for truth, by:which he 
means the unique nature of some other human 
being; he claims to hate syncopants (p. 84) be
cause they merely agree with him. Actually, he 
wants to demolish other people, treating them 
only as raw meat to be devoured (pp. 49, 58, 97). 
He publically agonizes over his lack of real 
human contact,yet he sneers that the other 
people around him don't really exist. (p. 134). 
In a final confrontation that is ambiguous to .~ 
say the least, he faces the figure who has been 
called a Hurwitz double earlier but who now 
calls himself the bearer of Martin's own deepest 
desire (p. 135). Consider, finally, that none 
of the memos and letters with which this story is 
studded are signed; it makes the reader struggle 
to find out who's saying what, but they are apt 
to discover that it really doesn't matter. They 
all sound the same anyway. 

Continued on page 29 



I \/VAS A TRASHY BOOK 

LIBRARIAN FOR MPL 

'MAIN' 
,DESK. 

' RECOMMENDED' 
READING • 

by Beverly De\/Veese 

For years now, librarians (having no data at 
all for such a premise) have assumed that the pub
lic pays them taxes to buy books that will improve 
people's minds. (This assumption undoubtedly ex
plains why libraries are used by only a small per
centage of readers.) However, I contend that people 
do not want anybody mucking about with their brains! 
And my contention is based on data. After all, I 
am an avid reader, my husband is an avid reader, 
and many of my friends, when visiting me, pick up 
a book and just forget I am there. I believe 
people read books for all sorts of complex, psy
chological reasons, and the books they most fre
quP.ntly choose are genre fiction--or what librari
ans call "trash." Of course, when dealing with 
the public, librarians call these books "light 
escape reading;" but, in their hearts, they consid
er genre fiction quite worthless and they buy it 
only because they need the circulation such books 
bring. On the other hand, I, who became a librarian 
only recently at Milwaukee Public Library (MPL), 
am devoted to many types of genre fiction, and I 
believe everybody should read some low quality 
trash occasionally, just to keep the world in proper 
perspective. As a result, I have become known as 
that weird librarian who is always screaming about 
the shitty sf collection, who curses the card cata
log when she finds yet another Hugo winner not repre
sented, who stares in disbelief when she is told 
that old mysteries (except standards like Christie 
or Gardner) are routinely discarded and not replaced, 
and who publicly states she likes some good gra

tuitous violence and thinks even children should 
have some to read too. 

I will not forget the day I innocently trotted 
over to the card catalog to help a high school stu
dent find some good sf titles. I then discovered 
we did not own Miller's Canticle for Leibowitz, we 
did not own Panshin's Rite of Passage, we did not 
own Tucker's Year of the Quiet Sun, we did not own 
Sturgeon's More Than Human, and we did not even 
own the recent Farmer title, To Your Scattered 
Bodies Go. (I know they are available in paper
back, and libraries can bind paperbacks.) Amid 
audible mumblings of "Jesus Christ I" and "My God, 
this is incredible!", I also discovered my branch 
library, which is rather large, did not own any
t�!ng by Hal Clement, Anne Mccaffrey, Samuel Delany, 

or Algis Budrys. After promising the bemused kid 
I had some duplicates at home I would loan to him, 
I promptly talked to my superior and strongly sug
gested that the sf collection ought to at least 
contain those Hugo and Nebula winners that are in 
print. She was very considerate, but I soon found 
out that no one in the library system had a list 
of Nebula or Hugo winners. They knew those of the 
last few years, but the other information was con
sidered ephemeral material, virtually impossible 
to obtain. Hastily, I typed a list of names and 
sent it to the Ready Reference Desk and to the 
Big Fiction Selector downtown. That was over 
two years ago. The library now does own one copy 
of DeVore's pamphlet of Hugo and Nebula winners 
(I gave them the address,) but apparently no one 
has read it. I think only one branch library 
(mine) now owns Rite of Passage, Canticle for Leib
owitz, Dragon Rider, More Than Human, etc. Of 
course, if you look in our card catalog, you still 
will not find most of these titles. I bought them 
in paperback, and librarians do not normally cata
log mass market paperbacks, either by author or 
by title. In fact, we are not supposed to arrange 
them in order on the paperback racks. So, if you 
are looking at our collection of 1000 to 1500 paper
backs and you happen tc find some good sf, congratu
lations! You have just licked the system! I might 
add that we do own Tarzan. It is in the rare book 
room, or course, so�not in the card catalog 
either. Actually, librarians are buying science 
fiction; but their procedures, if not their words, 
still very plainly say that original paperback sf 
is trash! 

Again, I must acknowledge that all libraries, 
including MPL, do own "trash." It is the policy 
of most libraries to buy the current genre fiction 
that people ask for, especially if it is in hard
cover. It is in the handling of the books that 
the library's true opinion of the worth of these 
books comes out. For example, librarians like to 
have new attractive collections. After all, who 
would read an old book that doesn't have a shiny 
jacket and clean pages? If you can read Garments 
of Caen by Bayley, why would you want to read Who 
by Budrys or Bring the Jubilee by Ward Moore? I 
mean, if you can have a gleaming new Ross MacDonald 
title, why would you want an old one? If you can 
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find one Ellery Queen book, why would you bother 
to look for other titles? What patron (that's 
what we librarians call you readers--has a certain 
brothel-like ring, doesn't it?) wants to bother 
with John Dickson Carr or Fredric Brown or Cornell 
Woolrich? Why these writers haven't produced any
thing for years! Certainly, librarians do have 
to discard books, so, naturally, they discard the 
old scruffy looking stuff, especially genre fic
tion, even though many librarians are mystery read
ers and realize that the discards are competently 
written stories. Again, the policy and the actions 
indicate that librarians as a whole (though perhaps 
not as individuals) consider mystery/suspense fic
tion trashy literature, not worthy of careful weed
ing or replacement. Oh, some librarians, like my
self, may pick up paperback reprints of older mys
tery or sf titles. But we don't want to waste our 
precious catalog space just to let you know we have 
replaced them. You can instead runnnage around in 
our browsing paperback collection. Pretend you're 
on � treasure hunt. 

Not only do librarians hate to replace trash, 
they would rather not talk about it. When they 
give book talks, they prefer to discuss books that 
are not circulating well, such as JR by William 
Gaddis or The Spectator Bird by Wallace Stegner. 
If they talk to children, they talk about the New
berry winn;,a-s, which are among the less frequently 
read books in the children's collection. However, 
when I go to visit a class in school, I take along 
Monster Tales, edited by Roger Elwood (well, the 
kids can only read at the 3rd or 4th grade level), 
and Classics of Crime, which has lots of gory pic
tures. Stan Lee's comic collections are surefire 
winners! If I got a class that could read (and 
they are becoming rare), I can always talk about 
the Andre Norton books or the Undercover Cat ser
ies by the Gordons. Some children's librarians 
are now buying science fiction anthologies which 
contain stories that have appeared in Weird Tales. 
(Most librarians do not know what Weird Tales is.) 
In these, I can usually find one story that in -
valves someone being horribly eaten or otherwise con
sumed by an indescribably monster. (One nun at 
a Catholic school I visited did look rather ill 
when I told the kids about The Saliva Tree by 
Aldiss.) I have become the horror s�ory special
ist to all the kids in the neighborhood. Nor do 
I consider age any detriment to the enjoyment of 
"trash." I admit I was momentarily startled once 

MAMMA DON IT I LO�/ 
GENRE READING 

IN HERE 

Ah ha! Smuggling again, 

I \-

I ' 

when I went to give a book talk to a group supposed
ly composed of middle-aged men and women. I had 
decided to talk about The Gemini Contenders, which 
includes some monks who brutally murder some Greek 
peasants because they must not divulge the hiding 
place for some secret documents that prove Christ 
is not all he's set up to be. As I walked in, I 
realized the room was filled with nuns. Well, I 
gave my talk anyway, complete with full descrip� 
tions of murder, rape, and carnage. One older, 
little nun came up later to tell me it was so 
interesting to hear about something different f?r
a change. In fact, the soft porn that is sometimes 
written up as "sweet/savage" romance is read eager
ly by little, gray-haired ladies, if not nuns. 
I've never been �oo enamoured of gothics or love 
stories, but the paperback racks in my library al
ways have titles by Max Brand, Rosemary Rogers, 
and Jean Deweese. And, thanks to paperbacks, I'm 
now able to give Matheson's Legend of Hell House 
or I Am Legend to someone who's moaning that he's 
read all the current occult tales. It delights 
me to point out Florence Stevenson's Curse of the 
Concullens or Ophelia to the gothic reader. 

Any library money I have control over, and it's 
damned little, I spend gleefully for "trash": sf, 
gothics, mysteries, westerns, etc. Furthermore, 
when I select books to review and recommend for 
purchase, I look for books that are written to 
shock your sensibilities, chill your blood, etc. 
I like settings that are far removed from reality. 
I rather enjoy meeting cardboard characters oc
casionally. They're so much easier to get along 
with than realistic ones. And I have days whem 
I'm positively allergic to social relevance and 

· "Th philosophical truths. So, I say unto you. e 
world is too much with us." (Actually, someone 
said that before I did.) But I also say: Read 
a trashy book. Demand that your librarian buy 
trashy books. Ask for old trashy books. Help 
this trashy-book librarian keep her job! 



Richard Gordon, 6 Clovelly, High Street, 
Llandrindod Wells, Powys, Wales 

Dave Cockfield's letter about the Incred
ibles interested me. I never got much into them 
when they were still about, never saw them live, 
but in the last two years I've enjoyed Mike 
Heron's solo output -- notably the album called 
Mike Heron's Reputation. His more recent album, 
Diamond of Dreams, is a bit of a disappointment 
by comparison. Another album, Smiling Men with 
Bad Reputations, recorded in '71 when the Incred
ibles were still in existence, has its moments. 

Of course punk is what's happening, maaan. 
It has energy and its spokespersons on average 
have rather more political articulation than was 
common among their extravagant acideyed peers of 
ten years back. As yet it may lack consummate 
musical artistry -- a lot of bands seem to start, 
continue, and finish in a frantic speedfreak 
rythym that reminds of early Velvet Underground 
but fuck sophistication when there's real energy 

.which in punk there is. Wotta relief! I 
was beginning to think the seventies would never 
get off the ground, realise that they're the 
seventies and not the sixties any more. Of course 
if you want you can find lots to alarm you in 
punk . . .  and in the reaction to it. For the 
first time I can think of in this country there 
is a ban, in many cities, not just on particular 
groups, but on punk, fullstop. All the old bull
shit we heard fifteen years ago and twenty-five 
years ago is being trotted out again -- 'threats 
to public order', etc. The media has been having 
a field day. 

The Sex Pistols are the epitome of all that 
is held to be nasty, degradin3, negative, nihil
istic, sexist and so forth, in the punk movement. 
Recently they had a big hit with their version 
of "God Save The Queen." It was banned and got 
no airplay anywhere, except when John Peel sneak
ed it onto his late night show a couple of times 
before the baa came into force. I heard it on 
one of these times without knowing who the group 
was. I was writing, with the phones on, when 
suddenly this unknown band starts blasting and 
my spine starts shivering in authentic frisson 
of rock'n'roll terror . . .  the way Emerson Lake 
and Palmer or even latterday Lou Reed just can't 
inspire. What do I hear? 

'God Save the Queen . . .  and her fascist 
regime . . . 

What? Who's that? Did I really hear that, 
on the BBC? 

' . . .  God Save the Queen . . .  we mean it, 
maaan . . . ' 

Yeah. They sound like they do. Wow! This 
must be 1977. 

' . . .  No future, no future, no future for
me . . .  no future, no future, no future for you.'

. _Ohmigod, I see the concentration camps, the
midnight floodlights! Do they really believe it?

\\fil��LL
Hor-CHA' 

CUTIE!. 
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Are they just an updated Barry McGuire? Isn't 
it just a little bit, a teeny little bit negative? 
After all. . . 

' . . .  We mean it, maaan. 
Okay. I'll buy it. So you're the Sex Pistols, 

and you mean it. What you call yourselves? Johnny 
Rotten? Sid Vicious? Hey, Johnny, are you trying 
to sai something? Like degradation on the back
streets? Whaddaya gonna do? I read in the papers 
you're banned from live shows. I hear that gangs 
of married men in their thirties are combing the 
streets for you, looking to kill you. I read 
there's two of you in the hospital, holed-up 
after being razored on the streets. Folk don't 
seem to like you, do they? Maybe you should stop 
saying what you mean, maaan,. before they kill 
you for it. Love and peace? Forget that shit. 
And your record got to number one, didn't it? So 
whaddaya say to that, Johnny? 

' . . . I'm so pretty, I'm so pretty, I'm so 
�- . . vac . . .  unt. ' 

Is that your life? Is that all you can say? 
Is that your concept of anarchy in the U.K.? 

Oh maan. I don't know what to do. 
Yes I do. Yes . . . I do. 
Show me a wall. 
Show me a wall, Johnny. I wanna find a nice 

hard wall and bash my head on it. I wanna beat 
my head on the wall, 'cos there's nothing else 
to do, and I wanna make sure people hear about 
it. And I'll shout. Look. Look at this gore. 
Hey, people, look. No, don't snatch. You gotta 
pay. Think I'm beating my head on this wall for 
nothing? You can't get away with it. You bast
ards! I'm desperate. Gotta make use of my 
assets. What's the price of desperation? Hey! 
You with the big wide tie and the chequebook! 
Yeah, you! Wanna market some desperation? Wanna 
tip off the Sunday papers about the new violence? 
Wanna get in first with the New Wave? 

You know I mean it, maaan. 

Yes. Speedfreak rhythm characterises a lot 
of punk rock-. Wasteland mentality. Volume loud
er than ever, violence of attack is prized, life's 
crudities hurled in your teeth in a quasi-polit
ical way. Heavy social stands -- hippies are 
boring old farts. Fuck woman's liberJtion. Screw 
the world. You can't beat 'em, so join 'em. No 
future, no future, nu future. The Damned, the 
Stranglers, the Jam, the Clash, Generation X. The 

new thing. Fresh enough out of last year's pubs 
so the cream-and-limousine hasn't yet caught 'em 
in its bland machine. But a lot of them seem to 
accept that the machine's crushed them already, 
and that only rat-in-a-trap reaction is on. 
Clockwork oranges? Punk has its nose on the 
ground, and sings what it sniffs. Just too bad 
it's not roses it's sniffing, but blocked social 
drains. Are punks a menace to society? Or is 
it that society's a menace to itself? Send your 
answers to House of Commons, but don't expect 
any replies. No need to go overboard about 
punk, but no need to go overboard about those 
who condemn it, either. 

Arthur D. Hlavaty, 250 Coligni Ave., New Rochelle, 
N.Y. 10801 

I liked Doug Barbour's letter on the great 
rock & roll voices, but he left out a whole group 
of great voices -- the country singers. To me, 
there is no one who projects emotion as well as 
Waylan Jennings. When he sings "Lay it Down," 
it is as if his voice itself is carrying a bur
den which it must, but cannot, lay down. Tanya 
Tucker does this very well, too. In "Blood Red 
& Going Down," she projects all the horror of a 
child caught up in adult violence. I could also 
mention Loretta Lynn, Dolly Parton and Bobby 
Bare, but Jennings and Tucker are the best. 

George Kelley repeats the Official Wisdom 
that Silverberg writes downers. I disagree. 
His books may be somewhat dark, as compared to 
the happy endings that used to be obligatory in 
sf, but I am struck by how often his theme is 
redemption, rebirth, and the triumph of the hu
man spirit. Surely this is true of Son of Man, 
Downward to the Earth and A Time of Changes. 
Even if the story ends with the world in chaos, 
as in Tower of Glass, there is a symbol of hope. 
At worst his characters accept what they don't 
as David Selig accepts the loss of his psi powers 
in Dying Inside and Lew Nichols accepts deter
minism in The Stochastic Man. But even there, 
acceptance brings strength and the courage to 
continue. 

Michael Carlson pushed one of my buttons 
when he wrote about Pynchon and Coover. It is 
a commonplace in fandom that there are a lot of 
sf books that mainstream readers would enjoy if 
they weren't fooled by the sf label, but people 
don't realise that it works the other way, too. 
In a way that I cannot yet phrase clearly, writ
ers like Pynchon and Coover give me the same kind 
of feelings I get from the best sf, and I like 
to think that other sf readers would get this 
feeling too, if they knew about the books. 

I liked Paul Kenyon/Bob Vardeman's article 
on life in the Lyle Kenyon Engel fiction factory, 
though I myself tend to prefer Series Internation
al's brand of trash. Bob left out one of LKE's 
series -- The Man From Planet X (blamed on one 
Hunter Adams), which attempted to combine sf, ad
venture, softcore porn, and features an extrA
terrestrial superhero with a prehensile penis. 

Anthony Smith, Backdoor Graphics, 1414 Lynnview 
Drive, Houston, Texas 77055 

Al Sirois brings something up in his letter 
concerning underground comix that I've been 



tl1inking about a lot lately. He seems to feel 
tlw undergrounds must become integrated with 
the mainstream (whatever that is). I'm not sure 
that, by definition, is possible. What does 
the term, underground, really mean? Is it a 
statement of style, market, or intention? I 
think saying the undergrounds, of some neccessity 
(I wish he had explained why they should) work 
into the mainstream markets is a little akin to 
saying liberal-thinkers must embrace conservative 
attitudes; of course, the obvious problem with 
that is once they have they are not liberals, 
but conservatives. What kind of real distinc
tions can be made between the underground and 
the overground? The panoply of artists and 
thinkers that have published in the tradition
ally UG markets would seem to preclude narrowing 
it down to a matter of political or even per
sonal attitudes. What do people like Crumb, 
Shelton, Metzger, Irons, etc., etc., rea.lly have 
in common? If you examine the ideas they exhibit 
in their work the conclusion you almost have to 
come to is, not much, really. An irreverance 
for or even hatred of current current social 
structures? A distrust of traditional markets? 
A personalized approach to visual exposition 
and a disregard for the usual storytelling devices 
and attitudes? Certainly this list embraces some 
of the UG artists though few would agree to all 
of the above; and, just as certainly, it excludes 
a healthy chunk of artists who have worked or 
are working in what would be considered the UG 
market. 

So then,where do you draw the line? Mike 
Friedrich of Star-Reach fame calls his publica
tions ground-level. To me they are simply 
entrenched mediocrity. The point that is most 
often missed is that 90% of the work he publishes 
couldn't be published elsewhere simply because 
it isn't good enough. At best, some of the work 
looks competent, but upon reading it, it becomes 
readily apparent how cliched and redundant con
ceptually it all is. There are obvious except
ions: Ted Richards, Lee Marrs, a couple of others. 
This obviously isn't mainstream work although it 
has more pretensions towards the mainstream than 
towards the underground. 

Sirois blames the ills ul UG comix on "No
Talents" like Hayes and S. CL1y Wilson. His 
condemnation of them is, of course, a matter of 
personal taste. Obviously someone liked their 
work enough to publish it. And, in the case of 
Wilson, enough people bought it to warrant 
further publishing ventures. (I can testify from 
experience -- I manage a comic book shop --
that if nowhere but Texas, Wilson's books sell 
as well as the second-level of UG books, ex
cluding the heavy ones like Freak Brothers & 
Zai:). "The people who truly deserve to be seen" 
is a value _judgement, not hard fact. And as far 
as that goes, Scheridan, Schrier and Jaxon, as 
beautifully artistic and talented as they are 
(and as much as l love their work) were never 
big sellers, far as 1 can tell from my exper
ience. Part of the problem with Undergrounds 
was the fact the quality of the anthology books 
was horrendously mixed, ranging from Corben to 
Hayes. 

The UG artists who are making it in the 
commercial sense are those who have been co-opted 
into commercial markets. Corben does his sweaty 
men's adventure stories for Heavy Metal. Shary 
Flenniken, who used to do gentle and insightful 

work, has compromised herself to sell high-
school sex jokes to Nat Lamp; Bobby London has 
given up doing Herrimanesque excursions into 
the minds and hearts of the late sixties exper
ience to do profitable work for Nat Lamp: sleazy 
vaudevillian sex skits contoured to the lower 
class workingman's concept of humor as sex and 
smirk; as well as puerile political "observations" 
for New Times. That they choose to sell to a 
market is a personal choice that I have no right 
to pass judgement on. I do not buy their work 
anymore, however, which is my choice. They work 
to and for a market; they earn a living from it-
they do not govern their own attitudes or out-
put exc] usi ve ly. As to the idea there is a 
honest-to-god UG market that could have been 
ruined by Hayes and Wilson and other "no-talents" 
well, I don't believe it. Heavy Metal seems to 
be flourishing but the last 3 or 4 issues have 
slacked off in sales noticably; their subsid-
iary company of book publications doesn't seem 
to know what it is doing and their output sells 
poorly. The pay rates are poor, the editorial 
selections suspect, and their policy of using 
French reprints almost exclusively is destined 
to do them in. At best the French material is 
visually appealing but superficial gloss, drama
tically and narratively. Already the most popular 
work is Corben's, easily the most traditional 
in story-telling approach. They are trying to 
rectify their mistake by introducing Gray Morrow's 
Orion but it's really no better than the brand 
of S&S you get in Marvel's Conan. The same old 
same old. National Lampoon�es a smattering 
of strips; National Screw a smattering as well; 
Playboy's trying to get a smattering but seems 
unable to find much they like that fits edit
orial policy. 

I disagree with Al's comments on Griffith 
and Spiegelman. I don't think either of them 
are held by any any majority in any great esteem 
so to say they are "overrated" is erroneous. 
Griffith I don't care much for even though he 
has a more developed "voice" than a lot of UG 
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artists. Spiegleman is perhaps the most under
rated UG artist I know. His collection, Break-
downs, is overwhelming, each story a veritable 
gem. Some of them work on three levels and ex
hibit a conceptual ability unequalled by any
body. His storytelling abilities are frighten
ingly literate and intellectual. His problem 
is he is working in comix. If he wrote fiction 
he'd be widely known. He's too classy for comix, 
too outre for comics, and too consummate a comix 
artist to translate into fine art with any kind 
of fidelity. He'll probably be discovered long 
after his death. 

Bill Sherman, 608 E. Douglas #2, Bloomington, 
Il. 61701 

Hank's comments on undergrounds -- I wish there 
was a better name for 'em, too -- made me wish 
I'd read earlier Starling, where the subject is 
apparently treated in greater depth. I suspect 
the "little magazine" label for the majority of 
comix is apt. And that the comix artists' best 
hope is book publication afterwards. Perhaps 
not, though. In Bloomington, the comix get 
sparsely distributed, but a midwestern rock paper 
(The Prairie Sun) has been printing the Rip-Off 
Studio comix. 

Agree that Krupp seems to be carrying the 
brunt of the comix book producing, tho. I was 
disappointed with the Joel Beck book, partly be
cause at least one of the reprints ("The Pro
phet") was so heavily edited as to lose much of 
its satiric thrust. Don't know how much the 
other two-thirds of the book were edited if at 
all, but I'm forced to suspect they were sliced 
up quite a bit, too. But the rest of Krupp's 
current material has been unquestionably fine, 
and the higher quality paper not only is a plus 
for collectors, it shows up the art better. 

18 

Clay Geerdes COMIX WORLD, 915 Indian Rock Road, 
Berkeley, CA 94707 

I found Jay Kinney's viewpoint interesting 
if heavily biased as one would expect from an 
artist belonging to one of several underground 
cliques or groups of cartoonists. 

I would say, as an observer of the evolution 
of underground comix, that they would not have 
existed at this point had it not been for the 
entensive exposure and promotion they received 
in the early phase of the underground newspaper 
movement, and, however much cartoonists like to 
feel that their part is the be-all and end-all 
in the technological process that is modern 
comics, that the undergrounds would be long dead 
were it not for the determination of a few pub
lishers to get the money needed to get them into 
print. Only a few artists have gotten the money 
together to publish their own books (Kinney is 
not one of them) and for any cartoonist to 
neglect those who do the job is pure egocentrism. 
Kinney, for example, doesn't even mention Ron 
Turner who has published more underground titles 
than the Print Mint over the past eight years. 

Truth is, Joel Beck proved that an alterna
tive comic was possible when he published Lenny 
of Laredo in 1965 in the Bay Area. Crumb's Zap 
became widely known as the first underground-
because it was ripped off and reprir.ted in thou
sands of underground newspapers in America and 
France and England. People who never saw that 
early Zap until it was reprinted and given wider 
distribution by the Print Mint were familiar with 
Crumb's Whiteman and Head Comix and Mr. Natural 
because they read the strips in the East Village 
Other and the Berkeley Barb. Crumb and Shelton 
are widely known today because of underground 
newspaper distribution. Indeed, while Crumb has 
turned his own interest to nostalgic music, 
Shelton has formed his own syndicate and con
tinues to distribute strips by himself, Ted 
Richards, Justin Green, Foolbert Sturgeon, R. 
Diggs, Bill Griffith and others. 

Whi]e Kinney and many of his generation of 
artists now wish to discard the underground 
label, there are thousands of neophyte cartoon
ists outside of the Bay Area who have adopted 
the label for the comics they are drawing so it 
is likely to be with us for some time to come. 
I use the term alternative most of the time be
cause the ugs to me represent an adult alter
native to the Eastern superheroism, barbarianism 
and recycled pulp in general, but I know that 
the comic stores, advertisers, etc. use and will 
continue to use the term underground as defini
tive and descriptive. I think what is important 
is to understand that New York no longer has a 
monopoly on what will appear in comics, that 
independent cartoonists with eccentric and unique 
styles no longer have to reshape themselves into 
the Marvel or DC or Gold Key image in order to 
do a comics, and that it is no longer impossible 
for a freelancer to do a comic and see it pub
lished. Underground comix have resulted in a 
revival of a studio system reminiscent of those 
that proliferated in the 1940's. There is a 
functioning studio of cartoonists at the Rip Off 
Press in San Francisco and a new one, Fast Draw 
Studios has recently begun. 

As for the industry, I would say it's health
ier than ever. Books are coming out rapidly from 
Krupp, Last Gasp, Rip Off Press and though the 



Print Mint has dropped Arcade it continues to 
reprint and distribute �Numerous new books 
have come in from Londonand Paris and Comix 
World receives new and experimental efforts from 
all over America every month. With the antholo
gies drawing more and more readers to seek out 
undergrounds, the market is widening, not narrow
ing. I think we're at the beginning of a renais
sance, not at the end, and do not share the pes
simism of Kinney and Crumb re comix. 

Harry Warner, 423 Summit Avenue, Hagerstown, 
Maryland 21740 

The more I read ''Edi tormanship :• the more un
comfortable I felt, because Tom Perry went on and 
on about fanzine writers who miss deadlines and 
I felt this growing certainty that I've done it 
with an article I promised to write in a weak 
moment. But maybe Tom or someone else will some
day examine scientifically an apparent fact of fan
nish life, to the effect that the harder an in
dividual works on something meant for fannish pub
lication, the greater is the probability that its 
publication will be delayed in�erminably. If I 
write something for a fanzine that runs to only 
a couple pages, requires no research beforehand, 
and doesn't require revising from its first draft, 
it will probably see print within four or five 
months. If I spend hours collecting information 
or verifying memories for an article, then make 
it five thousand words or so in length, and re
write it completely three days later in an effort 
to improve it, the manuscript is almost certain 
to be doomed to languish several years before it 
appears in a fanzine. This strange tendency is 
encouraged in the case of an article written to 
a fanzine editor's special request for an article 
on a particular subject which for some reason 
isn't suitable for sending to someone else after 
the first recipient dawdles beyond all reason. 
In my case, the most extreme examples have been 
my two book-length fan history manuscripts, each 
of which suffered awfully when I sent them out 
into the cruel wide world. But I can think of a 
half-dozen long articles, each written by special 
request of someone who wanted them in a big 
hurry, which are still unpublished, four or five 
years later. 

Jane Hawkins, PO 1184, Seattle, Wash. 98111 

John J. Alderson's article interested me for 
the same reason Edgar Allan Poe stories do I 
enjoy being scared. It scares me to think of book 
collecting but I'm attracted to it. For those 
with the weakness,books are an obsession that con
stantly threatens to submerge all other concerns. 
I remember watching my parents read and lusting 
to know the words. I remember teaching myself to 
read and proving to sceptical Dad that I could. 
And libraries! Ah, just walking through one was 
such joyous frustration -- how could I ever read 
them all? Those restrictive rules they had for 
children -- do they still have them? My mother 
finally convinced the librarians to let me have 
all I could carry. 

Then came my first bookshelf. It was like 
a puberty rite -- my parents assigned a whole 
shelf for_!!!)'._ use and I lovingly arranged my Tom 
Swift Jr. collection on it. Yes, my first 
collection. I had every single one. An example 
of my book love: I had a poltergeist for a while. 
I don't know what they are and I won't argue with 
anyone who denies their existence. One night I 
woke up to see my bookshelf emptying itself onto 
the floor. I was outraged! I sat up and hollered 
"Stop That'." It stopped. In fact, that was near
ly the last incident. Strange But True. 

Now that I have a job and money, I find my 
book love frightening. I want to save money and 
every month I spend at least twice the budgeted 
amount on books, magazines and comics. My col
lection is still modest but it grows. Is it too 
late to save myself? Where can I get help? Maybe 
I should join a bowling league. . . 

Lesleigh's editorial was good. I'm enjoying 
fanzines immensely, but I do wonder what drives 
people who supply me with so much enjoyment. Do 
faneds wonder that also? She made one cryptic 
remark -- 'hoping to someday expand the Starling 
publishing empire .. . 'That mades me curious. 
Is that a referance to Hank's comments on getting 
your book reviews broadcast in other cities? Or 
do you have other sturnine schemes? 

++Around here, we call our poltergeist 
'cacs.' As for other schemes, well, funny you 
should ask. This issue should provide the 
answer -- HL++ 

Don Fitch, 3908 Frija, Covina, CA 91722 

Perhaps I was born too late to appreciate the 
fullness of the magic of the circus, but magic 
it was, as I remember old people talking about 
memories of it back in a Golden Age before motion 
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pictures (much less television) brought frequent 
visions of the wide world to every little town. 
It's been years since my father got me up before 
five in the morning and took me on a mysterious 
trip downtown, were we waited, standing along a 
shabby street near the railroad yards, all my 
excited questions shushed or put off . . .  until 
the cry arose from down the street -- "The ele
phants are coming!" The elephants, and the 
horses, pulled those beautiful, glittering-in
the-sunrise wagons and cages of Ferocious Wild 
Animals and great Chariots in which the Gods 
themselves might ride. Then it was passed, and 
we drove out to the Fairgrounds, after eating 
breakfast. There was a big open field with 
elephants and hourses around it, and lots of 
people busy doing things, and all of a sudden 
the whole enormous field began to rise up into 
the air as the animals and men hauled on lines, 
and The Big Top was Up. Maybe someday I'll 
go to the circus again, and probably will enjoy 
it, but. . •  it won't be the same. 

Richard Labonte, Tatty Hill, R.R. 2, Calabogie, 
Ont., CANADA 

My admiration for Mike Carlson is boundless. 
When I left work as night city editor of The 
Citizen to move to what has come to be known as 
Tatty Hill, and gave up a sizable income in so 
doing, I resigned myself to not seeing a lot of 
films and not buying a lot of books on which I 
was used to disposing my income; and I vowed to 
make lists -- in a negative way, of course, of 
what I was missing -- during the year or so I 
plan to live rurally, dealing with broken water 
pumps and prickly hay bales and bloated mice 
bodies in the scummy cistern and great cabbage
eating caterpillars, and all the good things,too. 

However, Carlson's article was a lovely 
match with John Alderson's "Have You Read Them 
All?" Last weekend, as several of the others who 
form the co-operative which bought this farm were 
helping me build bookcases for my collection, I 
got the same question. 

In my case, of course, I answered no. That's 
why I quit working, after all, and am trying to 
make a minimal living off free-lance writing and 
lots of reading, some of it for reviewing. 

Buck Coulson, Route 3, Hartford City, 
IN 47348 

Boy, the fans today sure don't have any 
stamina. When YANDRO was 13 years old, it still 
came out monthly, though admittP.dly it did slow 
down when it got past 20. And what do you mean, 
you aren't as young as you were? What do you 
think that makes me feel like? Or Harry Warner? 
(Of course, Harry was never as young as he once 
was, but there are a few other doddering survivors 
around who read your magazine.) 

My· only collection is science fiction, really. 
Anything,else, I bought to read (or Juanita bought 
to read) and then saved because I might want to 
read them again. The science fiction started that 
way, and I still read most of what I buy, but it 
has partially become a mania, like stamp collect
ing. Alderson doesn't cover that sort of collect
ion; books that are collected only to complete a 
set, or because the collector doesn't have a copy, 
even though he never intends to read them. I buy 
some that way, and I'm ashamed of it; books and 
magazines are to be read. But I still do it, 
salving my conscience by only picking them up 
cheap at secondhand bookstores and flea markets. 
(Reading matter I am willing to pay full price 
for.) But why is there a completist instinct? 
Why should anyone want the comlete first editions 
of Edgar Rice Burroughs, say, when the paperbacks 
are as easily readable and Burroughs is hardly 
worth reading anyway? It happens, hut why? It's 
not the value of the books my unread secondhand 
stf paperbacks have almost no value at all. 

WF ALSO HEARD FROM: Jim Barker: "Is there some 
sort of symbiotic link hetween you and Terry 
Hughes or are you just good friends? Both Star
ling and MOTA plopped through my letterbox on the 
same day and both have such similar covers. . . " 
Glenn Garrett writes to recommend the group Grimms, 
a very Bonzoid band.Murray Hoare, Taral Wayne 
MacDonald, Larry Reams, Joe Sanders, Freff, Owen 
Hanner, Ricahrd·Brunin�, Herbert Summerlin, Angus 
Taylor, Joe Pearson, Seth Goldberg, Andy Whitehead, 
Gil Gaier, Randy �eichardt, '-!arty Levine, Doup,_ 
Bar hour, 'I.arc Schirmeis ter, Tony Renner, Wally 
Stoelting, Steve �cDonald, Jeffrey R. Kipper, 
Gra Poole, Jim Headows, Kevin J. Easthorpe. 
Wally Smart, Brian Earl Brown, �1. 1<. Dipre, Bill 
Bridget, Lester Boutillier, Carolyn Doyle, John 
J. Alderson, Eric Lindsay, Jeff Frane, Lou Stathis,
Juanita Coulson 
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by Michael Carlson 

I'm desperate for hard-boiled fiction. I 
still refuse to read The Dain Curse, because when 
I do read it I will have no more Dashiell Hammett 
to discover. I once paid a dealer a ridiculous 
sum for a book called Silver Wings, by Raoul 
Whitfield, the hardest of the hard-boiled writers. 
It turned out to be a collection of articles from 
Boy's Life about aviation. I've found Gores, 
Garfield, Westlake, Simon, Parker, et., and still 
I'm desperate. 

Which may explain why I bought the John 
Franklin Bardin Omnibus one afternoon in Knights
bridge, walking to the the tube after a day of 
substitute teaching. Or maybe it was the thought 
of the 15 minute ride, with nothing to read. 
Whatever the cause, the effect was that I walked 
into the bookstore, as I am wont to do, and walked 
out with three novels, in one volume, for 95p. 
The blurb on the back said that the three novels 
Bardin wrote between 1946 and 48 were "all dis
tinguished by� hallucinatory intensity of feeling 
and an absorption in morbid psychology remarkable 
for the period," and it is no exaggeration. Al
though they don't fall into the hard-boiled school 
at all, these are remarkable crime fictions. 

In the first, The Deadly Percheron, a man 
(Jacob Blunt) tells a psychiatrist(Paul Matthews) 
that leprechauns are paying him to do outrageous 
things. He takes Matthews to meet the leprechauns. 
It all is leading to murder, of course, but before 
anything is solved, Matthews wakes up to find that 
he has lost months of his life, and in fact, 
is no longer Paul Matthews. 

In The Last of Philip Banter, the title 
character, is is having problems with his ad
vertising work, and drinking too much, finds a 
manuscript on his desk, apparently written by 
himself, which describes eve�ts that are going 
to happen. They do. Is he going crazy? Is he 
writing these notes to himself? If not, who is? 
Paul Matthews figures in this novel, too; he 
solves the eventual murder, but not before he 
and everyone else fail to prevent it from happen
ing in the first place by being more perceptive. 
The ending is old-time detective story stuff, 
with Matthews assembling all the suspects to
gether, and Perry Mason-ing the confession out 
of one of them. 

The similarities of both these novels to 
Dick's work are evident. Not only is the nature 
of reality unclear to the character (or charaters) 
in the book, but it is also unclear to the read
er, who is never sure what is "really" happening 
and what is a figment of a character's imagination. 

The flaws in the two Bardin books are exactly 
the flaws that plagued Dick's frentic sf novels, 
written in their (of necessity) rushed style. At 
the end, the effort to tie up all the loose ends, 
remove all the ambiguities, resolve all the con
flicts, invariably proves too much for the struc
tures of the novel. Even if it makes sense, the 
denoument is never as satisfying as the mysteries 
that came before it; the certainties are not as 
interesting as the uncertainties. This is where 
this type of book differs from the whodunit, which 
Continued on page 30 

21 



0M 
AE 

ZM 

zo 
R 

I 

E 

s 

by 
Ted 
V\/hite 

When I moved to New York City 
twenty-one years old, married, and 

✓- . 

brought with me to that city a few pieces 
of handmedown furniture, a typewriter (the same 
one on which I am writing this), and about fif
teen hundred jazz albums. 

For the previous six or seven years I had 
been immersing myself deeper and deeper into 
jazz but almost entirely via recordings and 
books. I could count the number of times I'd 
been to a live performance on the fingers of 
one hand. 

I had relatively little interest then in 
becoming a writer; my ambitions were editorial. 
And they were even narrower: I was interested 
in becoming an editor in one of two fields, 
both of them small, almost closed circles: 
science fiction and jazz writing. (Ultimately I 
realized this ambition, and became a science 
fiction magazine editor, but that's another 
story entirely, and it took place somewhat 
later.) 

At that time th2re were four jazz publica
tions. The best-known (and only survivor today) 
was Down Beat, a bi-weekly which I had been 
reading since 1953. In my opinion (circa 1959) 
it had gone down hill badly when Nat Hentoff 
stopped writing the record reviews and left his 
editorial chair (for a more prominent voice in 
the liberal mainstream publications like Sat
urday Review) to be taken over by Gene Lees. 
(Today Gene Lees writes an opinionated and often 
foolishly ignorant column for High Fidelity 
magazine.) 

Down Beat's only real competitor was 
Metronome. Metronome was an older magazine (it 
had been in the music business for most of the 
20th century and had become devoted to jazz in the 
1940's) and was by the late fifties a faltering 
enterprise. Although brilliantly edited by Bill 
Coss a man I was to come to know and admire, the 
maga;ine was laid out by its printer with a re
sultingly sloppy appearance, and was so spottily 
distributed that I never saw a copy until I'd 
already been reading Down Beat for three years. 
When I first visited Metronome's offices (if I 
may get the jump on myself for a moment) in the 
fall of 1959, the magazine was in a state of 
suspension which was to last four months. 
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Jazz Review was a semi-pro/e�&-tonal jazz 
magazine co-edited by Nat Hent0.tf ani;l Martin 
Williams. The magazine was devot:ecCJ"if scholarly 
musical analyses by Gunther Schuller'''of 1933 Duke 
Ellington recordings and the like, and achieved 
only minimal newstand distribution. There was 
also a digest sized publication put out on the 
west Coast by Ralph Gleason called Jazz Quarterly; 
it appeared only in some book stores. 

This was the field I wanted to find a place 
in. 

My first step was to assemble a sample 
collection of my jazz writing, since I was aware 
that most of the material in the jazz magazines 
was staff-written, and I assumed that an editor
ial position would include some staff-writing. 
I did a club-date review, a couple of album 
reviews, and a piece which I called �Review in 
Depth,,'.' in which several albums were reviewed 
in a common cont�xt. These I took to the New 
York offices of Down Beat. 

I was in for a rude awakening. The "New York 
offices" of Down Beat were rented desk space in 
a corner of a mid-town office building, space 
just accomodating enough for one man. That man 
was George Hoeffer, the "New York editor" of 
Down Beat. The magazine's main editorial offices 
were in Chicago, where it was published. 

George was an elderly man (who died only a 
few years later) whose column, "The Hot Box," 
in Down Beat was devoted to the nostalgic remin
iscences of the Good Old Days of '30's jazz, 
jazz record collecting, and the like. George had 
himself been a mainstay of that long-gone era, 
and it says a lot about the man that never (to 
my knowledge) in all his years in the field had 
he ever made an enemy. He was very kind to me, 
carefully pointing out that although he could 
use some help, there was no budget for it. He did 
suggest sending my sample pieces to Chicago to 
see if the editor there (Gene Lees) might want 
to use them. It wasn't what I wanted, but I was 
happy for even such crumbs tossed my way. Alas, 
Gene Lees not only did not want my pieces, he re
jected th2m rather nastily, perhaps with that act 
creating the enmity which grew up between the 
Down Beat staff and me over the next couple of 
years. 

George suggested I try Bill Coss over at 
Metronome, and since that was next on my list, 
I did so. 

The Metronome offices were more what I'd 
expected. The main editorial offices had a nice 
stereo system (stereo was new then) and a good 
library of records. (Later I was to understand 
how that library was maintained -- reviewers had 
to return the records after reviewing them.) Bill 
Coss was a balding, genial man who instantly made 
me at my ease, and we chatted for more than an 
hour. (Bill had been at one time very close to 
Charles Mingus, who was then my greatest idol 
among jazz greats; what Bill told me about his 
experiences with Mingus profoundly depressed me, 
though, as would my own subsequent contact with 
the man.) Unfortunately, Bill told me, the De
cember(l959) issue would be the last for a while 
(and the copy I picked up there was to become a 
collector's item; very few copies were ever dis
tributed). He hoped to find new backing for the 
magazine, but it was at the moment just about 
bankrupt. If he did find new backing, he told 
me, he'd take me �for sure. He like my writing 
and would like to use whatever among my samples 



I 

would not be out of date by whenever they resumed 
public at ions. 

That winter was a cold one for me. Deter
mined to make it as a writer or editor in New 
York City, I refused to get a regular job and 
subsisted on whatever I could sell. I sold just 
about enough to earn eating money, and never 
again have I been so clos� to stony-broke for a 
period of as many months. I did a lot of walking, 
saving even the (then) 15� subway fare.when I 
could. Occasionally I'd go see Bill Coss, and 
he was always encouraging -- practically the only 
encouraging person I met during that time, in 
fact. 

I knew I was out of my depth with Jazz 
Review, but I tried without success to sell to 
Jazz Quarterly, only to be told that it too was 
folding; Gleason's funds had run out and it had 
never been a financial success. A small ($100) 
sale to Playboy bouyed me for a time, and I wrote 
some slush for a men's sweat magazine a friend 
edited -- they interspersed lurid articles about 
"the jazz world" with picture-spreads of un
clothed ladies -- but felt bad about doing it: 
I was simply propagating the second-hand myths 
about the jazz world which the public would have 
been better disabused of. 

Then, early in the spring, Bill called. They 
had a new publisher for Metronome! A new staff, 
art director, everything! (Of course I was dis
appointed to find I was not on that staff -- at 
least not in a salaried position -- but I was 
told I'd be a "contributing editor," and a 
regular contributor.) Bill particularly liked my 
idea of a "Review in Depth." He wanted to use 
that as a regular column title in each issue. 
I'd written a piece over the winter about Ornette 
Coleman, who was just then making his first real 
impact on Eastern jazz circles, and the piece 
had.been rejected by both Jazz Quarterly and Jazz 
Review (whose co-editor, Martin Williams, was 
exercising a proprietary interest in and over 
Ornette). The piece was not in the format of the 
previous sample "Review in Depth," but Bill 
loved it and said hP wanted to use it as the 
first column. I was elated. 

The first "revived" issue of Metronome was 
the June, 1960 issue. It had ,, handsome niw 
package, really innovative graphics, and solid 
contents. I was proud to be part of it. (In 
addition to the column, I contributed a book 
review.) 

During this same period radio station WNCN
FM had been running a "jazz segment" for six 
hours each evening. This segment was made up of 
hourly shows produced by most of the heavies 
in New York jazz-writing circles. That spring 
they announced the publication of a monthly pro
gram guide, Jazz Guide. I subscribed, of course, 
and as it happened the first issue arrived about 
two days after the June Metonome was published. 
When I looked through the issue and saw that it 
featured articles as well as program listings, I 
decided to call up the editor and see if there 
was anything in it for me. 

By a marvelous coincidence, the editor had 
just read my piece on Ornette Coleman in Metronome 
when I called, and was effusively pleased to hear 
from me. "Come right up," was about the way he 
put it. (Reaction in Chicago to my piece was 
negative. Down Beat had been very scornful about 
Coleman for more than a year, but had finally 
decided to do a piece on him in the issue which 

came out the same week as did the Metroname with 
my piece. Paranoia apparently ran high in 
Chicago in those days; I was told my name had 
gone in their "enemies list". But then, only 
Down Beat people were unhappy with Metronome's 
revival. They took the notion of competitiveness 
far too seriously.) 

The editor of Jazz Guide was the man who'd 
put together the entire concept of the jazz pro
gramming for WNCN-FM and sold it to them as an 
independant producer. His name was Tom Wilson, 
and he'd been a man on the go since his under
graduate days at Harvard, when he'd started up 
the brilliant Transition label, released the 
first recordings by both Sun Ra and Cecil Taylor, 
among two dozen albums or so. Later he had pro
duced several jazz albums for United Artists, and 
yet later (after I knew him) he would produce 
for Savoy in that label's last spurt of activity. 
Subsequently, he produced Bob Dylan's early albums, 
the first album by the Mothers, etc. I have no 
idea what he's doing today. 

Tom was a pleasure to meet. Black, six and 
a half feet tall, totally confident of his abil
ity to carry out anything he put his hand to, 
he had an enthusiasm which was infectious. I 
used to love to visit him, just to listen to him 
talk. 

Almost his first words to me, upon meeting 
me, were to offer me a column in Jazz Guide. I 
took him up on it, of course, and had Larry Ivie 
(then a struggling young artist and a friend of 
mine, later the editor-publisher of Larry Ivie's 
Monsters & Heroes in the late sixties) design 
for me a column-head which bore a sketch of my 
profile -- very handsome and it even looked a 
little like me as well. 

And, suddenly, with the publication of my 
first piece in Metronome I was part of the 
fraternity -- I was a "jazz critic." I received 
invitations to press parties, concerts, etc; 
several record companies put me on their mailing 
lists for reviewers' copies; I was quoted in 
others' liner notes (I was proudest of a quote 
in Nat Hentoff's notes for a Candid Abbie 
Lincoln album, largely because Hentoff had been 
for yenrs one of my heroes.)! was even mention
ed in one set of notes (for a live Eric Dolphy 
album) simply for the fact that I was there and 
part of the event. I took part in Met�e's 
sponsorship of the "Jazz in the Garden" series 
at the Museum of Modern Art (a series which 
still continues today under other sponsorship, 
but Metronome launched it), I was a regular 
at the Five Spot and Showplace jazz clubs; it 
was pretty exciting for a kid just turned 22. 

What I had not realized, however, was the 
extent to which those who dominated the tiny 
field of jazz criticism jealously guarded their 
dominions. My first inkling of this was when I 
picked up a copy of Jazz Review and found, in a 
column of clippings and notes (originally 
Hentoff's, but by then taken over by Martin 
Williams) a quote from my piece on Ornette 
Coleman -- sneeringly pulled from context and 
condescendingly dismissed by Williams. (I should 
have expected it; I had not only quoted Williams 
in my article, I had taken issue with him on 
several points.) 

Later I discovered other ways in which various 
"deans" of jazz criticism tried to sew up the 
bag: at that time a liner note assignment from a 
record company was good for $75.00. Leonard 
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Feather had canvassed a number of record compan
ies offering them a package deal -- in return 
for the exclusive rights to do notes for their 
jazz releases, Feather would do those notes for 
$25.00 each. Thus he not only undersold his 
fellow liner note writers, but denied them whole 
markets. 

The question of liner notes was always a bit 
thorny, though. Liner notes are all too often 
enthusiastic plugs for the record they accompany. 
How can a critic reconcile this with his supposed 
critical stance in the pages of a jazz magazine? 
How can he laud an album in its notes and then 
turn around and give it an unbiased review? 

The obvious answer was the path I chose: I 
did notes only for the albums of people whose 
work I genuinely liked (usually because they 
asked me to in the first place) and I never 
reviewed any record for which I did the notes. 
But, it should be mentioned that I did compara
tively few album notes, and it was not difficult 
to find others for review. 

July 4th, 1960, was the weekend of the annual 
Newport Jazz Festival. Torn Wilson wanted me to 
cover the festival for Jazz Guide, and I drove up 
with several members of the Metronome staff. But 
when I got to the Festival p,rounds and headed for 
the press tent, I found that George Wein was not 
prepared to issue me press credentials -- even 
with Bill Coss standing right at my side, vouching 
for me. 

That gave the festival a bad taste for me, 
and the antics of thousands of beer-besotted kids 
did nothing to improve my mood. As it happened, 
that year a rump festival was being held at the 
nearby Cliff Walk Manor, sponsored by one of the 
original Newport founders and co-sponsored by 
Charles Mingus and Max Roach. Now Mingus, as I 
said, was one of my biggest idols among jazz 
musicians/composers, and I decided to attend the 
rump festival. lwas glad I did. I had a chance 
to meet and talk with Ornette Coleman, and the 
music -- by Mingus, Roach and Coleman and their 
respective groups -- was superlative. Max Roach 
took a drum solo which literally stunned me (and 
I was never a fan of drum solos), and both Mingus 
and Ornette were in top form. Only one incident 
marred the proceedings at all: tear gas drifted 
down from the main festival, a mile �way, still 
strong enough to tear our eyes and make our 
noses run. 

After the evening's concert was over I de
cided I'd had enough of Newport and drove north 
to Boston to see friends. As I left Newport I had 
to go through a police blockade: they were 
letting people out, but no one was getting in. 
That and the tear gas made me wonder. The head
lines of the newspapers the next day confirmed 
what I'd suspected: Newport had had its first 
full-scale riot. 

I called up Harlan Ellison, who was sharing 
my apartment at that time, from Boston, and he 
suggested I do a piece on the festival for Rogue. 
At that time Rogue was published by William 
Hamling and edited by Frank Robinson, and Harlan 
had close ties with both. Rogue was trying to 
go the Playboy route with quality contents, but 
on a much smaller budget. Ultimately it failed 
and was sold to another publisher, to become 
just another girly magazine. However, at this 
time (1960) it was a good magazine to appear in, 
and paid more money that I'd yet received from 
any market (save the Playboy sale). When I got 
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back to New York, I gathered up all the newspaper 
reports I could find, fleshed their facts out 
with my own experiences, and produced a rather 
turgid article. Harlan immediately rewrote the 
first paragraph or two for me, and Frank Robinson 
virtually rewrote the entire piece, rearranging 
it and turning it into a far better article than 
anything I was then capable of. It was called 
"Riot at Newport," and was held up to Rogue writ
ers for the next several years as a model of what 
a Rogue article should be. Thus I became Rogue's 
resident jazz expert, and I did several more 
pieces for the magazine in the next year, the 
best of which was "Balladiers and Billyclubs," a 
report on the Washington Square Folksinger Protest 
which was entirely my own writing and a piece of 
journalism of which I am still proud. 

Meanwhile, back at Metronome there was a 
palace revolution. A new man went to the pub
lisher and had Bill Coss fired (Bill ended up on 
the New York Down Beat desk soon after that)and 
himself hired as his replacement. The new man 
(whose name no longer sticks with me) wanted to 
make Metronome a journal of the beat generation, 
and succeeded largely in frightening all the 
advertisers away, so that within a little over a 
year the magazine would fold. 

The new man took exception to the fact that 
I was billed as "A contributing editor of 
Metronome" in Rogue and promptly killed my column 
(which had by then become "Reviews in Context"). 
I was left with only record reviews to contribute. 
These paid $5.00 each (and did not include keep
ing the records, which meant that if I liked the 
album I had to spend most of that $5.00 just to 
buy a copy for myself -- if I couldn't promote 
one from the company in question), and I tried to 
get no less than six into each issue, just so I 
could average $30.00 a month for reviews. I never 
did. No matter how many I submitted, they never 
printed more than five an issue, often less. 

Jazz Guide, in the meantime, had folded after 
publishing a Newport issue complete with both my 
"Scandal at Newport" article and a column; I'd 
actually appeared in two of the only three iss�es. 
But Wilson's current financial empire was coming 
apart at the seams; the jazz segment on WNCN-FM 
had failed to attract enough advertisers, and 
shortly faded away. Tom joined Savoy records for 
a while, and then dreamed up a more ambitious 
magazine. 33 Guide was to be a publication sold 
in record stores which reviewed the current crop 
of records -- in all categories. Accompanying 
each brief review would be a picture of the album 
cover (a brand new idea then). Both Harlan Ellison 
(whom I'd introduced to Torn) and I contributed to 
the two issues which actually came out. I did the 
bulk of my reviews as "Ron Archer", since the 
stuff I was reviewing was mostly schlock. The 
magazine did not make it. 

I found myself drifting away from jazz. I'd 
had too much of it in too concentrated a dose over 
a period of two years. I'd listened only to what 
I considered the "best" jazz until I became a 
"critic." And that was easy to enjoy. But 
Sturgeon's Law applies to iazz as to other areas 
of art and literature: 90% of what is produced is 
crap; only 10% is worthwhile. As a fan of jazz 
I enjoyed the top 10%. As a reviewer I had to 
listen to the other 90%. And, since I was a con
scientious reviewer, that meant I had to really 
listen to that other 90%, playing records through 
several times while giving them my fullest atten-
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tion. It burned me out. I developed an attitude 
of contempt toward much of what I heard (and much 
of it was deserving of contempt -- that was the 
era of fashionable funk, when every jazz album 
had "Soul" in the title), and all too little that 
was corning out was in any respect new or of inno
vative value. The exceptions were Roland Kirk 
(whose debut album I lauded) and Eric Dolphy 
(who I first heard playing with Mingus at the 
Showplace and whose death in 1964 was a terrible 
tragedy). Too many of the important and innova
tive jazz musicians/composers of the fifties had 
slid into obscurity. Jimmy Giuffre played with 
an interesting group at the Five Spot, made an 
important album with the Stutgart Symphony 
Orchestra, and disappeared. Teddy Charles left 
music to take up yachting. George Russell made 
Jazz in the Space Age -- easily the most import� 
ant album of the year (1960) -- and disappeared. 
Only Gil Evans, riding the popularity of his 
collaborations with Miles Davis, was still re
cording -- and his second Impulse album was his 
in name only, being devoted to the arrangements 
and groups of others. 

1 found myself turning increasingly to more 
classical music, 20th century music if you will 
-- getting deeper into Stravinsky and Bartok, 
discovering Boulanger, Poulanc and Ives, snapping 
up every album of electronic or tape-recorder 
music then available (much easier then than it 
is today -- and more rewarding as well). I need
ed to restore my own sense of wonder in music. 

During this time I was also becoming increas
ingly involved in my other love, science fiction, 
writing my first stories, getting into editorial 
work. I sold my first sf in 1962; six months 
later I was an assistant editor of The Magazine 
of Fantasy & Science Fiction. 

Metronome folded. The editorial staff (save 
the New Man) tried it again with Jazz, to which 
I contributed gratis several reviews before it 
metamorphosed into Jazz & Pop, discovered Maoism, 
and folded at the end of the decade. But I was 
tired of the jazz world. It was, underneath all, 
sordid,dorninated by people whose minds or interests 
were unhealthy -- who had vested interests in 
keeping musicians into hard drugs, or had morbid 
sexual proclivities, or who were out and out 
criminals (one night the co-owner of Birdland was 
shot to death at his bar). The fraternity of jazz 
critics was an incestuous little group who alter
nately fed upon and knifed each other. And there 
was damned little money to be had in it. 

I realise now that I didn't really promote 
myself. I wasn't pushy enough. I had an offer 
to produce an album for a young vibraharpist, but 
turned it down, saying, "I don't know anything 
about that kind of thing -- you need someone with 
experience." Thus I passed up a chance to enter 
the recording industry. Ah well. I didn't heat 
down the doors of record companies, either for 
free albums (good for cash if you knew where to 
take them) or for liner-note assignments. I 
couldn't gear myself to become a hustler -- and 
that's what it required, in order to make a de
cent 1i ving. 

So, in the spring of 1962 I drifted out. I 
haven't bought more than a couple of hundred jazz 
albums in the twelve years since, The best, I am 
still convinced, I already had. In 1964 I bought 
a 45-single by The Beach Boys, "I Get Around," 
and found new excitement in the suddenly opening
up world of rock music. Today my rock collection 

is nearly the size of my jazz collection -- and I 
listen to the better albums (especially those im
ported from Europe) with all the enthusiasm I 
once felt -- almost twenty years ago -- for jazz. 

And so it goes. 

Children's TV 

I 
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by �ake Schurnacher 
Ge�innings: 1947-1953 

The first real success in children's televi
sion was the "Small Fry Club", which premiered in 
1947 on DuMont's WABD in New York. Simple and 
friendly, it featured slides, silent films and 
puppets, and its popularity helped boost early 
television's strength. Another popular pioneer 
was NBC's "Howdy Doody" (1947-60,½ hr., M-F), 
which reached 15 million children a day at its 
height. Fast-paced and rather loud, the show soon 
grew badly over commercialized. 

These were ealy evening shows. DuMont in
itiated early morning programming with "DuMont 
Kindergarten" (1948, ½ hr., M-F), featuring Pat 
Meikle, sketching to illustrate stories she told. 
It was well received and inexpensively simple. 
It was joined by the "Children's Hour" (NBC, 1949), 
a TV version of the popular Sunday morning radio 
show. 

But none of these equalled what Jack Gould 
has called "TV's first classic" and the late 
Robert Sherwood, "an electronic fairy-tale" -
"Kukla, Fran and Ollie," Created by puppeteer 
Burt Tillstrorn in 1947 on NBC (later moving to 
ABC), it was the first children's program to hint 
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at what a creative artist could do with the 
medium. The interaction between the puppets and 
Fran, the on-camera human, was genuine; and the 
puppet stage semmed peculiarly appropriate to the 
size and the shape of the TV screen. Tillstrom 
once listed the important qualities of the show 
as simplicity, sincerity, fidelity to fact, imagina
tion, and intimacy -- essential ingedients for 
excellence. The show was cut to 15 minutes in 
1951, to a single half-hour a week in 1952, and 
finally was forced off altogether, for three rea
sons: its novelty had worn off; the curious 
audience it attracted (60% adults, 40% 4-10 year 
olds) made an advertising approach difficult; and 
the experimental air of the new industry itself 
found sponsors more interested in "shopping 
around." (Life 12/24/51) 

"Mr I. Magination", with Paul Tripp (1949) 
consisted of pleasant stories acted out in "far 
off" places; the show won many prizes but soon was 
also dropped for lack of sponsor interest. 1949 
also saw "Captain Video" on DuMont: it was pre
sented live 5 days a week from New York, and its 
adventure/action won it a large following. It was 
followed by a geries of imitators: Space Patrol" 
(1950) and "Tom Corbett" (1950) being the most 
notable. They were pure entertainment and very 
popular. 

By 1951, the number of children's programs 
had grown considerably. There were variety, hobby, 
and cartoon shows; elementary science instruction; 
circus programs; the "Gabby Hayes Show", about 
American history; and "The Magic Slate", an excel
lent twice-monthly series of dramatized classics. 
The schedule already emphasized weekend programming 
to the neglect of weekday fare. But the ugliest 
aspect of the schedule was the number of shows 
forcing children into adult roles: children's 
fashion shows, talent shows, and boxing shows -
"Junior Gym", "All Pals Together", and "Kid 
Gloves" -- in which boys as young as 3 years old 
" 1 earn fellowship, sportsmanship and self-defense 
in brief, amusing bouts" with "gloves so soft 
they couldn't hurt." Mercifully these programs all 
had short lives. 

There were other very good shows: "Zoo 
Parade" with Marlin Perkins was a precursor to the 
more sophisticated "Wild Kingdom"; &nd "Watch Mr. 
Wizard" (NBC, 1951) with Don Herbert taught ele
mentary physics, chemistry and biology to audiences 
of 8-13 year olds for 14 years. 

\�I 
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In 1952 and '53 respectively, came "Ding-Dong 

School" (NBC) and "Romper Room" (syndicated),

sharing the concept of a pre-schooler's school

room. "Ding-Dong", with Dr. Frances Horwich, was

commercially very successful: the show cost NBC

$6,400 a week to produce, and was sold for
approximately $20,000 weekly, an annual profit

of over half a million dollars, not counting

commercial slots and merchandise tie-ins.
"Romper Room", still going, was first seen

locally in Baitimore, then sold as a "kit" to

other stations. Everything takes place in a for

mal, classroom setting, with little creativity or

humor. The prevailing mood is condesccsion -
"The philosophy is that kids are little creatures
who must be taught their ABC's." The show also,
as was pointed out by Action for Children's
Television, is in essence one hour-long commercial
for Romper Room products. 

In Full Swing: 1954-1960

By 1954 children's programming was an integral,

if small, part of network schedules. The next 6
years saw the rise of the episodic telefilm, which

was to greatly influence future children's schedules,

and the exploration/exploitation of a whole field

of literature. 
In October 1954 Walt Disney entered television

with "Disneyland", which attracted a huge audience

of children and adults alike and soon became an in
stitution, reaching about 40,000,000 homes. It was 
sure-fire entertainment -- the famous Disney char
acters and animation, a top-notch staff of writers, 
a highly professional, if somewhat slick 
and highly professional, is somewhat slick, pro
ductions. Its success encouraged a second venture 
into television a year later. "The Mickey Mouse 
Club" was hosted by the Mouseketeers, culled from 
children's amateur hours across the country; some 
of the filmed segments of the program were good, 
but the quality was generally erratic. Worst was 
Disney's sell-out: in the first 60-minute show 
there were 20 commercials, one even interrupting 
a cartoon. It paid off for Disney, but at the 
expense of his audience. 

At about the same time, a local NYC program 
on ABC called "Tinker's Workshop", consisting of 
low-key talk, cartoons and do-it-yourself projects, 
was consistently drawing a larger Manhattan aud
ience than CBS's high-budget "Morning Show" and 
NBC's "Today" show combined. The creator and 
host was Bob Keeshan, and the program a crude but 
direct ancestor of "Captain Kangaroo", which 
Keeshan began on CBS in October of '55. 

"Captain Kangaroo" is in my opinion one of 
the best children's shows to date. Keeshan sum
marized the key to the program's excellence: 

,le have respect for our audience. We operate 
on the aonviction that it is composed o.f young 
children of potentially good taste, and that 
this taste should be r1eveloped. He seeks "a 
direct relationship with the kids in the aud
ience. f-!hat we do is not as important as how 
uJe do it. 

The program's structure is complex. Interaction 
between the gentle Captain, Hr. Greenjeans, and 
the puppets is interspersed with musical sequences, 
live animals, singing and reading, but the show 
progresses freely and naturally. The intrigues, 
sub-plots and humor are often subtle but without 
fail delightful. Shown fairly regularly are two 
series of cartoons which Keeshan commissions from 
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Terrytoons, which are as delicate and intelligent 
as the rest of the program. 

Of course there are failings. It is geared 
primarily towards the white, middle-class child; 
the Captain also does some of the advertisements, 
and his warm appeal makes this twice as dangerous. 
Yet the realistic choice Keeshan had to make was 
accept the commercials or face sure death for the 
program. The program, one of the longest-running 
on TV, started slow: CBS lost more than a million 
dollars a year on it for its first 5 years, a 
commendable act of confidence on the network's 
part. 

The sudden flood of episodic telefilms in 
1956 and '57 had its effect on children's pro
gramming. Previous films -- Hopalong Cassidy, 
The Lone Ranger (1949), The Cisco Kid (1951), 
Topper (1953) and Rin Tin Tin (1954) -- had all 
done well with the children, and when the new 
telefilms (mostly westerns) left prime-time, 
they were slotted into children's hours, in the 
early evening or on Saturday morning. Expressly 
for children was "Robin Hood" (CBS, '55), a 
first-rate series filmed in England with an all
British cast; soon came "Superman", "Sheena", 
and Disney's extraordinarily popular "Zorro" 
(1957), which alone had more than 500 tie-in items 
on sale for children. 

During the 1957-58 season, one network rep
resentative was quoted as saying, "We're high, 
very high, on kid spectaculars right now" These 
spectaculars came largely from one sauce, fairy
tales, whose appeal was widespread and proven. In 
presenting "innocuous fantasy" the networks avoided 
controversy, altering the stories where necessary 
to eliminate violence or even unhappy endings. 
Another reason was thatnublic-domain fairy-tales, 
with no royalties, freed more money for production. 
Practically every well-known story was dramatized 
between 1954 and 1960. NBC's "Peter Pan", with 
Mary Martin, began and closed the era with excel
lent productions -- the two hour 1960 showing of 
"Peter Pan" reached a record 24,300,00 homes. In 
between were Rogers and Hammerstein's "Cinderella", 
S. J. Perelman's adaptation of "Aladdin", Mickey 
Rooney as Pinnochio, Van Johnson as the Pied Piper 
and Charlton Heston in "The Beauty and the Beast", 
to name a few. Henry Jaffe, half of the brother 
team that produced "Peter Pan", created a one-year 
series of fairy-tales, "Shirley Temple's Story 
Book" (NBC, 1958). 

The t1inow [ra: 1961-1963 
In 1957, two former MGM cartoonists named 

William Hanna and Joe Barberra sold a batch of 
sample cartoons ("Ruff n' Reddy" to NBC, using 
what they called "planned" animation, which 
simplified the action to same time and money. 
The cartoons were a success, because their only 
real competition was about 1,000 faded movie 
cartoons, played over and over on children's 
shows. In 1958 they produced an all-cartoon 
half-hour series, "Huckleberry Hound", which 
they soon follo.Jed with "Quick-Draw McGraw", 
"Yogi Bear" and "Topcat", all in limited anima
tion. In 1961 they produced the first prime
time cartoon, "The Flintstones", another instant 
success. 

Hanna-Barberra's limited animation was re
sponsible for making animation feasible for more 
than an occasional TV special, but in the process 
quality was relegated to quantity. There successes 
were follwed by other animation companies, and 

soon numbers of cheap, low quality cartoons flood
ed childen's air-time. But the low quality of the 
limited animation cartoons was not inherent in the 
style: creativity and respect for the audience, 
here as elsewhere, could achieve fine results. By 
far the best example of a quality cartoon series 
was "Bullwinkle" (1960, syndicated), created and 
written by Bill Scott and animated by Jay Ward 
Productions. 

Though in limited animation, "Bullwinkle" 
often achieved startling and sparkling visual 
effects. Most important, however, was the writing, 
since limited animation was, according to Scott, 
"essentially a story medium." "Bullwinkle"'s seg
ments included the serialized adventures of himself 
and Rocket J. Squirrel; "Fractured Fairy-Tales", 
narrated by Edward Everett Horton; "Dudley Do-Right, 
Canadian Mountie"; and snippets of Bullwinkle 
reading poetry or blowing magic tricks. The humor 
was wry, sometimes black, infused with punning, 
word-play and allusion -- it has been called almost 
Joycean. The show was both outstanding and popular, 
proving again that it indeed was not what one did 
but how one did it that provided quality. 

In 1961 Newton Minow, in the wake of the 
"wasteland" speech, was emphasizing the need for 
improvement in children's programming. In a 
speech on September 23, 1961, he urged that the 
three networks join in guaranteeing one hour of 
quality children's programming in the late week-
day afternoons, a period which had succumbed to 
telefilm reruns and talk shows, and divide any 
competitive disadvantages. He also suggested that 
children's programming would become a criterion 
for license-renewal. This suggestion (or threat) 
brought quick response from the networks -- meet
ings were held in October to discuss the proposal, 
attended by Frank Stanton and James Aubrey of CBS, 
Robert Sarnoff and Robert Kintner of NBC, and Oliver 
Treyz of ABC. After several meetings, ABC announced 
that it would act independently in developing a 
new show, and formed a children's programming unit 
under Jules Power. Power's previously proposed 
but rejected "Discovery" series went into produc
tion, and I suspect ABC's headstart was a factor 
in their decision. CBS and NBC immediately ceased 
further discussion, and issued announcements about 
"continuing" their own development of additional 
children's programming. 

But the only concrete result of Minow's ag
itation was the afternoon half-hour "Discovery", 
a good example of informative "reality" program
ming aimed at a slightly older (8-14) audience. 
Hosts Frank Buxton and Virginia Gibson were 
thoroughly charming, exhibiting a genuine warmth 
in talking to and not at their viewers, and the 
material was excellent ("Discovery" shot 90% of 
its material itself). Among its best achievements 
was its first program of the 1963 season, "The Day 
Life Be,:;ins'-', an account of reproduction which Jack 
Gould termed "a jewel among documentaries". In 
1964 "Discovery" was moved to Sunday mornings, where 
it soon withered and died, but not before such pro
grams as "Yuri and Irena Discover America", in 
which two Russian adolescents were brought from 
Moscow and filmed as they toured New York, at a 
cost of some $30,000. 

The rest of the "cultural rash of epidemic 
proportions" which the networks had crowed over 
never got off the ground. The major problem was 
clearance from the stations -- as �chert L. Shayon 
described it, the reaction of the station pro
grammers to quality children's show packages was 
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apt to be 
. . . count me out. The show will be a bomb. 
And even if I carried it, I wouldn't put it 
in a good time period. I_f I wanted to put a 
kid show in a good time period, I'd produce 
my own local show and make more money on it 
because it would be educational. 

Also resistant were the ad agencies, who preterred 
to see ratings before advising their clients to 
buy. When Minow left the FCC in 1963, networks 
breathed easier, and the brief scare was quickly 
forgotten. 

Slipping and Sliding: 1964-1�68 
Between 1964 and 1968 childten's programming 

went into a period of receding quality and expand
ing commercialism. A new rash of telefilms were 
produced which followed (or more accurately creat
ed) succeeding crazes of monsters, spies and super
heros -- the later represented chiefly hy "Batman", 
which during the first year of its short life (1966-
68) rose quickly to the top ten. While most of these
telefilms were programmed in prime-time and aimed
nominally at the adult audience, a large part of 
their audience was children. Dreams of quality pro
gramming were fading fast.

And they faded still faster during the week
end. The limited animation cartoons, spurred by 
Hanna-Barberra were filling Saturday and soon Sun
day mornings, atrociously drawn and animated, with 
inane and/or violent and sadistic plots. Toy man
ufacturers, ceral and candy companies flocked to 
buy time; the rate of commercials jumped to twice 
what the National Association of Broadcasters Code 
"recommended" -- as many as 50 minutes of commer
cials in every three hours of programs. With 23½ 
hours of cartoons on Saturday morning alone (1967), 
the networks were turning handsome profits -- and 
besides being cheap, the cartoons could be run S 
times before being syndicated (filmed shows usually 
only being rerun once). The kids, never having seen 
much else, ate them up. 

There were as usual one or two good programs. 
"NBC Children's Theatre", which had begun in 1963 
and was produced by George Heinemann, was present
ing well done productions of "Quillow and the Giant" 
(from the Thurber story), "Stuart Little" and 
"Rabbit Hill". And a 1966 NBC special by Gene Kelly, 
'Jack and the Beanstalk", featured some imaginative 
live action-cum-animation sequences by Hanna
Barberra, perhaps their last creative contribution. 
CBS was continuing its series of "Young People's 
Concerts" with Leonard Bernstein, begun in 1958. 
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NET crept into a more prominent position with 
"Mister Rogers' Neighborhood" (1967), a daily half
hour which attempts to deal seriously with the de
velopment of a child's emotions: Fred Rogers, the 
creator and host, works closely with experts on 
children in creation and refinement of scripts, 
and is highly thought of by many, including Robert 
Keeshan. 

Following the death of Robert Kennedy the 
question of programming quality was again raised 
to the networks. In response, they trimmed their 
most violent cartoons, and initiated yet another 
series of new "educational" shows, which were 
largely unsuccessful. The best of their new efforts 
was the "CBS Children's Film Festival'', which 
offered some excellent foreign films to a young 
audience, including Jacques-Yves Cousteau' "The 
Golden Fish" and Russia's Venice Film Festival 
wjnner,"The Blind Bird." But the quality of a few 
programs could not hide the inferi�rity of the many. 

Quality Revisited: 1969-

Children's programming entered "a new era" 
with the Children's Television Workshop. Announced 
in March of 1968, the Workshop was to be funded by 
the Carnegie and Ford Foundations and the Office of 
Education with $8 million to produce an experimental 
26-week program for preschoolers. Its aim was the
teaching of "recogniLion of letters, numbers, and
simple counting ability; beginning reasoning skills,
vocabulary, and an increased awareness of self and
the world", hopefully to a large audience of dis
advantaged children. Eighteen months of pre-broad
cast research concluded that the best approach was
to utilize the quick style-shift and pace which
"Batman" and "Laugh-In" had brought to commercial
television. In what Time called a "McLuhanesque"
environment, the program -- "Seasame Street" -
taught through live action, puppets, and short film
and animation segments. Information, promotion and
utilization efforts were greater than for any
children's show previously, commercial or noncom
mercial. "Sesame" was hailed from its premiere.

Despite the acclaim, I feel a definte uneasi
ness about the show. Sesame's effects, measured 
by the Educational Testing Service, are concrete. 
The intentions of the writers, producers and re
searchers are I'm sure unimpeachable; its attempts 
to reach the disadvantaged are meritorious; the 
amount of research put into the show is astound
ing in its thoroughness and commendable in its 
persistence; and the animation and puppets are 
among the finest to be found anywhere. 

But the show strikes me as often impersonal, 
a "production number" rather than an attempt to 
relate directly to the child. The fast pace of 
the show may well hold a child's attention, but 
it sacrifices a certain amount of continuity and 
at times verges on hectic. There is still a sexist 
bias to the roles portrayed which the Workshop 
has not appreciably improved. I firmly believe, 
as Aldous Huxley once said, that it is our duty 
to teach our children to mistrust advertising --
a sorry state of affairs, but one which the pec
uliar greed of American capitalism has brought 
about. The use of "commercials" to. teach not only 
confuse the child as to which commercials he can 
believe in and which not, but teach the child to 
accept the concept of commercials as something 
natural and inevitable, which they are not. 

Moreover, the whole idea behind commercials 
is one of control, and a subtle flavor of thought
control pervades the entire program: the emphasis 
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is on achievement, with good behavior and right 
answers to the adults' questions rewarded. I also 
think the children on the program are too often 
shunted around by the adult hosts, ignored if they 
ask the wrong question or fail to ask the right 
one; they seem to be there primarily as tools, 
means being used towards an end, and not treated 
as ends in themselves, the way a Mister Rogers or 
a Captain Kangaroo treats his audience. 

Vital though they are, these criticisms should 
not keep one from viewing the show as 1) far superior 
to nine-tenths of the programming for children on 
television, and 2) imaginative, entertaining, and 
most important, a demonstration of what kinds of 
things money plus talent plus right intention can do. 

"Sesame" seems happily to signal a growing 
popularity and excellence of National Educational 
Television. Following "Sesame"' s success, the Child
ren's Workshop initiated "The Electric Company" 
(1971), designed more heavily on live-action skits, 
and utilizes the somewhat psychedelic effects possible 
with color video. And, in 1970, NET brought back 
"Kukla, Fran and Ollie", somehow quite appropriate 
in this new atmosphere of quality, 

The networks also announced in early '70 
the naming of individuals who would be responsible 
for future children's programming: George 
Heinemann at NBC, Allen Ducovny at CBS, and Chuck 
Jones at ABC. The value of these new bureaucrats 
is dubious; a Children's Workshop executive and 
former network programmer believes the action was 
to take the heat off. "None of them men has any
thing to do with buying kids' shows. The networks 
are delighted by "Sesame Street". If it's around 
they won't really have to do anything." 

An important and growing presence is that of 
Action for Children's Television, a group of women 
started in Boston in 1968. ACT is concentrating its 
attack on commercials and the treatment of child
ren as captive consumers. In February 1970 its 
guidelines were issued by the FCC as a public 
notice, urging that children's programs be totally 
noncommercial, and that 14 hours of programming 
for various age-groups be made available as a 
public service by each station. They have also re
quested equal time to refute misleading commercials 
on children's shows. There has recently been a 
drawing together of television pressure groups: 
the Foundation to Improve Television, the National 
Citizen's Communications Center. With persistence, 
the mini-wasteland of children's TV may yet bloom. 

##In anyone is interested in following Jake's 
researches further, they will probably want to see 
the footnotes which were edited from this pub
lished version. Please send a stamped, self
addressed envelope with your request.## 

• 
MALICE Continued

If this is what Malzberg is trying to do, 
it may not matter that a reader finds his char
acters exaggerated and unconvincing, I do. 
They strike me as intensifications of familiar 
frustrations, true, but I've never known anyone 
this thoroughly disoriented. And the odds 
against this ripe a group of loonies coming to
gether are unbelievably high, 

If the story actually is a one-person 
nightmare, that also may excuse the fact that 
Malzberg's plot is the sloppiest of contrivances, 
I mentioned that Marvin Martin's final confronta
tion is ambiguous. That's being charitable. If 
the surface interpretion is what Halberg actually 
intends, the novel proves only that the impover
ished have come to consider the American govern
ment not only as the employer but as the villain 
of last resort. If the climax is only another 
instance of a character's paranoid fantasies 
becoming indistinguishable from reality (p. 119) 
-- a reading supported by the suggestion that 
we shouldn't blame public institutions for our 
private failures (p. SO) -- that point could 
have been made more clearly. 

But the greatest weakness of Malzberg's 
writing, and one that cannot be justified by his 
1ntent since it's part and parcel of his intent, 
is that it finally is impossible to be sure ex
actly what Malzberg is trying to say, There is 
no way to check. Irony works only if the reader 
can be sure what the norm is. Malzberg's delud
ed characters stay within the delusion; there's 
no way to tell what is real and what's fantasy. 
And in his nonfictional writings I've encounter
ed Malzberg himself hasn't displayed clear 
en�ugh perception to t�ust. His literary 
criticism is interesting in its frenzy, but he 
overpraises and underpraises works too furiously 
to be reliable, And sometimes, as in his review 
of Roger Zelazny's Damnation Alley (F&SF, M�y 
1970), Malzberg's opinions are based on obvious 
misstatements of fact. 

In one earlier draft of this piece -- of an 
earlier Malzberg book, in fact -- I called 
Malzberg the Grand Funk of sf, giving deafening 
versions of simple tunes. In a later version I 
implied that he was cynically working both sides 
of the track at once as he roused the reader's 
prurient interest and then condemned his char
acters' sexual behavior, offering guilt and 
repentence in one handy package. I no longer 
believe that he's insincere; he seems genuinely 
concerned with his topics, to the point of 
monotony. Like Malzberg's characters, I find 
myself at a frustrated dead end, 

Malzberg seems to be a dead end, too, talk
ing about leaving sf altogether. I guess I'd be 
mildly sorry to see that. Malzberg does talk 
directly to me and my situation part of the time. 
But all he seems able to do is repeat the same 
things louder and louder all the time, It gets 
boring after a while. 
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'The Stand Ups 
Discography 
(No comedy collection should be without 
these records) 

WOOOY ALLEN Woody Allen (Colpix Records CP 518 1964) 
WOODY ALLEN VOLUME 2 (Colpix Records CP 488 1965) 
THE TH\RO WOOOV ALLEN ALBUM (Capital ST 2986 1968) 
INSIDE SHELLY BERMAN Shelly Berman (Verve HGV 15003 1956) 
OUTSIDE SHELLY BERMAN (Verve HGV 15007 1957) 
COMEDY MINUS ONE Albert Brooks (ABC ABCX 800 1973) 
THE SICK HUMOR OF LENNY BRUCE (Fantasy Records 7003 1957) 
TOGETHERNESS(Fantasy Records 7007 1958) 
LENNY BRUCE - AMERICAN (Fantasy Records 7011 1959) 
THANK YOU, HASED HAN (Fantasy Records 7017 1973) 
CARNEGIE HALL, FEBRUARY 4, 1961 (UA Records UAS 9800 1972) 
LIVE AT THE CURRAN THEATRE (Fantasy Records 3420l 1971) 
TO IS A PREPOSITION, COME IS A VEPB(Oouglas 2 1969) 

reissued as WHAT I WAS ARRESTED FOR (Douglas KZ 30872 1971) 
THE STORY OF LENNY: WHAT I WAS ARRESTED FOR(Casablanca NBLP 7013 

THE LAW, LANGUAGE AND LENNY BRUCE (Phil Spector SP 9101 1974) !975) 
THE BERKELEY CONCERT (Bizarre Records 6329 1971) 
TAKE-OFFS ANO PUT-ONS George Carlin (RCA Victor LSP 3772 1967) 

reissued as TAKE-OFF ANO PUT-ONS(RCA Camden CAS 2566 1973) 
FM & AH George Carlin (Little David Records LO 7214 1971) 
CLASS CLOWN George Carlin(Little David LO 1004 1972) 
BILL COSBY IS A VERY FUNNY FELLOW -- RIGHT!(Warner �S 151A 1963) 
I STARTED OUT AS A CHILO Bill Cosby (Warner WS 1567 1964) 
WHY IS THERE AIR? Bill Cosby (Warner WS 1606 1965) 
WONDERFULNESS Bill Cosby (Warner WS 1634 1966) 
REVENGE Bill Cosby (Warner WS 1691 1967) 
TO RUSSELL, HY BROTHER, WHOM I SLEPT WITH (Warner WS 1734 1968) 
200 H.P.H. Bill Cosby (Warner WS 1757 1969) 
HOLES AND MELLOW ROLLS Gabriel Kaplan (ABC ABCD 815 1974) 

REISSUED AS HOLES AND MELLOW ROLLS (ABC Records ABCO 905 (some 
material rut from album, with ABC single, "De lunerikans 11 197S) 

CHILD OF THE SO'S Robert Klien (Brut Recnrds BRUT 6001 1973) 
HIND OVER HATTER Robert Klien (Brut Records BRUT 6600 1974) 
NEW TEETH Robert Klein (Epic Records PE 33535 1975) 
LOOKING GOOO Freddie Prinze (Columbia Records PL 33562) 
THAT NIGGER'S CRAZY Richard Pryor (Reprise HS 2241 1974) 
WAS IT SOMETHING I SAID? Richard Pryor (Reprise 1975) 
BICfNTENNIAL N----- Michard Pryor (Warner BS 2960 1976) 
THE FUTURE LIES AHEAD Mort Sahl (Verve HGV 15002 1956) 
AT THE HUNGRY i Mort Sahl (Verve HGV 15012 1958) 
THE NEXT PRESIDENT Hort Sahl (Verve HGV 15021 1960) 
ANYWAY . . .  ONWARD Hort Sahl (Mercury MG 21112 1967) 
SING A SONG OF WATERGATE Mort Sahl (GNP Crescendo GNPS 2070 1973) 
DISGUISED AS A NORMAL PERSON David Steinberg (Elektra EKS 7406S 1970) 
BOOGA! BOOGA! David Steinberg (Colubmia KC 32563 1974) 
THIS IS A RECORDING Lily Tomlin (Polydor Records) 
AND THAT'S THE TRUTH Lily Tomlin (Polydor PD 5023 1972) 
MODERN SCREAM Liiv Tomlin (Pnlydor PO 6051 197 ) 
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exists to be solved. Bardin explains well, but 
the explanations is a little forced,and even where 
it works, it just isn't as exciting as the mystery 
had been. 

The third of the Bardin novels, however, is 
different. Devil take the Blue-Tail Fly has none 
of this let-down, because the solution to the 
book's mystery (itself more closely related to the 
disorders of the main character than in the pre
vious two novels) is an outgrowth of the problem 
itself . . .  the book is resolved coffipletely in its 
own terms. In this sen�e it reminds me of Stanley 
Ellin's Mirror, Mirror, on the Wall, in which the 
solution to the crime, and the disorder, are re
vealed simultaneously. 

Perhaps it is the desire for order which makes 
us want a solution so desperately . . .  though 
writers and readers alike have never seemed totally 
incapable of dealing with complete ambiguity. 
After all, if the uncertainty principle is in-
deed true, there is very little we can be sure 
of . . .  and a whole subgenre of modern literature 
has been devoted to examining just that very 
phenomenon. 

Nobody, to my mind, has dealt with it as well 
as Dick. , .and I'm convinced that the younger 
PKD must have delved into John Franklin Bardin at 
one time or another, and maybe the uncertainly 
appealed to him The Bardin novels seem like the 
basic foundation of ideas, upon which Dick built 
a huge and complex mansion of novels. But maybe 
he didn't read Bardin at all; he's shown his own 
imagination; he doesn't need sources. It is a nice 
thought though. 

Bardin wrote Devil Take The Blue-Tail Fly in 
six weeks, published in first-draft in England in 
1948, and not published in the US until the 60s. 
Bardin wrote detective novles under the name 
Gregory Tree, and according to Julian Symons's 
introduction to the Omnibus, he published two 
other novels in his own name, neither of which 
I've been able to find. Kudos to Penguin for 
P"blishing the thtee novels togethe,, * 
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