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That unsung stagehand who erases the blackboard 

between challengers on What’s My Line? had quietly 
done his duty; the members of the panel had skillfully 
adjusted their blindfolds; news analyst John' Daly art
fully announced, “Will tonight’s Mystery Guest sign in, 
please!”; the camera panned to the supraliminal Kel- 
Uxjtj’s legend above the blackboard; now there was a 
close-up of a severely-scarred hand signing its owner's

name in chalk; the 
studio audience gasped, 
then broke into a stand
ing ovation; and pro
ducers Goodson-&-Tod- 
man rejoiced in the 
knowledge that they had 
finally scored the TV- 
First to beat all TV- 
Firsts.

Because the bearded 
Mystery Guest was by 

definition a celebrity, the thorny problem of whether 
or not he worked for a profit-making organization was 
automatically eliminated.

(Continued on page 2)

We're a Little Late, Folks . . •
Due to time taken up in the court case referred to 

elsewhere, plus a two-week term of jury service, this issue 
has been dated October instead of September. As subscrip
tions are figured by number rather than by month, sub
scribers will not be affected by this publishing hiccup, for 
which we apologize. (Continued on page 9)
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T H E  S E C O N D  C O M I N G
(Continued front page 1)

“Are you inf motion pictures?” asked Dorothy Kil- 
gallen.

The Mystery Guest answered in a high, squeaky 
voice that caused the audience to titter. “Not exactly—” 

“Conference,” interrupted John Daly. After a whis
pering session with the Mystery Guest, Mr. Daly said: 
“Miss Kilgallen, although our guest has been, in a 
sense, portrayed in a few motion pictures, I must as
sume that your question was posed in a frame of 
reference alluding to our guest’s actually having acted 
or directed or served in some such creative capacity in 
motion pictures, in which case the answer would have 
to be no. That’s one down and nine to go,” he said 
turning over a card. “And we pass on to Mr. Cerf.”

“I recognized something in that voice when he said 
‘Not exactly,’ Bennett Cerf thought aloud.

“Why do you say he, Bennett?” asked Lenny Bruce, 
the former controversial comedian who had sold out 
and was now a permanent panelist on the show. “After 
all, we haven’t even established that the Mystery Guest 
is a male.”

“I think I know where it was,” sard Mr. Cerf, ignor
ing Mr. Bruce's point. “Mystery Guest, did you and 
your charming wife have dinner with Phyllis and me 
earlier this evening at Twenty-One, and did we have a 
friendly little fight as to who would pick up the tab?” 

“No, suh,” said the Mystery Guest, this time in a 
very low voice with a Southern accent. “Y’all and ah 
didn’t partake of the last suppah togetha.” The audi
ence ate it up. Especially the Democrats.

“That's two down and eight to go,” said John Daly 
in clipped tones. “And we go now to Miss Francis.” 

“Well, with that deep voice,” said Arlene Francis, 
fingering her necklace, “I’ll take it for granted the 
Mystery Guest is a male. Now, then, you’ve been 
portrayed in motion pictures but you haven’t acted in 
them. . . . Have you ever been in politics, perhaps?” 

This time the Mystery Guest put on a German ac
cent: “Veil—”

“Whoa,” said John Daly, pulling his earlobe. “An
other conference.” After the whispering session, Mr. 
Daly said: “Miss Francis, although our Mystery Guest 
is quite often involved in politics, I think it would be 
a reasonably safe assumption that your question was 
intended to determine whether he either has ever 
held office or has participated indirectly with one or 
or more office-holders—and in either case, the answer 
would be no. That’s two down and eight to go. And I’m 
afraid that’s all the time we have, panel.” He flipped 
over the rest of the cards. “I’m sorry you didn’t get 
a chance to ask any questions, Mr. Bruce.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” said Lenny Bruce, removing his 
blindfold. “As long as I get paid. . . .”

»
At a midnight press conference, the Mystery Guest’s 

agent—a gentleman from General Artists Corporation 
—made this statement to a large group of bleary- and 
wide-eyed reporters:

“On behalf of my client, I would like to thank you 
all for your courtesy. Now, as you can readily under
stand, since public after public has waited a total of 
nearly two thousand years for this event, it was 
thought to be desirable to work within the framework 
of the present cultural setup. In fact, nowadays a cer
tain amount of planned image-projection is deemed
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absolutely undowithoutablc. And, video being the mass- 
est of the various media of mass communication, it was 
only natural that we shpuld seek out the medium of 
television. The choice of a late-Sunday-night program,
I might add, was also quite deliberate. Pre-condition
ing, you know—by all those, ahem, self-styled evangel
ists. As a matter of fact, that’s why we didn’t go to 
Rome. They’re still too suspicious over there as a result 
of the recent arrest of that phony cnd-of-the-world 
prophet on charges of ‘spreading false, rumors and ' 
tendentious news.’ There is,’ of course, the sad fact 
that even in America, it’s against the law in some 

vstates to claim you’re a deity. Should the Federal Com
munications Commission give us any trouble, however 
—why, we’ll take it to the Supreme Court, if neces
sary. . . .”

*  #  #

The Mystery Guest had a busy month swimming 
the TV channels.

From Dave Garroway to Jack Paar, from Hy Gard
ner to Mike Wallace.

And the Mystery Guest danced with Kathryn Mur
ray.

From I've, Got a Secret to Masquerade Party, from 
This Is Your Life to You Bel Your Life.

And the Mystery Guest discussed spiritual values 
on The Price Is Right.

From Oscar Levant to Alexander King, from To 
Tell the Truth to Beat the Clock.

And the Mystery Guest entered into a healing com
petition with Oral Roberts.

From Meet the Press to Face the Nation, from 
Open Mind to Open End.

And, climaxing the month, the Mystery Guest ap
peared on The Ed Sullivan Show, delivering a care
fully-edited version of The Sermon on the Mount, with 
the Air Force Intercontinental Ballistic Missile Chorus 
humming Onward, Christian Soldiers in the back
ground.

All this build-up had been' worth the effort, ap
parently, for the result was a regular weekly network 
program, and—in what was considered the smartest 
diplomatic move, publicrelationswise, since the 1960 
Vice-Presidential selections—it was sponsored by the 
National Conference of Christians and Jews. The show 
was scheduled at prime time. People had to be pre
pared for Judgment Day, and an electronic Messiah was 
the most practicable means to that End.

The program was called, simply. Saviour Time.
But, before long, the consensus of rating services 

indicated “an unprecedented steady decline in viewer- 
ship”—so much so that the option wasn’t renewed. And 
the Mystery Guest disappeared from the scene.

As Variety, the Bible of Show Business, headlined 
the story:

J. C. BOMBS—
OVEREXPOSURE
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editorial type stuff

Curses—Foiled Again!
While there are several comic strips featuring kids 

who talk like adults. The Smith Family features kids 
that talk like kids. “What does #&%$(&;X* mean?” 
asked one little Smith of her sister last month. “Dun- 
no,” responded the second little Smith, whereupon she 
went and asked their mother. “What does #&%$(« X* 
mean, Mom?” And Mother Smith washed her mouth 
out with soap. Still foaming at the mouth, the second 
little Smith returned to her sister with the answer: “I 
guess it’s French or something for askin’ someone to 
shove a cake of soap in va mouth.”

Kids grow up, though, and they learn adult stand
ards, one of which is that #&%$(£ X* is dirty, dirty, 
dirty. So it was not really surprising when the Realist 
lost a number of subscribers because a small portion 
of our interview with Dr. Albert Ellis referred—with
out resorting to dashes or asterisks—to some choice 
Anglo-Saxon words. However, this self-imposed censor
ship by readers is democracy in action, and we wouldn’t 
have it any other way.

It’s the other kind of censorship that’s dangerous, 
and, as a precautionary measure, we had sent pre-pub
lication galley proofs of the interview to our attorney, 
who then wrote to us:

“I have examined the text of the interview with 
Dr. Albert Ellis that you plan to publish in the forth
coming issue of the Realist. It is my opinion that the 
publishing and printing of that article will not contra
vene either the Federal or New York obscenity statutes. 
In so concluding, I am motivated by the facts that 
nothing in the article appeals to the prurient interests 
of the ordinary reader; the subject matter is presented 
frem a scholarly point of view in connection with what 
purports to be a serious discussion of sociological inter
est; and Dr. Ellis enjoys the reputation of being an 
outstanding authority in the field of sexology.”

This month, though, Dawn Beat magazine carried 
a story about New York’s Town Hall barring any 
future concerts there by comedian Lenny Bruce. Stated 
Down Beat:

“What was Town Hall’s objection to Bruce’s recent 
midnight show there? Evidently it boiled down to em
barrassment at the presence outside the doors of a 
group giving out free copies of a Greenwich Village 
magazine called the Realist. The magazine contained 
an interview with a psychologist on the semantics of 
a well-known four-letter word. Town Hall deemed the 
contents pornographic; Bruce is no longer welcome, 
though he had nothing to do with the magazine or the 
group giving it .away.”

Actually, Lenny Bruce had not only requested this 
distribution of the Realist—which, by the way, has 

• nothing to do with “Greenwich Village magazines”; and 
the “group” consisted of myself and a few subscribers 
who happened to he at the concert—but he had also 
come on stage holding a copy of the Realist, and he pro
ceeded to talk about it.

But this is all beside the point—namely, that Town 
Hall’s decision is purely non sequiturish—or would the
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same ban be inflicted if the Realist were to be distrib
uted outside Town Hall when the Sons of the Trapp 
Family Singers perform there? Legally, the Realist 
has been slandered by Town Hall’s booking agent, and 
libeled by Down Beat, but we won’t institute any law
suit. We weren’t really hurt, and we don’t want that 
kind of money, nor that kind o f publicity.

As for Lenny Bruce’s reaction to Town Hall’s action, 
he told us: “They’ll book me. They made too much 
money on that last concert. I'd have more respect for 
them if they didn't ever book me again. At least, it’d 
show they were keeping their word.”

Big Brotherhood Is Watching You—II
“Every day should be Brotherhood Day.”

—Orval Faubus
Issue #16 had suggested that the makers of Man- 

Tan—an after-shave lotion which dyes your skin, and 
which somehow puts prejudice against pigmentation 
into a pretty ridiculous perspective—could help speed 
up integration, via conformity of color, by adding to 
their line: for Negroes who want to “pass”—Spade- 
Fade; for dark-skinned Sephardic Jews—Kike-White; 
and for Orientals who would rather be Occidentals— 
Chink-Pink.

Some readers took offense at our use of these ordi
narily abusive terms. We can only say that in the con
text in which they appeared, our attitude toward Ne
groes, Jews and Orientals was clear, and we felt the 
use of those words served a satirical purpose—especially 
when you remember that there was a Negro comedy 
team named Mantan and Moreland.

A few years ago, I wrote a series entitled “Freedom 
of Wit” in The Independent. One particular column 
was devoted to various aspects of “sick jokes.” The 
only time I was ever censored there involved a racial 
reference in that column—although when I told it to 
those friends of mine who happen to be Negroes, the 
result was unabashed laughter.

It was a sick tolerance slogan: “Take a nigger to 
lunch today.”

The Koch Cose—//
Testimonial dinners are often held in order to honor 

a retiring employee. We had the pleasure of speaking 
in Chicago last month at a testimonial dinner which 
was held to honor a fired employee, Leo F. Koch. Issue 
#19 carried the story of Biology Professor Koch’s dis
missal from the University of Illinois because he pub
licly condoned pre-marital intercourse “among those 
sufficiently mature to engage in it without social con
sequences and without violating their own codes of 
morality and ethics.”

Our article stressed the free speech aspect o f the 
case. Balanced Living-—official journal of the School of 
Living, of which Dr. Koch is president—devoted its 
entire June issue to another aspect: the psychology 
of sexual morality and censorship. Copies are available 
at 50c from Balanced Living, Lane’s End Homestead, 
Brookville, Ohio.

In criticizing the distorted and sensationalized press 
treatment of the case, we reported incorrectly that “the 
(Hearst) Chicago Americans . . . immodest masthead 
states: ‘The World's Greatest Newspaper.’” Actually,
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I he boast belongs to the Chicago Daily Tribune. Also, 
the Chicago American—in addition to not being the 
world’s greatest newspaper—is no longer a part of the 
Hearst chain.

The Realist has lost the support of many anti- 
religious fanatics because we refuse to succumb to 
polarity of thought in regard to Catholicism. Rut we 
will continue to judge people by what they do. not by 
what they believe. We mention this here because of 
the fact that one of the two lawyers who have volun
teered their services in the Koch case is Catholic. The 
address of the Leo Koch Defense Fund: c/o Jerry K. 
Chambers, Treasurer, (515 Davis St.. Evanston, 111.

The attorneys consider the case to be an extremely 
significant one, and they expect it to reach the U.S. 
Supreme Court. The question is, basically, whether or 
not a citizen has the right to speak out against the 
grain of hypocrisy. Curiously enough, University ad
ministrators seems to have emphasized the point that 
Dr. Koch is an expert on mosses and therefore had 
no business saying anything about human morality.

Or. as we summarized their view at that testimonial 
dinner: “A bouncing bedspring gathers no moss."

Adoption and Religion—II
The utterly irrational adoption laws in regard to 

religion (issue #13) are not limited to New York State 
or even to the United States. In Winnipeg, Canada last 
month, a Protestant couple gave up their fight to adopt 
a 5-year-old Roman Catholic boy who has lived with 
them since he was nine months old. They had even of
fered to convert to Catholicism themselves, but, by law, 
a Roman Catholic child can be adopted only by a Roman 
Catholic family, and—explained the director of the 
Children’s Aid Society to this couple—even if they took 
instructions in the faith, it didn’t necessarily follow 
that they would be accepted into the church.

Love, apparently, does not always find a way.

Attention All Eavesdroppers
Recently I was on the receiving end of a polite in

terview, and I was asked what my hobbies are. And 
it suddenly occurred to me— I don’t hare any hobbies 
. . . except maybe that I’m an inveterate eavesdropper. 
One of my favorite pastimes is catching little snatches 
of what people say when they don’t know they're being 
overheard.

Once, in a book store, this little dialogue occurred 
between two girls. First girl: “I wanna give him 
a chance to mature.” Second girl: “But he’s 32.”

A friend of mine once heard a matronly lady saying 
to another: “. . . and the room was full of snakes.” 
To this day, he regrets not having had the nerve to 
go back and ask what room, where?

Another friend witnessed an attempted suicide this 
month—a criminal act which, had it been committed 
by Francis Powers as specified in an Air Force manual, 
lie would’ve been a hero, only nobody would know it. 
This man jumped in front of a subway train. He smiled 
just before he jumped. Miraculously, ironically, he was 
not killed. But train service was delayed, and my friend 
overheard a couple of comments: “Some joker did it 
again” and “Oh, shit, I’m gonna be late for work.”

It occurs to me that there may be Realist readers 
who share my “hobby.” If so, we’ll start a new de
partment—one which will provide a fascinating reflec
tion of our time—“Eavesdroppings Along the Way.”
4

The Ultimate Sales Gimmick
Imagine, if you will, the lovely sound of Ravel’s 

Bolero building gradually toward its discordant climax 
as the following little talc of truth unfolds before you.
We hereby nominate it as The Most Inspirational Story 
of the Year—nay, of the Century . . .

The Studebaker Dealer Association of Southern 
California had discussed many methods by which they 
might circumvent the hard-sell automobile advertising 
techniques that were becoming increasingly prevalent, 
and which represented a long-range threat to Stude
baker-Lark sales.

It was decided to undertake the sponsorship of an 
hour-long documentary television show entitled Sur
vival—which was to have as its theme that the exist
ence of nuclear weapons is the dominant feature of our 
time, and that the bomb cannot be wished away. Con
tinued refusal to face the facts, it was to emphasize. 
can only increase the chances that someday the bomb 
will be used!

Said William McRae, Studebaker account supervisor 
at the advertising agency of Colemann-Parr, Inc.: 
“Viewers are becoming more and more receptive to 
thoughtful, high level, cultural and informational pro
graming. Such programing, therefore, is becoming 
more valuable as an advertising medium.”

A potential customer who feels that his local re
tailer is spending time and money to help inform the 
community, it was reasoned, will go out of his way to 
work with and possibly purchase goods from such a 
retailer, out of respect for him. Thus, public service 
programing would produce a very favorable climate for 
business.

Sixty dealers displayed 12-foot window banners an
nouncing the show and their sponsorship of it, the 
mushroom-cloud illustration providing a provocative 
contrast with the "Ask The Man Who Owns One” slo
gan on their windows.

The banners were also displayed on 22 buses routed 
thru three major Los Angeles traffic areas.

Weekly ads appeared in metropolitan dailies and 
community papers.

On-the-air promotion was beamed over TV station 
KNXT and radio station KNX during peak audience 
periods.

Postcards were mailed to dealers’ regular lists, ad
vising prospective customers to watch the show and 
come in for free survival literature.

Two letters describing the show were sent to 275 
school newspaper editors.

Another letter was sent to 4,500 community leaders, 
bringing to their attention “A problem . . . contained- 
in a package the size of an ordinary office desk. But its 
explosive power is equal to 20-million tons of TNT, 
enough to fill a string of freight cars 4,000 miles long.
It has come to be known, simply, as The Bomb. Ap
proximately 48 hours from the time you read this, we 
will telecast on Channel 2 what very well may be the 
most disturbing television show you will view this year 
because it deals with this problem . . .”

And. 48 hours later, the show was on.
Civil Defense officials were interviewed.
Using a hidden camera, a KNXT newsman stopped 

passersby on the street, questioning them on their 
knowledge of civil defense procedures and their opin
ions about the possibility of a nuclear attack.

Details o f a family fallout shelter were discussed.
But the highlight of the program was the demon-
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stration of a “drop drill” by elementary school students, 
showing their skill at taking cover under their desks.

The great majority of dealers expressed enthusiasm 
about the program’s effect on sales and its help in es
tablishing new contacts for future sales. During the 
first three days following the telecast, traffic in all 
Studebaker showrooms reflected an increase of more 
than 40 per cent over the preceding weekend. And, for 
the months o f May and June following the telecast, 
Lark sales in the area showed a considerable upturn.

“Survival has made us hundreds o f new friends and 
customers.” said G. E. Johnson o f Johnson Motor Sales 
in Santa Barbara.

"Not since the introduction of the 1960 Larks have 
we enjoyed as much traffic and sales activity in our 
showroom.” said Bob Wondries of Bob Wondries Mo
tors in Alhambra.

And, speaking for the Studebaker-Packard Corp., 
M. M. Scovill, Los Angeles zone sales manager, said he 
felt that sponsorship of Survival helped take a long step 
in the direction of “bringing to the public the correct 

m image of the typical Studebaker dealer.” Of equal im
portance. he added, is the feeling by both dealers and 
corporation officials that this type o f programing sells 
the company’s products now and will continue to do so 
in the future.

And this is the way the world ends, not with a bang 
—nor with a whimper—but with a “See your friendly 
dealer today . . .”

Announcing An Occasional Competition
This is to announce a Realist contest. Readers are 

invited to submit “Modest Proposals” based on themes 
provided here. The first in this series will be to write 
advertising copy, hard or soft sell, for condoms or 
diaphragms or any other contraceptive device, keeping 
in mind that this will appear as the commercial on 
a Sunday evening, nationally televised, family program.

Entries should be whatever length you fed, must 
be postmarked no later than December 31st, 1960, more- 
or-lcss, and imply permission to publish. The first and 
only prize will be a $5 gift certificate from the Paper- 
book Gallery. The winner will be selected by a com
mittee composed of John Francis Putnam. “Modest Pro
posals” columnist ; Paul Krassner, editor of the Realist; 
and Joe Rosner, the world’s most underrated contest 
judge.

Launching Hoaxnik Two
The Realist's TV Hoax (issue #18) was such a 

success that we’ve decided to venture into what is quite 
correctly referred to as the political arena: Adlai 
Stevenson was thrown to the lions not because he is 
a Unitarian (“We believe in at most one God”) but 
because he is just simply not Box Office.

“Will she pick your product?” asks an ad for Fibre- 
board that applies appallingly well to our two fibre- 
board candidates. “The moment of sales success in this 
Marketing Age depends on five packaging prerequi
sites: definitive market analysis; structural design; 
graphic design; equipment engineering; and package 
testing. . . .”

Notice that not a word is said about the product.
Nor are the campaigners above dependence on last- 

minute, point-of-sale, impulse-buying. Both parties have
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been trying to reserve network time on Election Eve— 
from as far back as July, 1959!

Yet. there is no real controversy between Nixon and 
Kennedy in their race along Platitude Highway. We 
would see a greater difference of conviction if there 
were a TV debate scheduled between the new Nixon and 
the old Nixon.

The level o f this campaign is indicated by Jack 
Kennedy’s . mother going around and making speeches 
for him. A public school kid running for president of 
his class would have more pride than that.

The level of this campaign is indicated by the pub
licity attendant to Dick Nixon’s having his shoes 
shined. Jules Feiffer swears that the shoe-shine boy was 
really child actor Eddie Hodges with,grimy make-up on.

The level of this campaign is indicated by Kennedy’s 
teaming up with Lyndon Johnson while still smarting 
from the latter’s remarks about him and about his 
father’s support of Adolph Hitler.

The level of this campaign in indicated by Glamour 
magazine’s full-page ad showing Nixon standing with 
the best-dressed girl of California and Kennedy stand
ing with the best dressed girl of Massachusetts.

A friend of mine wrote to Kennedy in 1956 telling 
him what a great president he’d make. He wrote back 
to her. saying how happy he was being senator, that 
he had no presidential ambitions, that there was very 
important work to be done as senator. My friend plans 
to frame the letter.

When Nixon discovered that two public opinion polls 
indicated that the summit breakup had boosted his 
political stock, how did he really feel about the summit 
breakup? Ambivalent, to say the least. Suppose he’d 
had it in his power to have prevented the summit 
breakup—without credit—knowing that his political 
stock would thereby not be boosted.

With all the accusations of incompetency and all the 
warnings of doom that this campaign will see, there 
will nevertheless be the standard we-must-get-behind- 
our-new-capable-president statement made on Novem
ber 9th by the loser. But until then, the candidates and 
their campaign cohorts will be propelled by their lust 
for power and glory toward the fundamental goal of 
politics: To Get Elected. One of the means by which 
this end is to be reached is what our hoax is concerned 
with.

The advertising agency handling the $3-million Ken
nedy account is Guild, Bascom & Bonfigli, 130 Kearny 
St., San Francisco, Calif. As for Nixon, a new agency 
has been formed—Campaign Associates, 52 Vanderbilt 
Ave., New York, N. Y.—whose partners include the 
chief of correspondents for Time-Life magazines and 
the man who staged Tricky Dick’s slush-fund TV ap
pearance, Checkers and all.

The Realist is non-partisan, of course, so write to 
both Kennedy and Nixon, or their campaign managers, 
in your own words—say that you’ve heard the awful 
rumor they’ve been spreading about their opponent— 
but don’t mention anything specific—tell them that you 
don’t think such a whispering campaign is fair, and 
say that they’ve certainly lost your vote by such tactics.

Then, on November 8th, you can cast your ballot, 
with the words of Arlene Francis ringing patriotically 
in your ears: “The important thing is getting citizens 
to vote, whoever the man is.”

(Continued on Page 21)
s

http://www.ep.tc/realist/20
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 20 - Oct. 1960 - Page 06 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/20

core and surface
by Lawrence Barth

What’s Inside the Great Contraction?
If the valor and pulsing vitality of this era are to be suggested 

by one perfect sentence, I think that sentence has been produced. 
Credit a New York Times of the past Spring for it: "N.3.C. took a 
strong neutral stand last week. . .

By now  a num ber o f  com m en ta tors in sm all pub lica tion s (and 
even a sp r in k lin g  o f  som ew hat la rg e r  ones) have been com p la in in g 
f o r  a decade o r  m ore that the stren g th  and spa rk le  have g on e  ou t o f  
da ily  Am erican  life. I’d l :ke to  g iv e  a few  exam p les o f  n on spark le in 
th is co lum n and then p resen t m y own character iza tion  f o r  th is c r is is
o f  n oth in gness— a fo cu s  on it  that 
p r in t before.

Start with a minor facet: the cloth
ing of men. In spite of a slow under
current toward brightness and varia
bility, highly fashionable clothes today 
are often dark gray or black, have 
narrow pants, narrow-looking jackets. 
Tics are narrow. And in the last year 
or so there has even been some revival 
of what was once appropriately called 
the “iron hat.”

Again, consider food—if you’ve won
dered why so many things you eat are 
relatively tasteless, the answer was 
given to the papers a few years ago by 
a representative of the food manufac
turers: they’re bending all efforts to 
make packaged foods more bland now, 
because blandness is what the public 
wants.

A year ago my wife and I went to a 
night club to hear someone we had 
long admired ardently, mainly on rec
ords: Meade “Lux” Lewis, he of the 
joyful boogie piano. Lux gave himself 
to it. driving his chariot of living sound 
light through the murals. After the 
first number wc expected to hear a 
crash of applause; what we heard, be
yond our own enthusiasm, was a chilly 
trickle. Thelonious Monk stirs acclama
tion from jazz listeners today—and I 
too give his amazing talent all my re
spect. But notice the mode of his com
posing and playing—it has an interior, 
groping, agonized quality; one often 
feels that he has curled inward and is 
making music inside his belly.

Consider the fact that empty ab
stract painting in America is now al
most sweeping life-connected painting 
out the door. (Here 1 run the risk of 
being badly misunderstood. I’m not 
speaking of virile, o r 'tender, or mys
teriously suggestive abstractions that, 
through sonic magic of association 
stir in us a human feeling. Abstrac
tions that evoke something worth evok
ing deserve praise—one reason being 
that they have succeeded in conveying 
to us that art is essence.) The abstrac-
6
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tions I use for my example are those 
that are empty, and little, if any, more 
than that. For example, the black 
slashes of Kline that suggest nothing 
more than paint accidents, or perhaps 
simply bravado; still more unfortu
nate, the works of Rothko, in which 
two or three blank horizontal rectan
gles make up the “work of art.”

The tone of American fiction and 
drama—and the most enthusiastically 
welcomed European work—has been in 
these years largely groping, tangled, 
dispirited, cynical, nihilistic. Search
ing, yes (in some cases), but with 
little hope.

Each year more thousands of Ameri
cans—including a sizable number of 
adolescents—try to escape both per
sonal problems and social blankness by 
using dope. Their world becomes an in
ternal one, in which the only amplifi
cation of life is through fantasy.

Americans have become largely sit
ters—in front of TV sets, in front of 
games, on the scats of cars -and par
ticipation. decision, activity, doing have 
dwindled. Woods and fields are not ex
perienced, hut merely glanced at from 
highways.

Fear has been clawing through us 
for fifteen years or more—fear of be
ing called Communists, fear of being 
called liberals, fear, finally, of being 
considered human beings. And the tac
tic of almost every American has been 
to make himself smaller, less conspicu

ous (in areas that matter), and to se
crete about his human livingness a 
most shiny and seamless pupa case.

Americans have become — on the 
whole — frighteningly shallow, bland, 
and indifferent toward their responsi
bilities to live as life-affirmative adults.
In the survey-based book. What Col
lege Students Think, four Cornell so
ciologists say that in politics students 
arc "disinterested, apathetic and con
servative. . . . There are no clearly de
fined programs around which to rally.
They react to baffling complexity by 
withdrawing.”

The witndrawal from involvement 
often produces such callousness that 
we have good reason to fear that 
Americans are going into that same 
crass, numbed, hardened state that, in 
Germans, not merely allowed Hitler to 
walk into power but actually helped 
and welcomed him.

Of many examples, small and large, 
consider an accident in Indianapolis 
last spring, when a makeshift scaffold1 
thirty feet high, holding over a hun
dred auto race spectators, collapsed, 
killing two of them and injuring 
eighty-two. In spite of pleas to help, 
people on the ground nearby and in 
similar towers around them went on 
eating chicken and drinking beer. A 
photographer who was almost hit by 
the tower said later, “People not ten 
feet on either side of this thing were 
only interested in the race and not the 
screams and moans.”

IIow have such blunted and irrespon
sible Americans acted in matters of 
government since the middle 1940s?
For two terms in a row they voted 
Eisenhower -into office. For fifteen 
years bombs and bomb testing that 
could flatten out all life and civiliza
tion have met no public protest strong, 
er than the shaking of a finger. No
body has raised any vital storm over 
the fact that endless billions of dollars 
are drained from their proper destina
tion in schools and housing and health 
services to go into machines for kill
ing. Why go on?—the picture is in 
front of us every day.

We know that from 1930 to about 
1938 a hell of a lot of Americans were 
in one form or another actively doing 
something to reverse the murderous ef
fects of the depression and to try to 
draw the fuse from an ominous process 
that turned out a few years later to be 
World War II. There was much unde
veloped thinking then, and much naive 
faith in the idea that the irrationality 
of a profit economy was the only irra
tionality that mattered. But there was 
struggle, and belief, and there were 
many definite life-affirming accomplish
ments.

Someone has pointed out that we 
have moved from Waiting for Lefty to 
Waiting for Godot. In a large sense, 
what is it that has happened to us be
tween those two epochal oversimplifi
cations?

What has occurred, it seems to me,
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report 
from 

an
independent 

research 
laboratory

by Marvin Kifman
The two best independent research laboratories I 

know are the Cordic & Co. Research Laboratories of 
Pittsburgh, Pa. and the An Independent Research 
Laboratory o f Ridgefield, N. J.

The Cordic people seem primarily interested in win
ning the Nobel Prize for medicine. In recent years, 
they have developed such home remedies as G izzard’s 
Little Cotter Pins (“They help pull yourself together. 
. . . Don’t ge t stuck with an imitation; Get stuck with 
Gizzard’s” is the copy platform in their radio com
mercials) and a bitter pill called StufFerin, which helps 
users trade upset stomach fo r  a splitting headache 
(‘‘StufFerin, the magic combination o f pain-moving

ingredients that moves the pain up where you want it—  
in your head”).

Cordic & Co. Research Laboratories, whose motto is 
BETTER TH INGS . . . FOR BETTER LIVING . . . 
THROUGH CHICANERY— is run by a medicine man 
named Rege Cordic, a P ittsburgh disc jockey. He adver
tises all the Lab’s products on his early morning pro
gram. “Cordic & Co.,” on station KDKA.

An Independent Research Laboratory, however, is ex
clusively a testing organization. It is in business to 

% read thoughtfully contemporary advertisements and to 
subject their claims to some kind o f test, either physical 
or spiritual. For whatever it is worth. An Independent 
Research Laboratory then offers its testimony and seal 
o f  approval (an applauding Prib ilof Islands seal, bal
ancing a m icroscope on his nose) to the advertising in
dustry. Since the AIRL undertakes a study only after 
reading or seeing something in newspapers or televi
sion media, understandably it has never had an original 
idea o f its own.

As public relations director o f AIRL, I am pedanti
cally underlining the difference between a development 
and a testing lab because o f the variety o f projects 
people are giv in g us credit for these days.
• 'We are not the research lab that has developed the

is a process of contraction. I say this 
in all senses: anatomical, emotional, 
intellectual — and as both individual 
and general social contraction. Within 
this concept it seems possible to put 
the examples I've mentioned. The nar
rowed clothing, with its tendency to
ward black that means death in our 
culture. The food that avoids the stimu
lus of flavor. The inwardness of Monk’s 
music. The retreat from the sensations 
and emotions of life in the empty type 
of abstractions (and, interestingly, the 
vacuous, seemingly frantic attempt to
ward expansion by the artists in mak
ing their paintings huge; we see the 
same thing in Hollywood films — as 
truth and content shrink, larger im
ages are projected on outsize screens).

The withdrawal, in literature, from 
hope and joy living. The pulling back 
from real life into an internal phantas
magoria in the case of narcotics ad
dicts. The retreat— inward to immobil
ity—from participation in sports and 
active contact with nature. We have 
social fear, and fear brings about a 
literal contraction of muscles and or
gans, even when nothing as obvious as 
cringing and ducking occurs; Reich 
saw fear as causing, as part of this, a 
withdrawal of energy from the body’s 
periphery to its core. Emotional con- 
act with others, and the practice of 
being frank, crumble away as a result; 
the blank spaces are then filled in with 
callousness and superficiality.

There’s little reason to think of this 
constriction as unique — either for 
America or for the present years. In 
one wlty or another many people 
throughout the world, in many eras, 
seem to have gone through a shrinking 
process. Nor does it appear realistic to 
look at it statically; not only are there 
social cycles, but nature itself is a
October 1960

mass of cycles in which for every con
traction there is an expansion.

The example most immediate for us 
is the human heart; and lungs, blood 
vessels, muscles, stomachs, intestines 
and many more of our parts function 
in this cyclic way. This process can be 
pursued through nature up to the evo
lution of stars: first, free gas contracts 
as a mass in one spot to form a star; 
this mass than expands as the star 
matures, and finally contracts and dies 
out.

I don’t want to imply, however, that 
the social contractions we see are bio
logically built in, and thus inevitable; 
rather, it seems to mo, they come to a 
large extent from bringing children up 
as neurotics. Faced with starving hu
man beings, an average man who is,
/  \

Purpose of fhe Month
Representatives of 38 Long Is

land synagogues met for a special 
conference, the theme of which was: 
“Worship—goals and methods.”

\----------------------------------- f
let’s say, an official holding agricultur
al authority, will continue to store 
“surplus” grain in locked elevators in 
order to avoid “wrecking the economy.” 
The fact that the starving human be
ings will thus be wrecked does not 
touch his feelings or make him ques
tion his reasonipg; we know today that 
he is not “evil” in the old mystical, ab
stract sense, but that the stone wall of 
his neurosis enables him—causes him, 
in fact—to ignore the starvation.

Of course additional reasons, and 
levels of reasons, for the contraction 
exist; but since there’s no space here 
to explore its origin, let’s search just a 
bit further in terms of neurosis. An in
dividual neurosis in itself can be con

sidered in many ways a contraction; 
and the general social drawing-in mir
rors it in terms of millions of human 
beings and their institutions. Hut part- / 
]y because so many people are involved 
in the. contraction, much more variabil
ity is possible—there are always indi
viduals and groups pushing against the 
current, there are always healthy ele
ments in sick individuals and these ele
ments are searching, confusedly, pain
fully (as many Beats are, as Monk’s 
music is) for answers and fulfillments.
As is true throughout nature, the con
traction holds within it the seed, the 
pressure of the next expansion. A con
traction is always part of a process.

Already we see isolated examples 
here and there of people stirring in our 
country again; the southern Negroes’ 
battle for their rights is one that has 
been especially in our eyes for two 
years or more. In schools this past 
spring there have been a surprising 
number of students’ struggles against 
loyalty oaths, compulsory ROTC, com
pulsory air-raid drills and other anti
life pressures and nonsenses. There has 
been a sharp upturn in the number of 
people camping out—and one reason 
that national parks officials give for 
this change is that people seem to want 
to touch nature again. Adolescents’ 
long and chaotic struggle in the direc
tion of expressing their sexuality in 
loving intercourse rather than “taking 
it out in basketball” has gone steadily 
forward during these deadened .years. 
There arc little additional signs every
where—too many to detail here.

I think there’s reason to believe that 
—ads, TV, politicians, bombs and 
money culture notwithstanding—Amer
icans are beginning to breathe again.
Just beginning. It’s not a time to lie 
down and die.
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first effective coagulant to stop Madras from bleeding. 
The single piece of Madras the Lab owns not only 
bleeds, it hemorrhages.
• We are not the research lab that has.synthesized the 
toothpaste with food particles, for people who can’t eat 
between brushings.
• We are not the research lab that has developed a 
padded brassiere for people who feel It’s What’s Up 
Front That Counts.
• We are not the lab behind the good news that at last 
Procter & Gamble’s Crest toothpaste (containing mir
acle “Fluoristan and Free Colored Pencil Offer,” ac
cording to a tube purchased by the Lab) has actually 
been proven effective in stopping tooth decay.

Naturally, AIRL is flattered by all cases of mistaken 
identity, particularly in the last case where credit 
should go to ADA.

That so many people with teeth are now thinking, 
“Where does the Americans for Democratic Action* 
get the nerve to open its mouth about a dentifrice?”— 
is typical of the quicksand a misinformed public runs

Most Honest Claim of the Month
“Can’t find your favorite filly on the racing form? 

Send us only a buck ($1.00) for a KONJUK-KOIN 
to help you pick ’em! It’s a GOOD LUCK pocket 
coin! When you flip it, the good luck legends give you 
a 50*50 chance of being right—and that’s better than 
shutting your eyes and poking the paper with a pin!” 

—ad in the National Enquirer

into every day in tr.vng to understand the research lab 
field. We here at AIRL feel public gullibility would de
crease if more research laboratories would open their 
swinging doors as we are now going to do. Here are 
some of the projects launched during the past summer.

In June, the An Independent Research Laboratories 
turned its eyes on the philosophically intriguing ques
tion “CAN YOUR CAN COMPARE WITH THIS BIG 
CAN?”—as raised by the Barbasol Company, “pro
ducers of quality shaving cream for 40 years.”

The question is asked by a Miss Barbasol, a shapely, 
long-haired lass whose qualifications for posing the 
question seem to be her own derricre, or can. Miss 
Barbasol is shown with a good deal of her back pointed 
at readers in most of the newspaper advertisements. In 
her hand, almost as an afterthought, is a comparatively 
small can of Barbasol Presto Lather (Menthol or 
Regular).

Variations on this theme, none of which are likely to 
be included in Bartlett’s Standard Quotations because 
it doesn’t use pictures with the text, included: “‘I 
HAVE THE BIGGEST CAN . . . AND THE BEST 
CAN . . . AND IT COSTS THE LEAST . . says Miss 
Barbasol” and “ ‘IF YOUR CAN’$ TOO SMALL, TRY 
MINE FOR SIZE.’ says Miss Barbasol.”

Even though Miss Barbasol’s presence is a non sequi- 
tur because she doesn’t shave, An Independent Re
search Laboratory perceived a dandy scientific test 
somewhere in the making there. The Lab went ahead 
and started laying in a supply of representative shaving 
cream cans.

•American Dental Association actually conducted the 
tests. P & G stock rose 18 points on the Stock Exchange 
as a result of the ADA statement; however, the stock 
of the $235,000,000 dentifrice industry fell sharply. If 
this is the first dentifrice lobe really effective, what about 
Ilium, GL-70, Gavdol, TU-104, Miriam, and P-38?

8

Miss Barbasol, the Lab’s preliminary report on the 
test suggested, would be asked to present her can for 
measurement. Unfortunately, a director at the Lab who 
is as sensitive as the FTC—my wife—voted to give 
Miss Barbasol and the test the can. So I honestly don’t 
know whether my cans can compare with her big can.

One result of this internal strife was the sudden can
cellation of AIRL plans to consider the important ques
tion raised in advertisements for Miss Clairol hair 
preparations, “Docs She . . .  Or Doesn’t She?”

In July, AIRL tackled the painful moral and legal 
questions involved in a dispute between the Chemical 
Corporation of America and Anheuser-Busch Inc. The 
makers of Budweiser beer complained in U.S. District 
Court for the Northern District of Florida that their 
slogan—“Where There’s Life. There’s Bud”—was being 
infringed upon by the chemical company’s all-new slo
gan for Freewax: “.Where There’s Life, There’s Bugs.” 
Freewax is a floorwax that shines floors and kills bugs 
at the same time.

Both the moral and legal questions turned out to be 
over the heads of AIRL. Still, in survey after survey, 
every time I questioned my wife, housewives said that 
where there’s life, there’s definitely bugs. The more 
life, the more bugs—particularly after a sloppy party 
where Qudweiser is spilled.

On the basis of this research, AIRL plans to submit 
an amicus curiae brief to the court—sadder, Budweiser.

In August, the AIRL finally got around to what is 
becoming one of the nation's most popular indoor 
sports: determining the number of beans in a cup of 
good instant coffee. There has been a lot of beating 
around the bush on the question of just how many

Most Sincere Offer of the Month
“If your miracle shade tree doesn’t grow up to 

roof-high size or more the first season—and up to 
60 feet by maturity—if it doesn’t soar higher than 
even the magnificent winged elm, taller than even 
the stately mountain ash—wider than even the most 
majestic poplar . . . then simply return the tree and 
your money will be refunded—no questions asked.”

—guarantee of Capital Nurseries Sales Co.

beans arc needed, AIRL finds, because not one instant 
coffee maker has halted the grinding of their beans 
before they reach the public. Far into the night, 
AIRL's coffee cups ranneth over checking out numbers 
like 42 and 44. As yet, there are no grounds for proof 
that either of those numbers is correct.

Like most coffee-lovers, testers at AIRL have also 
been listening closely to the Nescafe commercials which 
speak of “the all-coffee instant coffee.” By implication, 
they suggest that adulterants have been used in the 
past.

It’s not the number of beans, an astute AIRL assist
ant noted, but the kind of beans that is the secret of a 
good cup of coffee. A by-product of this research proj
ect was the growth of yearning for the old days in 
coffee-roasting when the secret ingredient wasn’t cof
fee beans, but money.

Chock Full O’ Nuts first made the claim in Commer
cials showing silver coins mixed with coffee beans. The 
disillusionment in opening dozens of cans without find
ing a solitary dime is obviously what made the FTC 
enjoin Chock Full O’ Nuts from using that commercial.
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■ . y - JEAN SHEPHERD I i ■ ' - f
(Continued from Cover)

Q. How would you describe what you do on radio?
A. Well. I try to say—you know, it would be very 

easy to make a profound statement, a real high-sound
ing statement: “I try to plumb the inner resources 
o f my soul and put it into a malleable form so that I 
can communicate with the public”—but I really don’t 
know. I can only say that I think a person who listens 
to what I do would be in a better position to say than 
I am. It would be easy for me to say: “Well, on one 
hand I try to amuse people, and on the other hand 
I try to say things which I believe to be true”—but 
this is true of anybody who writes.

I think a guy who writes a novel also wants people 
to be intrigued enough to read it. I’m sure you can 
take widely disparate writers—take somebody like 
Dante—he probably wanted people to read him, and he 

, also was no doubt intrigued by some of the things he 
himself said and wanted other people to be intrigued 
too. What is in the ego o f a person that makes him 
want to do anything to communicate with other people? 
How can you describe that? I guess I work the way 
a writer would work— looking at the world and all the 
people he sees—and I do it through the medium, how
ever, o f the voice.

I feel that writing is a substitute fo r the voice, that 
all writing is, that writing came about when it became 
evident that a guy could not talk to somebody 400 
yards away, or 5 miles away, so he scratched out 
things that stood for his real speech, that speech is 
the original form o f communication, and that writing 
is a secondary substitute for it.

The thing I also do is to play all the characters. 
I play the characters of the people I see because it’s 
belter to be them than to describe them. So, for ex
ample, you take a writer like Salinger—when Salin
ger’s characters speak, the way they speak often is 
more important than what they say, and for that rea
son the description of the character is less- effective 
than his dialogue.

And when I try to play a character on the air— 
like the guy— I did a thing where there was a man 
telling me that my life needs focusing, and that what 
1 need is a good presentation, that obviously I should 
be a lot further along than I am, and he talked the 
way a presentation type does.

| E ditor’s note: At this point, there was a phone 
call for Mr. Shepherd from a sad, lonely woman who 
said that he’s “like a mother and a father to me.”]

Q. You sometimes seem to imply that what you do 
is more courageous than, say, what Mart Sahl docs in 
night clubs?

A. Well, I don’t like to give that impression. Let’s 
put it this way. I resent the idea that it’s courageous 
to speak to a group of people who know what you’re 
going to say, and have already come to hear you say 
it, and are paying to hear you say it. It would be 
courageous for Mort Sahl to do what lie does where 
there were no Mort Sahl fans.

Q. Isn’t your listenership mostly Jean Shepherd 
fans ?

A. No. Remember, I’m on that radio there, and you 
can’t say “listenership.” Anybody who’s- got a radio 
tunes across that dial. Listeners and non-listeners alike.
October 1960
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Shepherd fans and non-Shepherd fans alike. And the 
radio is looked upon in a much different way than the 
night club. It’s a free thing. Everybody is here.

In short, a guy, for example, who hates comics 
wouldn’t come in to see Mort Sahl, would he? I mean 
he wouldn’t pay his way in. He might not like what 
Sahl says when he gets in there, but an anti-comic rnan 
would not go in. Hut a guy who is anti-talk hears me 
because I’m there, you know? He’s looking for WPAT 
and I’m in between WPAT, and, let’s say, WRCA’s 
wall-to-wall music, and suddenly he tunes in on me.

Q. But he ran turn yon off—he hasn’t paid.
A. Oh, but now just a minute. No—people don’t 

look upon their radios that way. You ought to sit here 
some Saturday or Sunday afternoon after I do my 
show. People call in and say, “What right docs he have 
to say that through my radio?” They do not say. “I 
have a right a turn him off.” No. I have no right to 
say that on their radio. It really is a different thing.

And I’m not trying to say that it takes courage on 
my part. I’m merely saying that what I’m doing is 
open to far more darts and arrows and slings than

Correction
Issue #2 of the Realist credited J*>an Shepherd 

with the fantasy of a research biologist suddenly 
shouting, “Eureka! I have it!’’—callin g a press con
ference—and announcing. “Gentlemen, at long last. 
I’ve discovered the missing link between the ape 
and civilized man. It’s us!” This was actually said, 
however, in 1956, by Dr. Konrad Lorenz, a zoologist.

what, say, a guy’s doing in a night club down on the 
lower east side, or over on Madison Avenue, with 
55 people who— there’s a big sign out in front that 
says: “Fred Rubottom, angry comic, lashes out at the 
world every night at 9”—well, they know what they’re 
getting, and they pay for that, they want it. They come 
to it, in other words.

But can you imagine if they went in to hear Fred 
Rubottom, angry comic, and they got Montovani? That 
would be courageous, for Montovani to do that.

Q. Would you describe what happened when you 
comj>ared Eisenhower and Khrushchev to traveling 
salesmen?

A. That incident happened when Ike and Khrush
chev were traveling around the world. Ike was in South 
America and Khrushchev was in India, and they were 
both giving these speeches. And I read one day—there 
was a series o f Ike’s speeches in Venezuela or some
place, and a series of Khrushchev’s speeches in New 
Delhi—and there they were, both standing up there 
grinning, Ike had a garland of roses they gave him, 
the children o f Venezuela, and there was Khrushchev 
with a garland of roses from kids in India—and I was 
looking at this thing, and it suddenly occurred to me 
that these men were not talking ideologies.

When you really read what they said, Khrushchev 
was not explaining Marxism to the people of India 
at all, nor was Ike explaining democracy to the people 
o f Venezuela. They were just explaining how bad the 
other guy’s stuff was, and how nice we are, and vice 
versa—they were both saying it, you see—and it oc
curred to me that this is exactly what a salesman does,

9

http://www.ep.tc/realist/20
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e Number 20 - Oct. 1960 - P age 10 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/20

that a salesman does not really explain why, for ex
ample, a Chevrolet is a magnificent piece of machinery. 
He very definitely skirts the issue and points out the 
inadequacies of other people’s products.

Quite often they do this—it’s a sales gimmick—and 
I thought, gee, it’s just like Ike and Khrushchev are 
two big traveling salesmen going around the world 
selling ideologies. Well, I did this on the air, and the 
next thing I got was a very official letter on engraved 
stationery from a lawyer who said, “Do you mean to 
imply, Mr. Shepherd, that the Russian system is better 
than ours?” I had never said anything about systems 
—that’s exactly what my point was—nobody was say
ing anything about systems, you see.

And this lawyer said, “How can you ignore the mil
lions of people who are in Siberian slave labor camps?” 
—and he goes on and on and on about this, and then he 
finally signs it and on the bottom I see that I just got 
the third carbon copy, that the original went to the 
president of WOK. another one went to the Herald 
Tribune—I’m sure that when Mort Sahl says a gag 
in the hungry i, somebody doesn’t send a letter to the 
president of the Chamber of Commerce of San Fran
cisco, and so on.

What I’m trying to say is that pressures—other 
than no applause—are put on a man on the radio. Now, 
the only way you can lash out at a person in a night 
club is (1) don’t go—well, then he never hears from 
you-—or (2) if you do go and you don’t like it, you 
jump up and holler. “Ah, this is nothing”—and walk 
out. What else can you do?

Hut I’ll tell you what you can do to people on the 
radio. You can have people killed economically and 
artistically. You take away their night club. See. my 
night club is that microphone. These people want to 
get you out of there. Hardly anybody goes into a night 
club and says, “I demand that you never sign up Mort 
Sahl again here, I’m gonna get all my friends, we're 
gonna picket, we’re gonna sue you.” This is never done. 
They just say, “Aw, I don’t like it, it’s not funny”— 
and they walk away.

Anyway, this is what happened to me, and I’ll tell 
you, it was only by the dint—of course, I have to say 
this, that I‘ve never gotten any comments or complaints 
from WOR—they'll bring in something like that letter 
and they’ll put it on my desk, and they wrote under
neath, “What happened here?” So I went into the boss 
and I told him what happened, and he says, “Well, 
why don’t you write the guy a letter?”—which I don’t 
often do. I said, “You mean apologize for what I said?” 
“No, of course not. Just write and tell him what you 
think.”

That week, the New York Times printed an edi
torial cartoon in their Sunday world-news-of-the-week 
thing, and there it was—it showed Ike going in one 
direction riding a horse, and it showed Khrushchev 
going in the other direction. And underneath, it said. 
"Traveling Salesmen.” And I sent this to the lawyer, 
and I never heard from him again. He’s waiting for my 
next boo-boo.

Again. I don’t want you to get the idea that I’m 
saying Shepherd is courageous. For God’s sake, don’t 
get ihat idea. I am merely saying that I have never 
found—and I have worked night clubs—I have never 
found economic pressures put on a night club performer 
—the things that can really kill you.

It doesn’t take a great deal of bravery to get up and
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take off on the Republicans in front of a group of 
Democrats. The problem of radio is that most people 
run into you without knowing you, without expecting 
you, and furthermore, without wanting you.

Q. Most?
A. No, I’m talking about the people who can hurt 

you. Now, Sure, it is quite true that the people who 
listen to me regularly listen because they want to heay 
what I have to say. But you see. I’m available to every
body. I mean I'm right there in the middle of that dial.
On one end is Art Ford and on the other end is WQXR, 
the classical juke box, and in between is this guy 
saying things that many people would not like.

Not that I try to say things people don’t like. I just 
say things that I think. And you know yourself that 
if you say the things ypu really believe — and that 
doesn’t necessarily mean that they’re the truth; they’re 
the things you think arc the truth—if you honestly 
say the things you believe about a lot of things, many 
people are going to get very angry.

And so if you happen to say this in a night club, 
you’re going to get a lot of laughs because these people 
have come to hear you do that, but if the guy’s tuning 
for mood music and suddenly he hears somebody say, 
“Why, Ike and Khrushchev are galloping around the 
world like traveling salesmen”—he’ll say, “What is 
this idiot talking about?”—and be madder than the 
devil.

I don’t mean to imply that I have a corner on 
courage. I’m just saying that it would be difficult— 
many of these people who work in night clubs, some
how, it suddenly seems they don’t use the same material 
when they go on, say. Monitor, or on television. You 
notice how their material changes, interestingly 
enough.

Q. It's ironic that these carpers who complain about 
your program take themselves very seriously—because 
isn’t one of the underlying themes of your show the 
notion that we shouldn't take ourselves too seriously?

A. Yes, that’s true. I find in some cases that the 
funniest, most ludicrous figure of them all is me, quite 
often, you know? And I do find that many people today 
do have a tendency to take themselves very seriously— 
and I’m not talking about “honor the individual”; that's 
different from taking yourself seriously—but when you 
begin to believe that you have super-human insight, 
look out. Hitler took himself awfully seriously, you 
know.

Q. And yet, by suing Henry Morgan for calling you 
“slightly anti-Semitic”—which obviously you’re not— 
aren’t you taking yourself too seriously?

A. I didn’t sue, as a matter of fact; WOR did. No,
I laughed when I heard that this had been said about 
me. I thought it was very funny—that was my first 
reaction: well, this is a Morgan funny—but theu the 
station called me in, one of the people here, and he 
said, “Look, we have a record of this thing, and it is 
not funny at all, this was said in absolute seriousness.”

And I listened to the record and I had to agree that 
Morgan apparently wasn’t being funny. And so the 
station said, “We’ve already gotten letters from spon
sors about this who resent anybody being on the ‘air 
who represents them, being anti-Semitic. What are we 
going to do?” And I said, “I don’t know.”

So the lawyer of WOR said, “There’s only one thing
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wo can do—wo have to stop this kind of talk—-we're 
going to have to sue for libel.” Because, you see, 
there’s an interesting thing—when you are working 
for a radio station, it’s not like working for a private 
paper—remember, we’re a public franchise—and when 
I’m on the air. the things that I say represent the 
station—they’re still liable for it. So the station suffers 
when something is said that is off kilter.

This was established about 1950 when a man came 
on the air in Philadelphia, and he was running for 
office, and he accused another man who was running 
for the same office— I think he accused him of being 
a card-carrying Communist and so on. Well, the man 
who was accused o f this had definite proof to the 
contrary, but the point that he did have in his favor— 
he sued the station that carried this irresponsible 
broadcast, and the station had to pay out $50,000.

Now I think that this kind of irresponsibility— if 
you do a thing like that for laughs on a public medium 
— if you do it for, let's say. just to make an effect— 
because I can’t believe that Morgan feels that I’m 
anti-Semitic. I’ve known Morgan—you know, an inter
esting thing about it is that up to that point, the only 
contact I ever had with him was. extremely pleasant. 
I’d been a great admirer o f his for years, and still 
am. I thought that Morgan did some of the best stuff 
I ever heard on radio.

But he's always been extremely cordial to me, and 
I was amazed when he said this about me—and then 
I heard why it was said, because I used the name 
“Manny,” I thought, well, this is exactly the same thing 
that Morgan is complaining about why there’s a lack of 
humor- -that any time you actually imply that the per
son you might be talking about is a real person, im
mediately there’s a pressure group, and you wind up 
by doing humor that has no contact with reality at all.

If you remember. Morgan has said this—and he 
had a thing—that if you say something nasty about 
doughnuts all the doughnut-makers are on you; if you 
say something nasty about eagles, all the eagle-lovers 
are on you. Well, I didn’t even say anything nasty. 
I mean if I had used the name Fred, I suppose that 
would have been anti-Fred.

Q. And if Fred is a Protestant name—
A. Then is this an anti-Protestant remark or what? 

The name Manny seemed to be a very funny name to 
use in connection with this man—the character that I 
was playing—and he seemed to be pretty much a com
posite o f a lot of guys I’d known—and I merely used 
the composite name. I was talking about film directors, 
not about a race or nationality. There’s a big difference 
there.

Morgan used to do things like— I remember on the 
air he used to do these riotous take-offs on German 
professors. Well, is he anti-German? Or is he anti
professor? Or is he anti-learning? No, I thought he 
was just very funny. And in many cases, quite right 
onto the mark. So now let’s have these pots stop calling 
these kettles, you know?

But I didn’t sue him, it was WOR. As far as I’m 
concerned, it’s a forgotten issue. The reason the sta
tion sued—they were giving notice to WNTA—not 
Morgan—that they thought this was irresponsible 
broadcasting. And WNTA immediately called back and 
said that it was inexcusable; I got a call from the 
head o f WNTA who said that he thought this was one
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of the lowest blows, and ho said: “T’m Jewish; T’ve 
listened to you for years; I think this was one o f the 
most ridiculous things that’s ever been said about you. 
Now all I can do is apologize.” And we forgot the 
whole issue.

Apparently, Morgan is still mad at me about some
thing. but I'm not mad at him—and I'm the one who 
was called anti-Semitic. If I would’ve taken it seriously, 
the first thing that would’ve happened—you know, you 
can be called .homosexual— in fact, many guys make 
a business of being homosexual—you can be called pro- 
Communist—this is a good deal. too. because many 
guys— the blacklist, you know, works in reverse— 
everybody feels brave by hiring a guy on the black
list. Many blacklisted guys weren’t working for years 
because they were bad performers, and mow suddenly 
they're working like mad because everybody feels the 
guilt thing, and they’re hiring blacklisted guys like 
crazy.

But there’s one thing, you can’t be called —  you 
cannot be called anti-Semitic, and I can understand

why you can’t, because I think this is one o f the most 
heinous outgrowths o f the 20th century, this tre
mendous rampant anti-Semitism. And then to be called 
th is— it’s like turning around and calling Mort Sahl 
a Republican.

Q. Morgan also said [ impolite interview, issue 
that you’ve talked about your youth in such detail that 
he suspects it lasted fo r about J,0 years. Why do you 
talk so much about how it teas when you were a kid?

A. Because I— if you realize—I'm really making a 
comment about how it is now. I am not talking about 
how it was when I was a kid; I am not dealing in 
nostalgia, either. Incidentally, one o f my wonderful 
childhood memories is hearing Henry Morgan. It's one 
thing to talk about when you were a kid, and another 
thing to live in the past, and I’m afraid that many 
performers do.

But, about when I was a kid, most of those things 
are done as a parable. Literally as a parable. It is not 
true, let’s say, that my mother stood near the sink 
all of her life. This is a parable. You can say the same 
thing about Proust—that the guy was hung up on how 
it used to be— but he was making a comment on the 
way of life, on the way it is in life.

So it’s not that I’m hung up on the old days—I’m
11
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not Sam Levenson who sits around and says, “Yeah, 
when I was a kid in Brooklyn, and penny candy, and 
all that jazz”—that isn't at all what I’m doing, and I'm 
sorry that Mr. Morgan rejects his childhood.

Q. Since your work can be compared, in a sense to 
an edited-for-radio self-psychoanalysis, do you think 
it’s pertinent as to whether or not you’ve actually lou
der gone analysis?

A. Boy, that's a Realist question. I’ll answer it in 
a parabolic way. I got a call here a couple of weeks 
ago from a doctor who is a well-known psychiatrist 
in town and is a lecturer at one of the universities 
here. And he said, “You know, I’ve been listening to 
you for 3 years, Shepherd, and it might be of some 
interest to yop to know that I feel that you’re the most 
completely analyzed man I’ve ever met.” Apparently, 
this is a great compliment from an analysis man.

And then I got to thinking about it, and I thought 
—well, you see, what I do on the show, I guess, makes

f

people wonder about me—the psychological problems 
involved. I %m always looking for my own motives 
within me, trying to extend those motives to find out 
why other things happen, why other people do things. 
Freud, for example, when he came up with his most 
important work in the late 19th century, it was by 
looking at himself-^-not other people, but himself—and 
then looking at other people.

I don’t thing it’s pertinent to my work as to whether 
I’ve been analyzed or not, but I will say this in all 
truthfulness: that my work is probably as great a 
purgative as any analysis could ever be, and more, 
because -you can be really truthful when you’re talking 
into a faceless microphone instead of a living indi
vidual, an analyst.

Q. What’s your attitude toward people continually 
getting hung up on trivia?

A. Oh. you mean details? I think it’s a very natural 
tendency that people all have. Most of the problems 
that we face in our lives—everybody’s lives—are so 
immense in the ultimate sense—like life after death, 
for example, or the meaning of being alive—this is a 
pretty difficult problem that most people do not even 
want to discuss, and those that do, generally bring out 
a book and say, “Here, it’s all written out here,” and 
throw it down, and that’s the end of that.

* So, since life—being a human being—is a thing 
that has great uncertainties—I’m not sure any other
12

animal in the whole world—including us as part of 
the animal kingdom—that any other animal in the 
world knows uncertainty about the future nor con
sternation about the past. A rabbit does not regret 
last week.

Q. What about a dog who has been bawled out for 
soiling the rug—

A. That’s fear. That’s not consternation. He does 
not sit and worry about that. He does not say, “Why 
did I soil the rug? What is there in me that makes 
me soil rugs?” He will react with fear—this is a 
Pavlovian conditioned-reflex to physical fear where the 
dog says, “Oh, yes, I soiled the rug, I get hit on the 
head. Soil rug, hit on the head.” That’s all.

But consternation is different, you see. That would 
be if, after he soils the rug, he walks away, and says:
“He’s right, you know. I am a slob. It’s a fantastic 
thing I’ve done, and I’ve done it again. No wonder 
I’m walking around on four feet like this, and got 
a thing around my neck. I deserve it.” Dogs, ap
parently, don’t do this, but man does.

Q. Is that good or bad?
A. It’s neither; it’s human. I don’t think there's 

any good or bad thing. It’s human to dream, and it’s 
human to kill. It’s human to love. And to say it’s good 
or bad is ridiculous. That's like trying to say, “Well, 
let’s stop being human. Let’s be vases.” Vases never 
get hung up on trivia. Nor do dogs.

See, I’m intrigued when I get hung up on trivia.
I’m fascinated—all of a sudden I’ll wake up and say, 
"What am I doing this here for?—for 20 minutes I’ve 
been sitting here doing the New York Times cross
word puzzle, and I should be out being dynamic or 
something.” I’m just amused, that’s all.

Q. In what ways are you related and/or unrelated 
to the beat generation?

A. I'm alive. I mean I presume they're alive. Kerou- 
ac is older than I am. Ginsberg’s younger than I am.

Q. I didn’t mean chronologically; I meant in your 
attitudes.

A. I don’t know, that’s hard to say. It seems to me 
that the beats I’ve met seem to dig life. And I do.
I think that most of them arc inarticulate, that even 
though they claim they say a great deal, they don’t.
But their life says a great deal, the way they live says 
more than what they say they say in their paintings 
or in their writings. I think the way, for example, that 
Kerouac lives says more about what he believes than 
the way he writes.

Q. He lives with his mother—
A. That’s right. That’s exactly what I mean. I think 

that the most profound Madison Avenue advocates I’ve 
ever known were guys who wrote against Madison 
Avenue. As I, say, you can really tell by the way a 
man lives much more than by what he says.

Q. Can’t you just see a day coming when, in addi
tion to the coffee break at the ad agencies, they’ll also 
have time out for novel-writing?

A. You know, you bring that up—it’s interesting 
to note that one of the boys who's in this recent book,
The Beat Scene, just two years ago, he wrote the 
biggest, most wildly right-wing defense of Madison 
Avenue that’s ever appeared in the Village Voice, and

The Realist
. http://www.ep.tc/realist

THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/20
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e  N umber 20 - Oct. 1960 - P a g e  13 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/20

he’s going around now trying to get the Voice never 
to show that he wrote these things. He was the most 
Madison Avenue guy I’ve ever known. Marc Scheifler. 
Now he’s in The ISeat Scene.

I’m just saying that many things come and go, 
and it’s not a matter of changing your mind. Often
times, it’s a matter of an interesting kind of— I hate 
to use the word conformism—but whatever happens to 
be swinging for you at the time -is what you’ll do, and 
often a lot o f things swing together, you know. The 
guy probably did feel that way when he wrote about 
the Madison Avenue crowd, and now he feels that way 
about beats. Hut who knows what he believes in? I 
don’t think lie does.

Q. What do you think is the significance o f the 
rent-a-beatnik ad in the Voice—where “genuine beat
niks” can be rented for fund-raising or private parties, 
and so on?

A. Well, I thought it was funny. Fred McDarrah 
did this purely as a joke. He was sitting around the 
Voice one day—he was working for them and they
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didn’t even charge him for the ad—and he did it as 
a gag. and I thought it was a very funny gag. But 
what made it even funnier was that people called in 
and said, “Where can I— I’m ready— bring some out”— 
so then he called in some friends o f his and said, “You 
wanna make $5—go out to this house— be a beatnik.”

To me, it’s an interesting thing that has come 
about, where the whole world is show biz. Rent a 
philosopher tonight! Rent an angry young man to
night! It’s all show biz—where anger becomes a prime 
quality o f certain people in show biz. This is show biz, 
you know, when you rent a beatnik—they’re playing 
beat just as much as somebody who is doing a bit on 
TV is playing that part.

Q. What do you think is the relationship between 
the growing use o f show business techniques in gov
ernment, religion, commerce—and the increasing de
humanization in those same areas?

A. That sounds like the beginning o f a Fortune 
editorial. Actually, I think they’re getting more human 
in those areas. I think a guy who got up and said 
things like Lincoln said was totally inhuman, because
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he continued to work on what he said. I think the real 
human tendency is to cover us with bullshit, and then 
never do anything about it. That's human.

I think underneath it all, there’s a great latent 
streak o f phonyism in every man, you see. And if he 
could get a reputation of being, let’s say, a hard-hitting 
novelist, without writing a novel, he’d be happier than 
if he had to write the damn novel. And so, you’ve got 
a government that’s doing that—it's the most human 
of all things. I don’t think it’s increasingly dehuman; 
I think it’s more human.

Q. You do a lot of speaking at various colleges; arc 
there any meaningful trends you've observed?

A. Yes. I hate to be a pundit, but I have seen some 
things come and go in the last year or two. One of 
them—last year, I went to several colleges, and I noted, 
at Princeton particularly—you can only really judge 
something when you go somewhere several times in 
succession, and I was at Princeton and a couple of 
other schools I had been at before— and three years 
ago, everybody was talking about conformism. That 
was the big bit in colleges. They were all talking 
about, “How can I not conform?”—there was a big 
problem about that.

Well, then the word conformism apparently began 
to be a kind of shibboleth— it didn’t have any real 
meaning in life—and shortly thereafter, there was a 
very strange feeling I got, a couple of years ago, where 
there was a void beginning to settle in, where hardly 
anybody talked about his own life much, and they didn’t 
really talk about the life in which we are all involved 
— let’s say, America—except to feel a sense o f guilt 
for being an American.

Now I’ve noticed in colleges recently a kind o f— 
you can get the biggest laughs in America by saying, 
"A ren’t we rotten? We are the rottenest people in the 
world.” Well, no, actually you can’t. You can get every
body laughing saying that America is rotten—of course 
we understand that, us, we’re not really the ordinary 
Americans, but the ordinary American, oh, he’s a 
rotten bum—all o f America is terrible.

And you see this in colleges more and more, where 
there is a gradual retreat from any kind of sense of 
pride in being what you are. Now, I’ve been to many 
countries all over the world in recent years, and the 
most important thing I’ve learned is that there arc 
slobs everywhere, not just in America.

Q. Is it true that the Legion of Decency listed your 
book—“I, Libertine”—as objectionable, when it didn't 
even exist?

A. Yes, it was the Catholic Legion o f Decency in 
Boston.

Q. What was the real lesson o f that hoax:?
A. Oh. I learned several things. I learned one thing 

-that Americans hardly recognize a real commentary 
on our system. It was just called a funny prank by 
Life and all that. But in England, for example, one 
of the papers over there, in 1958, designated this par
ticular thing that developed—the whole business of 
I, Libertine—as one o f the most meaningful hoaxes o f 
the 20th century, about the whole rising wave of 
abstract living and believing in figures and facts and 
polls and so forth that has been perpetrated. It was 
never referred to as that in the United States.

It proved a lot of things to me. One o f the things 
it proved to me was that contemporary reports from
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newspapers and so forth are rarely accurate, that if 
somebody were to go to the New York Times today 
and look through the morgue [a newspaper’s library 
of clippings]—now the Times is a very official paper— 
and if he were to go to the Times and read this 
account o f all the different things that happened, they 
would be completely in error as to what really hap
pened; the actual story was completely different from 
what was reported in the press.

A hundred years from now. this will be history— 
I’m saying this is trivial, nobody will look at it. but 
who knows—because it was a really meaningful thing 
in America at the time. And. I say. even more meaning
ful in that we completely missed the point of it. The 
point was to prove that in the end. almost everything 
that we do is based on something that has been told 
to us by people who arc highly fallible.

For example, a whole program—TV networks have 
dropped programs at a cost o f millions of dollars, that 
t6ok five years o f preparation, because a guy came on 
Monday morning with a list of people he claimed he 
called and found out nobody was listening. Now, that’s 
in effect what Nielsen really is. A guy comes over and 
says, “Well. Mr. So-and-so”—who owns the So-and-so 
network, and there are 198 billion people who listen to 
it—“we just took a poll, and it’s no go.” He’ll base his 
whole decision on that. It’s a fascinating psychological 
problem.

Now, if you could base a decision on how many 
people actually - take a guy on Broadway, he doesn’t 
have that problem—he can tell whether people arc 
seeing his show merely by looking at the receipts every 
night. But to believe in a complete abstraction that 
nobody really secretly believes in—and yet you do 
believe in it—

Q. You believe iv it when you yet a high rating.
A. Oh. yes. It's like walking under a ladder, and 

you say to yourself. “Well, I don't believe in super
stitions" -there’s hardly any guy in the business who’d 
admit that he believes in polls, but the point is that 
he doesn’t believe in awf/thing, and so he’s like any 
native in the jungle. He will take any sign and portent 
as being meaningful.

When this /. Libertine thing grew up, the original 
thesis o f the thing was so quickly lost—nobody re
ported why Shepherd did it—what I learned mostly 
from it was that I don’t believe much that I read in 
the papers, any more than I believe in polls.

And people keep correcting me. I constantly meet 
people who tell me what really happened because they 
read it in the Times or the Post. But nobody from 
those papers had asked me about what actually hap
pened. They talked to WOR’s promotion man, who 
wasn't there and never heard of it. They did every
thing but talk to the man to whom it happened.

Q. All right—now this is "a Realist question”—you 
said that your hoar proved something about Ameri
cans; doesn’t this conflict with what yon said before— 
that there are slobs in every country?

A. No. it’s not slobbism, no—no, no. no—we live in 
such a world of communication today, we live in a 
world o f television shows, more than most other people. 
But it’s not a matter of snobbism; we have the 
machinery here. Why, a man in Germany, believe me, 
or a man in England, or a man in France—he would 
hardly believe it, that there are seven channels on tele-
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vision in America, that you could sit here in New 
York and dial seven channels. Even in a little city 
like Cincinnati, there are four channels.

That’s a lot of television. A guy in England has 
two channels, and they’re very similar. A man in 
Germany has one. You’ve just got to concede that we 
do Have more material, technical setups for communica
tion. So the Americans have gotten to the point—and 
it’s not a matter o f slobbism, it’s a matter of con
ditioning—to the point where you get life out of these 
things.

You don’t live life, you get life out of watching 
Kim Stanley, or reading about it in Life. For example.
Look has an ad that they’ve recently been running, 
it says: "Read about the exciting lives of how people 
live—read the exciting lives of how people are—the 
swinging sixties” — and so some poor guy whose life 
is not swinging nor exciting picks up a copy of Look 
magazine to find out how people live.

And if I said to him, “Look, you're living, too, you 
know”—and there he is. he’s looking at a picture o f a 
clean-limbed youth skiing in the Sierra Madre, and he 
says, “Well, no, not really, you see, they are,” and I’d 
say, “Well, wait a minute, you haven’t seen this guy 
at home.” “Well, it doesn’t matter.”

So real life is lived between the pages o f a maga
zine, or it’s lived between the station break commercials 
on a TV show, or it's lived by reading about Paul New
man in the Post, or the exciting life o f Harry Bela- 
fonte—

Q. And you say this vicariousness is more prevalent 
in the United States than elsewhere?

A. Oh, I think so. Because it’s around us more. I 
think it’s getting to be that way in England now, you 
know—it’s wherever people are surrounded by artificial 
means o f looking at life—and if a guy’s living in the 
Alaskan Frontier, you see, it’s.non-existent.

And furthermore, he can’t come into his little cabin 
and lock up the door and turn on three television sets 
and watch—do you know that WOR found a guy in 
Staten Island who comes home— get this— comes home 
at eight o’clock at night, we’ll say, he can’t miss the 
Yankee ball game, he turns on the Yankee ball game, 
and there’s a certain, let’s say, TV dramatic show, he 
turns on the dramatic show, and then he turns on 
WQXR.

Q. For background music? Next thing you know 
he'll put WQXIi on while he listens to WOR! Do yon 
think the ultimate will ever come—when they'll have 
background music for war—like in the newsreels?

A. Well, the weirdest thing that I’ve seen recently 
— I was working on a movie script for the Duroche- 
mont Corporation, and it involved a trip on a Navy 
vessel, and I was in a forward gun turret of this 
cruiser, and these guys are getting orders, and all the 
stuff is going— radarscope and everything—and what 
do you think they’ve got? They’ve got a little metal 
loudspeaker hanging over them and the ship has a 
record room and it’s playing Montovani records.

Well, my God, I never would’ve believed it, but 
here these guys are—"Off <10 degrees to the left. 17 
degrees starboard”—they’re getting ready to fire a 
missile!—and Montovani is playing Sleepy Lagoon. 
They’ve got mood music. Dimitri Tiomkin’ll be writing 
original music for cruisers. “Music to Drop a Bomb 
By.”
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Q. How do you differentiate between comedy and 
humor?

A. Well, eomcdv is a process whereby you're aiming 
at making a person laugh, and the end product is the 
laugh. With humor, however, the laugh happens to be 
the by-product of what you’re doing. Comedy, which 
does not say anything, is very funny and we laugh at 
this. But humor, that says something about a specific 
situation and really makes a point, is highly resented.

A real humorist—say, somebody like Bertrand Rus
sell, Mencken, Stephen Leacock—it wasn't until these 
guys were in their late forties that they began to 
develop what I would call humor. Real humor. Humor 
is never a product of youth. I’m not talking chrono
logically. but about experience.

This is why I think Sahl is a comic and not a humor
ist—if you want to make a point it’s often not funny,

To Ike: A Farewell, You Might Say, Tribute
“With an interest in some form of work and a 

reasonable appreciation of what is going on in tho 
world, old age can be a joy.”

—Grandma Moses on her 100th birthday
\__________________________________________ /■
but on the way, the examples you use to make your 
point are funny; now if you stop before that point is 
finally made—most o f these guys would be terrified of 
going on for five minutes without anybody laughing; 
that’s why it’s like this {snap, snap, snap)—one-liners.

The problem is, a humorist cannot stop—when he 
has something to say, he wants to say what he has to 
say—and if the laugh comes up, it’s a by-prbduct of 
what he’s saying. It’s his attitude that makes people 
laugh, often, but not his end point. Like Henry Morgan 
said to you, Lenny Bruce doesn’t make him laugh.

A humorist often doesn't make you laugh—out loud 
—and again, I don’t want to be accused: “Well, who 
does Shepherd think he is, a humorist?” All I can say* 
is that I did not realize for years that I was dealing 
in humor until I started to get letters from recognized 
humorists who said, “You know, you’re very funny.”

Q. You didn’t think you were being completely 
serious, did you?
October 1960
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A. Entertaining, maybe. I was very serious about 
— and, incidentally, this is another thing about a 
humorist—he’s very serious about what he says. In
variably. You don’t think Bertrand Russell’s kidding 
around? You don’t think that Mencken wasn’t serious 
about what he said?

But America is cowiedj/-oriented, because we’ve seen 
so much of it. Humor is self-conscious—you’re con- 
scious of yourself—and this is the one thing that 
many people in America don’t seem to want to be. They 
don’t want to look at themselves at all.

Q. Aren’t you now contradicting a point, that you’ve 
■made on your show—that we are getting self-con
scious ?

A. Could be. Could be—that’s why Sahl and these 
guys are making it now—but they’re not going far 
enough. You see, they’re making people conscious of 
slobs in America—but when you start making the 
individual conscious of himself in the night club, then 
you’ve carried it into humor. I think they’re skirting 
on the edges of humor. I don’t think that they carry 
all the way.

1 have often had to say, on the air, “Now, look, stop 
laughing”—I say to the guys in the control room— 
“I'm being serious about this.” Because laughing often 
throws a guy when he wants to get to a point.

Q. Do you know I get letters saying, “Please label 
whether or not the articles in the Realist are serious”—

A. Why do you think that Playboy has a little thing 
above that says “satire”; then they’ll have one that 
will say “funny piece”; then they’ll have one, “serious 
piece.” And of course, that’s what most of the comics 
do on their records—do you notice they put laughs on 
them?

The idea of putting laughs on a record—now I know 
of one comic who made a very big name for himself 
on the basis of a record—the record was not recorded 
in a night club, the record was recorded in a studio, 
and the laughter was dubbed in—to tell people when 
to laugh.

[Editor’s note: The record, Jean Shepherd and Other 
Foibles, is guaranteed to contain absolutely no laughter 
whatsoever.]

Q. I think a good example of this serio-humorous 
approach to stuff is a thing you did on the air about 
the moral implications of the Hiroshima Day protest 
march—

A. Well, the point I was trying to make there was 
that—first of all. I’m certainly not for nuclear bombs, 
I’m very much aware of the nuclear fission problem— 
the idea that we parade on Hiroshima Day with big 
signs is interesting, but it would seem to me that 
Hiroshima Day would be no better a day to do it than, 
let’s say. Pearl Harbor Day. I feel that Hiroshima 
wouldn’t have occurred had there not been a Pearl 
Harbor.

I’m also saying that a bomb would not be created 
unless man basically hates other men, that the parade 
against the bomb is a hopeless parade.

Q. Was it really against the bomb, or against the 
men who created and used it?

A. “Men” didn't—all of mankind did.
Q. Are you saying that all mankind is responsible?
A. Let’s put it on this basis. You’ve got 5,000 polar
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boars. Now polar boars are dangerous creatures. They 
are. really. But yet, on the other hand, probably many 
polar bears have never attacked, destroyed, or killed 
a man. Maybe the provocation hasn’t been there. Maybe 
the man wasn’t there at the right time. And so on. 
I’m saying—it's a problem of guilt—we like to assume 
that there is an ineffable they that creates the atom 
bombs.

Q. Don't you think that we live in an oligarchy?
A. What is an oligarchy?
Q. Power in the hands o f a few.
A. No. Why is it, then, the power’s always been in 

the hands of bad people? Mankind has always had a 
version of the nuclear bomb in any given time. I’d like 
to ask you a question. Do you think that if the Japanese 
had the bomb on December 7th, they would’ve re
frained from using it?

Q. I don't think so. 1 don't suppose they would’ve.— 
refrained from using it, that is.

A. Do you think for a minute that if Hitler had 
had the A-bomb, that he would’ve refrained from using 
it on England?

Q. No question about it. I wean I assume he 
would've.

A. All right. Doesn’t this say a great deal about 
jteople? You’re talking about all of mankind, you know. 
You’ve just held that about—how many million people? 
—would’ve used it. Look at the difference between us 
using it and Japan using it. Japan would’ve used it— 
we weren’t even at war with Japan, there was nothing 
going on—and you admitted that there’s a very good 
possibility, they would’ve.

In short, why should Americans feel a terrible guilt 
about the A-bomb? Do the Japanese feel guilt about 
Pearl Harbor? Are you trying to say that one bomb 
is less moral than others?

Q. Not at all. Just that some people arc. /Is far as 
I’m concerned—and this was in the very first issue of 
the Realist—when the first caveman hit another cave
man with a rock—well, it's just a matter of degree 
from there—even if it was a “clean” rock.

A. That's what I’m trying to say. We seem to make 
the nuclear bomb a moral issue, but we don’t seem to 
really worry about other bombs. The Japanese dropped 
bombs like mad. Do you know that they also dropped 
bombs on civilians in Honolulu? Well, now, the point 
that I’m making here is that—if 178,000 people is a 
gigantic thing—if those bombs had#bcen able to kill 
178,000 people, they would’ve been looked upon as 
even more successful by the Japanese.

Are you aware of what the Japanese did in Nanking 
during the Chinese-Japanese war? These happen to be 
things that people did. You can’t separate war from 
human activity. And what the Japanese did in Nanking 
was—I mean you could make a lot of moral issues one 
way or the other to say whether or not what we did 
to Hiroshima was wrong, I don’t know.

You see, I think the real morality here is the prob
lem of attacking in the first place, but nobody talks 
about that. I don’t see how dropping one bomb on a 
street in Pearl Harbor is any less moral or immoral 
than dropping a gigantic bomb on a street in Hiro
shima. And it becomes even more immoral when you 
remember who attacked whom. Suddenly there are
K

people who are feeling great guilt problems for the 
Japanese. 1 don’t think the Japanese felt much guilt 
about the Chinese they killed by the millions during 
the ’30s.

It’s like the Chessman syndrome—when you catch 
a thief, then you feel, oh. terrible, I mean, “I’ve got 
this guy now here"—it’s like catching a mouse. You’re 
anti-mice when they’re running around and they’re 
spreading disease, and you put a trap out and suddenly 
you catch one, and then you feel rotten. Then, after 
a while, you sit down and write a thesis about how 
wonderful mice are. and how terrible you are, for 
what you’ve done to these mice.

O. Oh, yes. And if it’s a cute one. and they have 
dances. All I have to say is, remember who did what 
to whom. Keep that in mind when you hear the.se 
things, and say, “Fine, we agree that the A-bomb is 
terrible.” but ask somebody, “What did you think of 
this?" I mean I don’t care whether they do great paint- 
‘ings or whether they have wonderful Kabuki dances.
The point is, what happened to Nanking? Manchuria?
And a lot of terrible things that the Japanese did in 
the '30s?

And I’m not saying that they’re any worse than 
anybody else. It just happened to be their time to be
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rotten in the world. The English had their period, yon 
know—back in the early 19th century, they were pretty 
rotten to a lot of people.

We have a feeling, always, it seems to me. that it 
wasn’t the German people, it was the terrible leaders 
that got in; it's not the wonderful Russian people, but 
their terrible leaders that are doing all these awful 
things. This is the common misbelief—and I do believe 
it is a misbelief—because I have never yet been able 
to see in any of the mass programs—or anything I’ve 
ever done on the air. when you deal with mass people— 
you cannot inculcate something into people, you can 
only bring into flame that which is already there.

In other words, Hitler did not create anti-Semitism 
in the Germans—it was already there—Hitler made it 
legal all of a sudden. Hitler got up and said, “Let’s 
go!" One man in a town in Mobile is not going to 
create anti-color—it’s already there.

Like with man, you see—you and I are not killers. 
A war comes along, put an M-l in our arms, and we 
are killers—because it. has become legal. And you even 
get medals, people cheer, they write books about you, 
and you become a hero. All you’ve done, actually, is 
kill. It’s become legal.

Q. Tint isn’t the difference that you■ may not believe 
in what you’re doing?
October 1960

http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

A. Not necessarily. At the time you’re doing it, you 
do. You do not win a dog-fight in a P-51 unless you 
believe in what you’re doing—or else you’re going to 
be a dead P-51 pilot. You have to be pretty good. When 
you're in the infantry, when you're in a fire-fight, you’d 
better be pretty good.

It’s the guy in the ball game who does not believe 
in winning who gets his ass kicked. You cannot say, 
“Well, I don’t believe in it, but here it goes"—pow!— 
with the bazooka. You've got to have already believed 
enough to be up there, to have a bazooka in your 
hands and to pull the trigger. And it takes a lot of 
belief.

So I don't believe that 25 guys can make a whole 
world go to war unless it secretly wants to go to war. 
I just don’t believe it. It just does not make sense. 
And it does not make sense to me that one man can 
get up and lead 60,000,000 people into anti-Semitism.

Q. Wouldn't the same principle apply to McCarthy?
A. Sure, because this McCarthyism was in a lot of 

people long before McCarthy gave it a name. Or take 
Ike, for example— I think one of the reasons people 
like Ike so much is that there are so many pictures 
of Ike playing golf. No, really. Obviously, he’s not con
cerned, and this is what people want to feel—they 
want to be non-concerncd. If you saw a picture of a 
president, and he’s always looking worried, he’s look
ing harassed, like Lincoln did—

Q. What about the presidential campaign now? All 
they're doing is shoiving concern—

A. Well, wait. And that’s why nobody feels any 
genuine feeling of faith in these guys. You notice that 
nobody buys them?

Q. I can’t say “nobody”—but there are people I 
know who aren’t going to vote for either candidate—

A. All right, what does this show? That’s the final 
getting-ofT-the-hook. That’s creative non-action. It 
seems to me that few people remember that in 1956, 
a lot of eggheads I know were saying, “Gee, wouldn’t 
it be great if a man like Kennedy—this terrific intel
lectual man. young, with a great deal of vitality—but 
he’s a Catholic, he'll never make it, he could never be 
nominated for president"—they loved him as long as 
it seemed that he couldn’t make it. As soon as he made 
it—“Aw, c’mon, this guy, whattaya talking about...”

Q. You have a lot of young high school kids among 
your audience; in their mail to yon, do you detect any 
breach with the older generation?

A. Well, a kid wrote me a letter, and he said: “You 
know, my father—I go upstairs and I listen to you, 
and he’s sitting downstairs, and he's watching the ball 
game, or he’s watching Playhouse 90, and he’ll come 
up. and he’ll say, ‘What are you listening to that idiot 
for? Why don’t you listen to something good?”’ And 
the kid writes to me, “You know, all I can say is that 
my father really likes Ike."

The only thing I can say about that is that I notice 
a gap between—the kids see the difference between 
action and statements—adults don’t. Kids today see it. 
I don’t think I did when I was a kid, and I don’t think 
you did, either.

Q. You do in retrospect, though—
A. In retrospect—yes, of course. But they do it
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now. It’s not retrospect with a 16-year-old kid when he 
talks about his father and mother, you know. It’s now.

I have had amazing conversations with kids who 
will say, “Well, my father says that he’s very mad 
about segregation, that these people down in the South 
are doing this sort of thing, he’s very angry about 
that—but on the other hand, he made very sure when 
we moved into Westchester, that our property rights 
were going to be secured, and that there wouldn’t be 
any problem with th is”—and she says, “Now, when I 
ask him, he’ll say, ‘Well, there’s no connection between 
the two, why, some o f my best friends down at the 
office' ’’—and so on—so the kid sees this, but the man 
really doesn’t. He doesn’t see the gulf between what 
he does and what he says.

People do not sec—when you get to be an adulfc-L 
chronologically—quite often, they don’t see that there’s 
a difference between sending a letter to South America, 
we’ll say, by the President of the United States, saying, 
“We are going to increase friendship, we’re going to 
increase understanding, and health, and all these won
derful things between the two of us”—and all the 
while, outside of the president’s palace in this country, 
people are marching because they’ve got nothing to 
eat, you know? There’s a difference between what you 
do and what you say, and a kid seems to see that today.

I’d say that the significant thing I’ve seen among 
kids is that the kids are much more aware than they 
ever were. I’m very much interested in what this gen
eration—and I don’t mean the beat generation—you 
should see the insights I get about the beat generation 
from 14-year-old kids who write me—better stuff than 
you ever read in the Evergreen Review — because 
they’re involved in it. Boy, it’s wild.

One kid wrote me, and he says, “You know, every 
Sunday night, I have to come up to my room, I have 
to hide under the covers to listen to you, because they 
think I’m foolish that I’m not downstairs with the 
crowd. Then they’ll turn right around and say, ‘Well, 
look, we want you . to be yourself—why do you have to 
conform ?’ ” And he sees this fantastic contradiction.

Q. Why do you think that at this point in time, 
that kids are more aware of this dichotomy than be
fore?

A. During the time when you were a kid—I mean 
I’m not that much older than you are—first of all, 
people did not deliberately aim things at us. There were 
not such things as gigantic teenage magazines; there 
was Open Road for Boys, which was a Boy Scout 
magazine, and that .was about the extent of it. They 
didn’t have a billion-dollar industry based on kids. 
Seventeen magazine—

Q. Have you seen their pitch to advertisers—get 
these kids now—“It’s easier to make a habit than it is 
to break one”—

A. Exactly. So kids arc now — today, in effect, 
they’re adults. They’re being treated as adults. They’re 
a market. And they have things beamed at them.

It’s interesting, too, to see kids being taken to see 
Tea and Sympathy. Can you imagine a 15-year-old-kid 
—I’ve seen them—I can see the day now when a high 
school will put on A Streetcar Named- Desire as its 
senior play. Can’t you just see some little chick playing 
Blanche Du Bois?

So a kid today is in a completely different world 
than you and I were in. I mean at the age of 16, most 
of us were pretty much involved in activities—even
18

such ridiculous things as playing baseball—you don’t 
find this among the 16-year-olders today. Why, do 
you know, I hardly ever listened to radio when I was 
a teenager. I listened to it when I was a little kid, 
and I listened to it when 1 got older, and started to 
understand Fred Allen.

Q. In addition to kids, you also have a lot of adults 
in your audience — including some highly successful 
comedians; is there any actual plagiarism that has 
taken place, as you’ve been intimating lately ?

A. Yes. I can specifically say that there is one bit 
on a Shelley Berman record that I did a full year 
before it appeared on his record.

Q. Does this necessarily imply plagiarism on his 
part?

%A. Well, it was quite a coincidence that you would 
have an agent talking to Albert Schweitzer—these are 
two pretty disparate things—and I could not say that 
it was definite plagiarism. All 1 can say is it’s what 
the New Yorker would call “the amazing coincidence 
department.”

Q. Do you know whether Shelley Berman listens to 
your show?

A. Yes, I do know. He told me once on the phone 
that he did. And Jack Paar was quoted in Time with 
a thing that I did during the newspaper strike.

Q. Why do you insist that you’re never going to 
“make it?”

A. I don’t insist that. Let’s say I have intimations 
that I’ll never make it—because I’m on radio. If I were 
doing what I’m doing now in night clubs, I think I 
would. If I were doing it on The Ed 'Sullivan Show,
I think I would. But radio—no. I’m saying that I’m 
backed into a strange corner here—that if I can make 
400 people laugh on radio, that’s not much, it’s not 
official—but that if 1 came out of Pocatello, Idaho with 
a record of having filled a night club three straight 
nights, I would get a real good hearing at the Blue 
Angel.

Q. Does that mean—the fact that you’re going to be 
in “New Faces” on Broadway—that you’ve sold out?

A. A man has sold out only when you take a look 
at what he says and see if it’s changed. Wait and see 
what I say. Would you say that you’ve sold out if 
suddenly the Realist is being read by 160,000,000 peo
ple? I don’t think a guy sells out merely because he’s 
successful. I think a lot of people have been successful 
and have said plenty. For example, Voltaire was an 
uproariously successful author during his day, but he 
never sold out, as far as I know.

Q. Well, are you saying that if  Voltaire were on 
radio now—

A. I’m saying that if Fred Allen were on radio now, 
people would call him a disc jockey. And they would 
say, “What’s this disc jockey talking about!” Do you 
know that I got a call from the NBC network the 
other day, and the guy says to me: “We’d like to have 
you come on our show \I’ve Cot a Secret1 as a guest.
Now, would you min/l if we introduce you as a disc 
jockey without records?” I said, “What the hell is this?
Why don’t we call Mort Sahl ‘a musical emcee without 
a band?’ I mean it doesn’t make sense.”

Now do you get an insight into what I’m talking 
about? I'm merely pointing out to you that if you’re
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on the radio and you do not do one o f three things— 
disc jockey, newscast, interview- -you are going to be 
put into that area. If Mori Sahl was on the radio— 
you’d never seen him in a night club—he’d be called 
a disc jockey. Believe me. Lenny Bruce would be called 
a disc jockey.

Q. How do you reconcile your belief in equality of 
the sexes with your fear lhal the sexes are becoming 
wore equal!

A. I don’t say they’re becoming more equal. I say 
they’re becoming the same. That’s different from 
equality. Boy. I'm saying that if you look around, you’ll 
find that definitely the hero of today is a woman—and 
1 say “hero” in the dramatic sense.

If you look on the Broadway stage and the Holly
wood screen, it just seems to me that the strong people 
arc the women, the weak people arc the men, that it’s 
Geraldine Paige who saves Ben Ga/z/ara or Paul New
man, it’s Kim Stanley who rescues Kli Wallach in the 
end. And this is a very interesting attitude. It’s not 
that she saves him by being a good woman; she saves 
him by being stronger. She is stronger.

Q. Would, you say this is true o f Deborah Kerr in 
''Tea and Sympathy?"

A. Oh, yes—this is a perfect example—that you take 
the 16-year-old kid and as a woman you go to bed with 
him to prove to him that he’s a man. This is a gro
tesque thought, you know.

Q. Would you say it's an immoral message?
A. Oh. totally. First of all. you had to justify—of 

course, never implying that she wanted to go to bed 
with the kid— it was for the purest o f motives—which 
makes sex totally immoral. If you involve yourself in 
sex for a purpose that has nothing to do with sex, I 
think this is a complete immorality. I think that is 
really immoral. If you’re using sex as an antidote or 
as a dosage, then it’s not even being used for itself.

It’s interesting to note that in the play, she had to 
have a non-comprehending, bad husband to make that 
a beautiful act. I f  she’d had a wonderful, swell guy as 
a husband, people would’ve gone out of that theatre 
madder than hell. Well, what does that have to do 
with the act itself?

Q. Suppose it were a young girl who was afraid 
she was a lesbian—

A. Yes, turn it around. Here, we’ll do this play—

here’s a young biology teacher, see. and he has this 
little fat girl who has problems—she thinks she's a 
lesbian, and everybody’s saying she’s a lesbian, you 
see. and the guy has this fantastically shrewish wife, 
and so one day he takes this kid down to the boathouse, 
and he says. " I’m doing this to prove to.you that you’re 
a real woman.”

It’s a fantastic play. Here again, it’s the women 
who rescue men—she was rescuing a guy there—a man 
can’t rescue a woman. He is only a selfish rotten thing 
when he does something with her; a woman is always 
grandiose—she does these things only because she is 
a woman, and hence is a plane higher than man.

And it’s a very fascinating development—this play, 
to me. says a lot about the mores of our lime, where 
not one person -1 wonder how many people were sitting 
there in the theatre, wondering. "Jesus. I wonder if 
my 16-year-old son is swinging with his Art teacher 
down at school.” But they go out of the theatre, say
ing. “Oh. what a wonderful thing she does.” I thought 
it was a terrible thing. I thought it was one of the 
worst plays I’ve ever seen.

You know, the interesting thing to do is ask : “Well, 
what would you do if your wife did that this after
noon?” You can say to her: “Well. Madge, you know, 
1 heard what you did with Jimmy this afternoon in the 
boathouse down there. By God, Madge, tears came to 
my eyes when I heard about it. and I didn’t realize 
what a wonderful person you are until this happened.”

And somehow, that also says a great deal about our 
attitude toward sex—the belief that if a guy goes to 
bed once with a woman, that he has proved for all time 
that he’s a man. That’s intriguing.

It’s weird—one of the sickest—that’s a true existen
tialist play, by the way, that goes even further than did 
Waiting for Godot, you know, in many ways. It just 
seemed—I mean if you’re going to look at it from the 
basic standpoint of a framework: searching for whati 
What is he searching for, now? What have they found?

Q. One of the basic threads that runs through your 
show is the concept that everybody's waiting for some
thing; what are you waiting for?

A. I don’t think anybody is waiting seriously for 
anything concrete. I think everybody’s waiting for 
something—and I say that in capital letters—SOME
THING— it’s what Beckett was saying in Godot. I don’t 
know what I’m waiting for. I don’t think you know 
what you're waiting for.

The Realist Bookshelf • 225 Lafayette S treet • New York 12, N. Y.
J. G., the Upright Ape—by Roger 

Price, of Droodlcs fame. A satirical 
novel with a simian’s-eye view of pol
itics, education, advertising, existen
tialism. psychoanalysis, modern jazz, 
public relations, the underworld, the 
military, nuclear physics, the heat 
generation. $3.95.

We Who Would Not Kill—by Jim 
Peck. A dramatic account of the men 
who went to jail for their beliefs dur
ing World War II. $3.00.

Adlai’s Almanac—the wit and wis
dom of Stevenson. Soft cover. $1.00.

American Culture and Catholic 
Schools—by Emmett McLoughlin. An 
intriguing study of the consequences 
of dogmatism. $1.95.

Sex, Literature and Censorship—a 
collection of essays by I). H. Law
rence. $3.00.

Encyclopedia of Morals—more than 
50 scholars contributed to the prepa
ration of this work, covering ethics 
from Thomas Aquinas to the /uni In
dians. Published at $10. Yours for 
$5.00.

The Sexual History of the World 
War—by I)r. .Magnus llirschfeld. A 
comprehensive analysis of the rela
tionship between war and eroticism. 
$2.95.

A Game of Chess — by Richard 
Scott. Examines, and finds wanting, 
various arguments for the existence 
of a personal deity. $3.00.

Johnny Got His Gun — by Dalton 
Trumbo. “The best book I’ve ever 
read, in case you care.”—Paul Krass-
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ner. $3.93.
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sir realist:

On Wilhelm Reich
I have agreed with virtually every

thing the Realist has printed, so found 
it refreshing to find controversial 
points of view in the same issue, name
ly the material on Reich (issue #19). 
He sounds fascinating and I am eager 
to read something by him or some 
impartial account of his works in order 
to decide which faction I agree with....

Mrs. I.etha Musgrave 
Glendale, Calif.

The question which misrepresented 
Wilhelm Reich’s views (in the Albert 
Ellis interview) was asked by Robert 
Anton Wilson, and not by “Wilson and 
Krassner.” I take full responsibility 
for it.

It is a grave and serious matter to 
distort the views of an important 
thinker who is dead and cannot answer 
back, especially when that man’s books 
are not easily available. I am very 
ashamed of my credulity in spreading 
this distortion.

This, however, brings me to the 
point of this letter. I am usually a 
careful person: I would not have mis
represented Reich if it were possible 
for me to get my hands on his hooks to 
check what he actually wrote.

It’s a stupid, ridiculous and fascistic 
situation when a serious writer of so
cial-ethical criticism, such as myself, 
cannot have access to important works 
by one of the leading thinkers of the 
century. The ban on Reich’s books has 
continued for almost five years now, 
and why the hell aren't more "liberals’’ 
protesting and agitating about it?

I have managed to get my hungry 
claws on two of Reich’s books in spite 
of the ban; they convinced me that he 
was a major thinker and one not easily 
disposed of. Who are the fascists in 
Washington who prevent me from read
ing and studying Reich’s other books, 
and how can they take unto themselves 
such power in a supposedly free coun
try?

Robert Anton Wilson 
Nutlcy. New Jersey

However much I may disagree with 
many of the writings of Wilhelm Reich, 
I can heartily endorse Robert Anton 
W ilson’s view that, it’s a stupid, ridic
ulous and fascistic situation when a 
serious writer of social-ethical critic
ism, such as Wilson, cannot have ac
cess to important works by one of the 
leading (if often wrongheaded) think
ers of the century. I have long fought 
against censorship of social-ethical 
writings; and am at the moment en
gaged in a campaign of protest against 
the Saturday Review, the Reporter,
20

and other publications which refuse to 
publish advertisements for sex books 
(including my own Sex Without Guilt 
and The Art and Science of Love). So 
I can easily sympathize with Wilson's 
stand for freedom of expression.

Nonetheless, I do not think that en
lightened individuals can legitimately 
protest against all kinds of censorship. 
In Reich’s case, as I understand it, his 
books were banned because they es
pouse and promote orgonc therapy, and 
specifically the use of the orgonc box; 
and they claim that this form of ther
apy is efficacious in curing virtually all 
known human ailments and disorders, 
including cancer.

After exhaustive tests with orgone 
boxes, the U.S. Commission which en
forces the Pure Food and Drug Act 
ruled that there was no evidence that 
orgone therapy actually did cure any 
ailment or disease; and it banned the 
distribution and sale of orgonc boxes 
and literature advocating their use— 
just as it has banned the distribution 
and sale of many other worthless ap
pliances for which great curative 
claims have been made.

Dr. Reich was given full opportunity 
to appeal the decision of the Commis
sion; but, in the typical paranoid fa
shion which was characteristic of him 
during the last years of his life, he 
refused to do so and accused the gov
ernment of persecuting him. He final
ly went to jail (where he died) for 
refusal to comply with the Commis
sion’s rulings.

In view of these facts, the U.S. gov
ernment seems to have been entirely 
justified in banning the distribution 
of orgone boxes and the Reichian writ
ings which promote them. However, as 
several non-Reichian liberals have pro
tested over the past several years, the 
government seems to have over-reached 
itself in (a) banning some of Reich's 
writings that did not touch on orgone 
therapy and (b) banning whole books 
where orgonc therapy was only briefly 
mentioned.

Excoriations of the government, 
therefore, for banning Reich’s works 
arc hardly legitimate on the ground 
that ?io censorship of literature pro
moting medical cures is ever justified. 
The Pure Food and Drug Act is a high
ly valuable law; and, as liberal pub
lications such ns The Realist and The 
Independent rightly keep pointing out, 
should be even more strictly enforced 
than it often is.

The indiscriminate way in which 
Reich’s writings have been banned, 
however, is definitely open to criticism. 
Fortunately, the over-generalized ban 
on Reich’s writings has just been lifted, 
I understand, by the publication of 
selected excerpts from his major works 
(without the inclusion of the orgone 
therapy nonsense) by Farrar, Straus 
and Cudahy.

Albert Ellis
New York, X. Y.

God Knows Who
Please withdraw my name from your 

mailing list. I do not care to have 
printed matter using foul words de
livered to me. You might help to cor
rect this personality quirk by turning 
to God. Who gave you my name and 
address?

Elsie Oberwitte 
San Bruno, Calif.

Unlucky Number
In your last issue you published a 

letter from a reader who wanted to 
know the meaning of the word tris- 
kaidekaphobia. Your flippant answer 
makes me doubt that yoii know the veal 
meaning. The word means an abnormal 
fear of the number 13. . . .

Burton H. Wolfe 
Editor and Publisher

The Californian 
San Francisco, Calif.

Editor’s note: Unfortunately, I'm a 
victim of semanticaphobia, which is a 
normal fear of defining one’s terms. 
I used to suffer from claustrophobia, 
but my desire to return to the womb 
has served as a compensatory counter- 
irritant.

Shame on you for the way you 
answered the query about 13-phobia.... 
Cheers for W ilson’s piece on Ezra 
Pound; I forgive him his previous 
adolescent articles.

Gertrude Moakley 
New York. N. Y.

On the Other Scale
. . .  I was not very shocked to learn 

about Ezra Pound being 75 and the 
author of the Cantos and all, which is 
a devious way of saying that if Wilson 
wants to write literary criticism, why 
doesn’t he do it elsewhere? .

Bob Fcnichcl 
Cambridge, Mass.

Ellis and Morgan
Enclosing another dollar for 10 more 

reprints of the Albert Ellis interview.
1 hope my one-man Realist publicity 
campaign bears fruit.

My group enjoyed the vcnding-alo- d 
of the Henry Morgan interview. Most 
uninhibited, funny and much to talk 
about.

Chaim Rose, Moderator 
Conversations Unlimited 
Miami Beach, Florida

Vocational Training
. . .  It appears that Adolf Eichmann 

could be given a high position in the 
Atomic Energy Commission in that he 
has had the prerequisite experience 
and would fulfill a great need in the 
A. E. C.

George Gati 
La Crcscenta. Calif.
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EDITORIAL TYPE STUFF* * I . | I*.
(Continued from Page 5)

The Gold-Plated Cat
Although I have sworn upon the altar of Alfred 

Hitchcock not to reveal the ending c f Psycho, I have 
taken no such vow in connection with The Golden Fish, 
a “short subject” which is being lauded all over the 
place by people who wouldn’t be caught betrayed by 
their fickle deodorant at a screening of Pollyanna. The 
hero of The Golden Fish is a slightly anthropomorphic 
cat who, in the climax of this ridiculously romantic 
little film, picks up a goldfish in its mouth and replaces 
it in the bowl out of which it had danced.

Two days later, back in real life, only a few blocks 
away from this very same movie theatre, I saw a cat 
chasing and clawing at a pigeon.

I’ll grant that The Golden Fish is a beautiful 
achievement—technically—but, it’s like Lenny Bruce 
says about a picture, The Esther Costello Stoi'y, where
in a deaf-and-blind girl regains her hearing and sight 
as a result of being raped: “What’s the moral ?”

The House That Frank Destroyed
When I graduated6 from elementary school, there 

was a space in my autograph book for my “favorite 
hero.” I wrote down Tommy Harmon, a football player, 
simply because I liked the sound of his name. When I 
graduated from junior high school, my judgment had 
become more sophisticated: I wrote down Frank Si
natra, a vocalist, because of his participation in The 
House I Live In, a film whose message lashed out at 
racial and religious prejudice.

And now Sinatra has fired Albert Maltz. Some say 
that Big Daddy Joe Kennedy requested it. Maltz’ was 
the pilot case of the Un-American Activities Committee 
in seeking contempt-of-Congress citations against Hol
lywood’s “Unfriendly Ten” back in 1947.

Maltz’ novel. The Cross and the Arrow, was issued 
in a special edition of 140,000 copies by a war-time 
Government agency for American servicemen abroad. 
His film, The Pride of the Marines, was premiered in

Department o f Rumored Progress 
Reformed synagogues throughout the country 

were closed for the Jewish holidays last month.

28 cities at Guadalcanal Day banquets under the aus
pices of the U.S. Marine Corps. His film, Destination 
Tokyo, was premiered aboard a U.S. submarine and 
was adopted by the Navy as an official training film.

This is the man considered too subversive to write 
the screenplay for Sinatra’s movie production of Wil
liam Bradford Ilu ie’s The Execution of Private Slovik.

Maltz had said in a statement to the Un-American 
Activities Committee that he and the others had been 
refused “the opportunity that any pickpocket receives 
in a m agistrate’s court—the right to cross-examine 
these witnesses, to refute their testimony, to reveal 
their motives, their history, and who, exactly, they 

. are. . . .
“In common with many Americans, I supported the 

New Deal (which, according to Chairman J. Parnell 
Thomas was ‘working along hand in glove with the
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Communist Party’]. In common with many Americans 
I supported, against Mr. Thomas and Mr. Rankin, the 
anti-lyncliing bill. I opposed them in my support of 
OPA controls and emergency veteran housing and a 
fair employment practices law. . . .

“I will not be dictated to or intimidated by men 
to whom the Ku KIux Klan, as a matter of Committee 
record, is an acceptable American institution. . . .”

Sinatra was on Maltz’ side in those days. Said he: 
“Once they get the movies throttled, how long will it 
be before the Committee goes to work on freedom of 
the air? IIow long will it be before we’re told what we 
can and cannot say into a radio microphone? If you 
make a pitch on a nationwide network for a square 
deal for the underdog, will they call you a Commie? 
Will we have to think Mr. Rankin’s way to get in the 
elevator at Radio City? Are they gonna scare us into 
silence? I wonder.”

Frankie-boy need wonder no more. He himself has 
silenced Albert Maltz—the man who wrote The House 
I Live In.

Sit Down and Be Counted
The irony of segregation in the South increased 

this month, as the ‘privileges’ of Caucasians were 
downgraded rather than permit equality for Negroes.

In department stores in Virginia, where only whites 
had been permitted to sit down, the benches were re
moved. Now, both ‘races’ stand shoulder to shoulder.

And in a Richmond jail, the “bull pen” where Cau
casian women were kept separate from colored female 
prisoners, is no longer in use, and now they all serve 
time in the same space.

« * *
Contrived as it may seem, this is a true story:
In support of the lunch-counter sit-down demonstra

tions, the American Jewish Congress has been picketing 
in New York City. Picketers make it a point to be well- 
dressed. One afternoon last month, a fur-coated, ma
tronly picketer was approached by a little Negro wo
man in front of Woolworth's at 43rd St. and Broadway. 
The little Negro woman asked the matronly Jewish 
picketer what it was all about. The matronly Jewish 
picketer explained what it was all about.

“Oh, no,” said the little Negro woman, walking 
away. “Ain’t no white folks gonna tell me where to buy.” 

* * *
A three-year-old boy died in Montefiore Hospital 

(N. Y.) recently. His parents, natives of India, had no 
money for a burial. A funeral home agreed to prepare 
the body and provide a free casket and transportation 
to the burial ground . . . until they learned that the 
child was a Hindu.

Regulations, they said, prevented them from giving 
free burial space to non-Christians.

Other sectarian cemeteries wouldn’t lake a Hindu, 
cither; and non-sectarian cemeteries couldn’t provide 
free plots. It looked as if the body would have to be 
shipped to Potter’s Field, where the* parents can’t visit 
the grave. But finally, a place was found in Mt. Hope 
Cemetery, a non-sectarian burial ground at Hastings- 
on-IIudson, upstate New York.

Racial and religious pride extends—quite ridicu
lously but in context quite logically—even beyond the 
end of consciousness. Perhaps a compromise should 
have been sought. All they had to do was bury the 
poor kid standing up.
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Take Me Out to the Regular Retail Outlet
For however much fhe observation may be worth to your Per

spective Quotient, there are those among us—from accountants to 
zoologists—to whom baseball was, at one time in our young lives, 
the most important thing in the world.

The fa ct that ann oun cers o f  m a jo r  leagu e gam es have actually 
been ped d lin g  the gam e to  k id s— “It’s fun w ith a fu tu re!”— is n oth in g 
sh ort o f  blasphemy. And now  the K ra ft Caram el peop le a re busy
pou r in g sa c r ile g e  in to the wound.

There you are, reading the Sunday 
funnies, see — incidentally, those are 
the real “sick com ics’- (Mickey Finn’s 
Uncle Phil, for example, had now had 
a total of seventeen hundred black eyes 
and at least an equal amount of bumps 
on the head, all for your delight and 
amusement)—when suddenly this full 
page ad catches your attention. . .

“HEY! Baseball teams and fans! 
Boys and Girls! WIN tC  $20,000 
BASEBALL PARK for your team or 
league FREE!

“Just for collecting Kraft Caramels 
and Kraft Fudgies bags!’’

Now, then — exactly what does this 
baseball park consist of?

Well, there’s a set of grandstands, a 
backstop, a press box (“For reporters, 
radio-television announcers, and VIP 
guests”), night lights, a public address 
system, a pitching machine (“Winds 
up, throws like real pitcher!”), uni
forms, equipment,' an electric score- 
board (“Remote controlled All-Ameri
can. . .”), dugouts and — Robert Frost 
notwithstanding — fences (“Keeps oul- 
dogs, little kds, too!”).

Just one thing isn’t included in this 
baseball park, a little asterisk tells 
you. Namely: the land. How would yon 
like to be stuck with a baseball park 
with* mo land!

But, of course, it fa free, and one 
ought not to look a g ift horse in the 
mound, ought one?

Actually, it’s the modus operandi of 
the contest which really profanes the 
games. For . . .

“Here’s how your team or league can 
get a new BASEBALL PARK FREE!
. . . and you don’t even have to col
lect the most bags to do it! H ere’s 
how it works:

“You enter as a team or league and 
all of the players on your team or in 
your league collect empty bags of 
Kraft Caramels and Kraft Fudgies. 
You can even get friends, relatives 
and neighbors to save bags for you! 
Then, the team or league that sends 
in not the most bags, but the most bags 
per player, gets the $20,000 Baseball 
Park.”

Now, can’t you just picture this 
Little League coach — after working 
the top of his head to the bone all 
week — giving his boys a pep talk . . .

“All right, listen, we’re gonna work 
this thing in an organized fashion . . . 
Hey, Bruce! — you too, .Gary! — will 
you guys stop throwing that ball
22

around! Come over here and pay at
tention! . . . Okay, now take a look at 
this map of the community I’ve drawn 
up. Ricky, I want you to start on this 
block here and work your way towards 
. . . Yes, Joel, what’s the matter? 
Well, so- what if your father is a 
dentist — just tell ’im you’ll brush 
your teeth after every Fudgie, is all 
. . . Bobbie, will you please put down 
that goddam bat . . . Look, there's a 
time limit on this thing, so we’ve gotta 
go out and get bags, bags, bags! I 
mean, do you guys think I’m doing 
this for me? I don’t have to do this, 
y’know. A nice Sunday afternoon, I 
could be home relaxing or something, 
maybe watching the game ‘on TV, so 
the least you can do is give me a little 
cooperation, huh? . . . Tommy, if you 
must eat your sandwich while I'm talk
ing, will you kindly take ofT that 
catcher’s mask? . . . One thing I wan
na make clear to you guys, though. 
No matter how many bags we collect, 
wc may not have enough to win the 
baseball park. Well, that’s the way 
the diamond cuts. 1 just want you to 
remember this—it’s not who wins, but 
how you play the game that counts...” 

The approach of the Kraft Foods 
Company is on much the same level 
of equivocal idealism.

“You can win,” they say, “because 
what really counts in this contest is 
initiative and good, old-fashioned team
work. Just remember, it’s a valuable 
prize — so get started today!”

Exactly how valuable, is specified 
under their “Easy Rules” — in their 
hard-to-read small print:

“The First Prize consists of more 
than $16,000 worth of baseball park 
equipment plus $4,000 in cash to be 
used to pay for installation of this 
equipment and construction of press 
box and dugouts. First Prize does not 
include land, but this equipment will

bo erected on any land designated by 
the winning team or league. Or, the 
winning team or league may elect to 
receive $20,000 in cash to spend on 
the purchase of land or baseball equip
ment for a baseball park.”

But don’t, spend it all in one place, . 
fellas.

The potential ramifications of an
other rule are intriguing: “. . . In 
case of ties, only those teams or leagues 
which are tied will be asked to submit 
an essay of 100 words or less on the 
subject, Why We Need a New Base
ball Park. Essays > will be judged on 
the basis of originality and sincerity.”

And how’s this for a bit of precise 
ambiguity: "A player shall be defined 
as a player by the oflicial rule or reg
ulations of the league in which his or 
her team plays, or, in the case of 
players on teams which do not play in 
leagues having oflicial rules or regula
tions defining players, as any individu
al who has participated in one or more 
practice sessions or games.”

A team, by the way, must be "com
prised entirely of players 18 years old 
or younger in*the continental United 
States . . . unless located in Wisconsin 
or in any state or municipality where 
such promotions are prohibited, taxed, 
or otherwise restricted.”

Which means that even if the Mil
waukee Braves lie about their age, 
they’re still ineligible.

Finally, on the oflicial entry blank 
itself, the adult manager or repre
sentative of the team must “declare 
that all of these bags were pui-chased 
through regular Retail outlets for nor
mal household use. . .”

Well, now, we don’t have the slight
est idea — although we could pass 
along a dandy suggestion — as to 
what the Krafty people should do with 
all those sticky, empty bags being de
livered to them by hordes of infield-fly- 
attracting mailmen who are fully 
aware that our real National Pastime 
is merchandising.

Nevertheless, it is kind of comfort
ing to know that there is, somewhere 
in America, a fat kid — one who 
could be thrown out at first base on 
a slow grounder to left field — but he 
has a sweet tooth, and he is destined 
to become, at last, a hero in the eyes 
of his teammates.

Department of 
Unintentional Satire

The Fellowship of Christian 
Athletes is an actual organization 
which boasts the membership of 
more than 200 prominent sports 
stars and over Zl/z million young
sters. They have such slogans as 
“You’re either on God’s team or 
you’re not” and “Jesus Christ is 
the Master Coach.”
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negative thinking
by Robert Anton Wilson

The Semantics of the “Soul”
Our argument in Part One of this article (issue 

#18) was that the Judeo-Christian dichotomy of man 
into “body” and “soul” needs to be rejected on the 
grounds that it is insane in a semantic sense. Here 
“insanity” means, operationally, any idea, “perception” 
or feeling which gives low predictive value.

The body-soul dichotomy, we argued, is a map which 
does not lit the territory. If somebody produced a map 
o f the world in which it was portrayed as two spheres 
instead of one, with a great void of space between 
them, this map would not have a similar structure to 
the territory. A navigator trying to orient himself by 
this map would get into trouble: the predictions he 
made from it would not be confirmed.

A map which pictures as dual that which is not dual 
has low, or non-existent, value for making predictions. 
All our lives we are making predictions, in the form 
of plans for survival, happiness, comfort, etc.—“If I do 
thus at point A, this will happen at point B.”

Thus we believe things like, “If I plant poppy seeds, 
poppies will grow”; “If I smile at that girl, she’ll smile 
back”; “If I impress a 20 volt source across a 2 ohm 
wire, I’ll get 10 amperes of current.” All such predic
tions are based on theories about the structure of the 
universe, including its dynamic structure as a process.

When these implicit structural theories do not mesh 
with the actual structure of the universe, our predic
tions are not confirmed. We are frustrated. The seeds 
we plant do not flower, the devices we build do not 
work. We become embittered, and we think of ourselves, 
rather than our ideas, as “failures.”

A dualistic theory of man—a theory which sees him 
as a bastard hybrid between two kinds of “reality”— 
does not fit the structure of the universe. As wc argued 
in Part One of this article, a synergetic theory—in 
which we include, not just Buckminster Fuller’s syner
getic geometry, but also Korzybski’s non-elementalistic 
general semantics, Kohler’s gestalt psychology, Ein
stein’s relativistic physics, the Ames-Dewey transac
tional neuro-psychology, the cybernetic biology of 
Rosenbleuth, Rashevski and Rapoport, etc.—fits the 
structure of the universe better. It yields more accurate 
predictions.

Such an approach is not identical with classical ma
terialism. Indeed. I am inclined to consider the syner
getic approach a completely new doctrine-function, as

Business Note
There are 14 back issues of the Realist available, for 

$3. Extra copies of this issue are available at the rate 
of 7 for $1. Or, if you want to introduce the Realist 
to your friends, but you can’t spare a buck, we’ve had 
circulars printed. You may have as many as you wish, 
like free (we’ve got 20,000 of ’em).
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far from .classical materialism as classical materialism 
was from theology.

Both Gaston Bachelard, in his Philosophy de Non, . 
and J. Samuel Bois, in his Explorations in Awareness, 
have tried to divide human intellectual history into five 
epistemological stages, and in both cases their fifth 
stage is rather close to what I call the Synergetic ap
proach.

Roughly, we might say that man has passed through 
a demonological stage, a theological stage, a rationalis
tic stage, a classical materialistic stage and a synergetic 
stage. Each of these stages posits one basic structural 
unit as the foundation o f the universe.

To the demonological 
savage, this unit is the 
demon, or spirit: a 
little, invisible anthro
poid-creature.

To the theologian, 
the unit is a more ab
stract God, together 
wih His angels.

To the rationalist, 
the unit is the Platon
ic Idea or the Aristo
telian Essence.

To the classical ma
terialist, the unit is the thing: a hard, block-like entity, 
which was first the atom and later the sub-atomic 
particle.

To the synergeticist, the unit is the relation, always 
understood as a dynamic structure-in-time.

In Part One of this article, we spoke of the body- 
soul dualism as The Schizogenic Fallacy, an expression 
we have used also in earlier columns. Many people seem 
to think that the adjective I am using is a misprint 
for “schizophrenic”; it is not. “Schizogenic,” a word 
recently introduced into psychology, means: tending to 
produce schizophrenia or schizoid conditions. Thus, 
there have been learned papers on “The Schizogenic 
Parent,” “The Schizogenic Environment,” etc.

I suggest that there are also Schizogenic Ideas.
An idea, after all, does not float around in the cortex, 

without influencing the rest of the body-process.
Ideas influence perception: when the same semi-ab

stract blob is shown to Mexicans and Americans, the 
former see a bull-fighter, and the latter see a baseball 
player.

Ideas influence body-sets: when an adult trips, he 
falls differently than a baby, less limply.

Ideas influence reflexes: wc feel hungry at the men
tion of “a tender, juicy steak,” but not at the mention 
of a “chunk of dead castrated bull.”

Neurotic individuals have manufactured in their 
bodies symptoms o f blindness, paralysis, pregnancy and 
dozens of other medical conditions, without any “physi
cal” cause being present.

Thus, I state and insist that the body-soul idea has 
created, in the Occidental world, feelings, perceptions, 
sensations, and even a kind of body-tonicity which docs 
not exist in the Orient. (The Orient, of course, has its 
own problems, but we are not dealing with them here.)

The Occidental, even if he has cortieally rejected the 
Judeo-Christian heritage, still retains the kind of arm
oring that goes with that heritage. He feels flesh—his 
own, his lover’s, everybody’s—as gross, ugly, recalcit
rant. He may grow blue in the face denying this, but
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just look at the way he stands, the way he sits, the 
hysterical way he tries to “relax."

No man would consider it “sport” to go out in the 
woods on a beautiful autumn day and raise a gun to 
kill a living creature unless, deep inside, he felt con
tempt for flesh, contempt for living tissue, contempt 
for life. $

Look at our literary intelligentsia—if you have a 
strong stomach. Nowadays, every intellectual magazine 
is full of articles about the great Marxist hallucination 
of the ’30s. All sorts of clever explanations are shuffled 
and re-shuffled back and forth to account for why .so 
many intelligent people defended and glorified the re
gime of the sadistic maniac, Stalin.

Nobody sees fit to suggest that the intellectuals of 
the ’30s loved their big abstractions—“Equality” and 
“Social Welfare” and whatnot—just because they were 
incapable of loving flesh. Nevertheless, these abstrac
tions were used as an excuse to sing the praises of a

lar law in the United States, seventy years late. This 
is being “vigorously opposed” by some American scien
tists. I ask why, and I will go on asking why until 
somebody gives an answer that is more plausible than 
my own answer: that these scientists unconsciously 
hate the flesh of living creatures.

We all know about the experiments on humans car
ried on in Germany under Hitler, but we tell ourselves 
that “our” scientists are not like that. I wonder if the 
natives of Hiroshima would agree. I wonder if the 
mothers of small children would agree, in New Mexico 
and other places where there has been high fallout fol
lowed by high increases in childhood leukemia. I won
der if people who have been cured of cancer by Krcbio- 
zen would agree, while the A.M.A. is still against 
Krebiozen and stubbornly refuses to listen to the evi
dence which Dr. Carlton Fredericks and a few other 
heretics havq dared to make public.

And what about our noble rulers in Washington who

regime which built the largest slave-labor camps in the 
history of the world.

Naive and sentimental "freethinkers” and “human
ists” imagine that the scientific intelligentsia is a little 
bit further advanced than the literary intelligentsia. 
Such people ought to take a look at the reports of the 
Humane Society of the United States.

This organization—which is not made up of anti- 
vivisectionist cranks — tries to prevent unnecessary 
cruelty to laboratory animals. The cases they turn up 
in a single month—cases o f animals used in an experi
ment, for instance, and then left to die slowly, without 
care, without euthanasia, without a flicker of mercy— 
read like pages from deSade.

England has long had a law for the protection of 
laboratory animals. It is a just and fair-minded law, 
and was introduced partly at the instigation of Huxley 
and Darwin. It has not in any way interfered with 
legitimate scientific research in England, and is net 
resented by English scientists.

There have been recent attempts to introduce a simi-
24

have gleefully joined with the Russians in sabotaging 
the U.N. in preventing any sane resolution of the nu
clear stalemate? What about our judges who sentence 
human beings to death by strangulation and gas poison
ing and electrocution?

Would any of these things be possible if mankind had 
not been taught that the flesh was secondary to abstract 
ideas about non-existent “spirit” or meaningless meta
physical jargon about “Truth" and “Justice” and “Na
tional Sovereignty” and other resounding bromides?
If people knew and felt that our life is here and now, 
in the flesh of the moment, could they allow it to be 
injured unnecessarily?

This is what I mean by the Scliizogenic Fallacy. We 
do not sense and feel the beauty of flesh, the joy of 
flesh, the aliveness of flesh. We feel ourselves still as 
disembodied “spirits” or “minds” carting around be- 
tween-one-hundred-and-two-hundred-pounds of brutal 
matter.

This is schizophrenia, withdrawal from reality, in
adequate perception of reality. This is the result of our
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diabolic dialogues

(Note: In the following conversation between John F. 
Kennedy and Norman Vincent Peale, the words spoken by 
Rev. Pralc are drawn from actual sermons he delivered 
last month.)

Kennedy: The reason I've come to see you, Dr. Peale, 
is that I want so badly to be elected President.

Peale: You fro home and pray. Ask the Lord to put in 
your heart what you want to do, what you want to be, what 
you want to have, (ict it clear, check it with God that it is 
something He would approve.

Kennedy: 1 want America to move again. We need a 
new method of prayer.

Peale: At Marble Collegiate Church we now furnish 
to the members of the congregation gold-colored cards 
which we suggest they use in problem solving. You write 
your problem on one of these cards. Then you put the card 
in your Bible, and you pray about it daily; and when you 
get the answer you indicate on the card the time you got 
the answer.

Kennedy: This great nation of ours has waited too 
long. I say the time for action is now!

Peale: Sometimes a person is going to have to wait 
much longer than 3 days and pray and pray and pray. Of 
course, you do get no answers sometimes. And oftentimes

m em o to  an unknown angel . . .
The Realist started with SO capital; it has man

aged to pay for itself for two years now; it can do 
so in the future. Nevertheless, if you arc a very rich 
person and $!»,000-$l0.000 a year would bo but a drop 
in your fiscal bucket, you are hereby invited to finance 
the Realist—with one string attached: you would 
have positively no say as to the magazine’s contents.

parents’ attempts to make us “good Christian children,” 
“good Jewish children,” “good Americans.”

The Realist is constantly receiving letters that b eg in : 
“I'm a liberal and a freethinker, but . . The but al
ways turns out to be something to the effect, “I wish 
the editor would make Robert Anton Wilson stop w rit
ing about sex. It upsets me.”

I am always glad to see such letters. I want to upset 
people. What I am writing about, in most o f these col
umns, is the survival o f life on earth, directly or in
directly. I don’t want readers to take my words in an 
abstract way. I want them to know that I am saying: 
You are sick, we are all sick. I want them to know that 
I am telling them to change themselves, and that I know 
it will be an agony for them, because in that change the 
individual is both the sculptor and the marble, and 
hurts with every necessary stroke o f the mallet.

Look at the world around you, brother. Do you think 
this is a time for abstract ideas, toys o f the intellect, 
polite essays and pretty pink ribbons? I write with all 
there is in me, from  cortex to coyones. I write in a 
world that is full o f human beings who have turned 
themselves into turtles, each suffering in his own little 
armored shell, each afraid to let down the shell for a 
moment. When I write that the flesh is alive, they do 
not know what I mean. To them, it is a dead thing, a
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the first answer to a problem will be “Wait.”
Kennedy: The Catholic Church has been waiting for 32 

years! And—I mean no disrespect, sir—but you’ve helped 
make religion an issue in this campaign. It’s very dis
couraging. What can I do?

Peale: There have been moments when my coinage 
has been depleted and at such times I turn to the Bible. 
It doesn’t make any difference what your problem is—if 
you really look for help in God’s word, you will find it. 
Seek and accept the mystic touch of Jesus Christ upon you, 
that you may have victory over the failure elements in 
your personality.

Kennedy: There’s just one thing that worries me. 
Cardinal Cushing has joined “Celebrities for Nixon.”

"Bored? Thrill to History-Making U.N. Feel the 
Future—Go Subway.”

—N.Y. Transit Authority poster

ax

weight pressing down on them like an Alp. They have 
built in their own image gigantic and mad super-states, 
each armed to the teeth, each ready to explode in a 
moment.

H. L. Mencken once cynically called the Hydrogen 
Bomb “a great Christian invention.” As usual, he was 
more profound than the “serious” writers who look 
down their long noses at his flippancy. The Hydrogen 
Bomb is the triumph o f  2,000 years o f Christian ideal
ism. It is the one tool which will create on earth the 
heaven o f which all Christians dream. Once and for all, 
it will destroy the “vile” and “sinful” flesh, and all 
“materialistic” and “fleshy” desires. It will leave only 
the reality that Christians desire—pure “spirit”— pure 
noth in guess.

Fulton Sheen says that it may well be his God's will 
that this should happen. Almost certainly, it is Fulton 
Sheen’s unconscious hope that this should happen. But 
until it does happen, I am go in g to go on repeating, in 
as many ways as I know, what I said a few months ago 
apropos o f the murder o f Caryl Chessman:

“The flesh is supreme. It must not be sneered at, or 
put in second place to ‘spirit’ or ‘justice’ or any other 
abstract myth. It must not be harmed, ever, fo r  any 
religion or fo r  any national state. The flesh must be 
loved, and cared for, and enjoyed.”
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REAL I ST  F I R S T  READER

A C h ild’s Primer On
This is an arms race. Russia and the 

United States are testing nuclear 
weapons. They want to see who will 
have the most arms. It may be your 
grandchildren.

Come listen to the battle for men’s 
minds. See the people behind the pretty 
barbed wire fence. They are listening 
to Radio Free Europe. The loudspeaker 
is saying, “. . . and now the number 
eleven record of the Top Forty. . . .”

The Russians have propaganda too. 
They make statements. They say, 
‘’Drinking milk is healthy for growing 
children.” Then our government tells 
all American mothers to pour milk 
down the drain. We refuse to be brain
washed by the Communist line.

But we must be prepared. So we 
have a program of espionage. See the 
helicopter we send to Russia. Listen 
to the pilot. “This is your U.S.A. flying 
reporter. Traffic along the Moscow 
Highway is moving slow to moderate.”

Russia has spies too. Here is a cof
fee shop. See the Russian spy. See his 
wiretap equipment. Now listen to the 
beatnik in the telephone booth. “Man,” 
he says, “like ttyose Commies really 
hug me . . .”

This is a symmit conference. See the 
man who looks like Porky Pig. That 
is Khrushchev. Sec the man who looks 
like Donald Duck. That is Eisenhower. 
Listen to Mr. K. He is saying nasty 
things about Mr. E. He has spoiled the 
summit conference. For payola, he will 
say nasty things about any candidate. 
When he gets back to the Kremlin, he 
will send a telegram to our President: 
NEXT TIME YOU’LL LET ME SEE 
DISNEYLAND.

International suspicion gets worse. 
We have to ho ready. See the typical 
American family. They are buying a 
combination playroom and fallout shel
ter. “Yes, ma’am,” the salesman is 
saying. “Fully guaranteed. If it doesn’t 
live up to expectations, your money 
will be cheerfully refunded with no 
questions asked.”

Hear the sirens being tested. They 
are in the key of A flat. They make 
dogs bark. They wake up night people. 
They tell factory workers when to eat. 
If the Russians are smart, they’ll bomb 
us at twelve noon. The sirens bring big 
salaries to Civil Defense officials. 
Ulysses never had it so good.

This is a gas station. The owner has 
read about evacuation plans. Now he 
is making posters. This one says, 
“Credit Cards NOT Honored Here.” 
That one says, “Last Chance To Buy 
Gas Till the Next World.” And here’s 
one that says, “No Gas Sold Unless 
You Sign Loyalty Oath.” He is a 
very patriotic gas station owner.
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The Cold War
These are military leaders. They are 

in charge of massive retaliation. This 
means that if the Russians destroy our 
half of the world, we’ll destroy their 
half of the world. This makes the peo
ple in Madagascar very unhappy. They 
have been infliltrated by left-wingers.

These are philosophers. They say 
that nobody can win the cold war. 
They suggest a large-scale program of 
cultural exchange. They call it massive 
prevention. You can tell they’re philos
ophers. They smoke Kents.
! This is the cultural exchange. Doc
tors. Lawyers. Indian chiefs. Button
hole manufacturers. Ballet dancers. 
Comedians. Teachers. Students. Juve
nile delinquents. Adult delinquents. 
Juvenile adults. Politicians. Policemen.

Housewives. Scientists. TV repairmen.- 
All immigration quotas arc lifted. Ex
cept that for every million Russians 
who come to America, a million Amer
icans must be permitted to enter Rus
sia. This is called Operation Tit-for- 
Tat. Then the Legion of Decency pro
tests.

Here is a treaty. Russia and the 
United States have signed it. Once all 
those Russians arc in the United States 
—and once all those Americans are in 
Russia—nobody will be allowed out! 
Neither country would dare break this 
agreement.

And that’s how the cold war ends. 
No more offensive defense measures. 
No more defensive offense measures. 
Only one problem. There are restless 
college students in Turkey, Korea, 
Japan. They have an urge to demon
strate. But the Bell Telephone Com
pany will send them telephone booths 
to crowd into^ Won’t that be fun?

I  Love A Protest Parade
by Judith Lines Tucker

When the crowd dispersed in the rain after last May’s spontane
ous inarch of 16,000 across Manhattan (following the peace rally in 
Madison Square Garden), I dispersed with the correspondent of the 
London Daily Express, who—flamed perhaps by a patriotic pride in 
the Aldermaston March, in which some 200,000 had participated— 
said to me: “Sort of lacks its orgasm, what? I mean you Americans 
really don’t know how to do these things right.”

I , think, however, that my British 
friend could not have said that last 
month’s Hiroshima Day Peace Walk 
was not done in style. Not only did 
the marchers have a parade permit— 
a rare privilege allowing them to use 
Fifth Avenue’s street rather than its 
sidewalk—but they also had the most 
inspiring — motor-propelled — orange 
mushroom to guide them onward.

Seated beneath this enormous fungus 
—which rather resembled a chef’s hat 
—were a trio of guitarists and a group 
of frenetic teenagers.

Further on down the eight-block 
cavalcade was folk singer Pete Seeger, 
a baby on his back, whirling like a blue- 
shirted dervish among his toadies, who 
were doing their best to drown him out.

Signs with appropriately grisly pic
tures bristled all over the place, bear
ing slogans like “Coexistence Not No
existence” and “Fight With Ideas Not 
Humanity” and “Humanity Not Ide
ology.”

And a man on a blue loudspeaker 
truck spoke for fifteen minutes enumer
ating all the celebrities, such as Theo
dore Bikel, who had joined the march.

Other less well-known but more fa
miliar figures were that freshfaced 
young “Communist Phil,” with his 
arms full of the inevitable Workers, 
and his pockets full of buttons saying 
— ambiguously enough — “Advance!”; 
members of every alphabet-soup radi-
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Graffiti of the Month
Seen at the Copley Square 

subway station in Boston:
World Peace by 1970 — With 

or Without People.

cal-pacifist group in the country; the 
Times and Tribune men, huddled to
gether for protection; that indefatigu- 
ablc Quaker who is always exclaiming 
“Fuck thee!”; the white-haired gent In 
khakies and knapsack who boasts of 
having gone on every peace walk since 
the year One; the lady with the voice 
of a Woolworth gadget demonstrator 
(“Come on, brother, join our march 
for peace—this is your fight as well 
as ours!”) ; the Youth Hostel type who 
kept urging on a group of senior citi
zens (“A ll right, le t’s get a move on, 
close up those gaps!”); the lady with 
the tinsel mobile erected from her um
brella. highlighted by a sign reading 
“End Destructive Fallout.”

And the fascinated Orientals on 
every corner, taking photos to send 
the folks back home.

Everyone seemed to be having a 
wonderful time participating in this 
display of American National Guilt; 
certainly there were no marchers who 
felt it necessary to do penance by 
refusing to sidestep the occasional de
posits o f manure left in their path by 
the mounted police.
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the tolerant pagan
by Reginald Dunsany

'I Don't Wanna Leave the Congo . .
Perhaps the most embarrassing situation in which 

organized religion has found itself lately occurred in 
the Congo, which can be described quite literally as the 
“stamping ground” of so many of this w riter’s "co
religionists”—i.e., pagans.

The Belgian imperial government, with the close co
operation of the missionaries, has been subjecting the 
Congolese to brutal exploitation ever since Stanley 
“found” them in 1878. They have never complied with 
the duty and opportunity to educate them for inde
pendence.

When independence was suddenly granted to them a 
few months ago, there was an attempt by the Belgians 
to retain control, through a dummy, of the most valu
able part of the country. An explosion occurred. The 
details, many of which appeared in the press, need not 
be repeated here. But it should be mentioned that ac
cording to official sources, the pillage and rape was 
committed almost entirely by the rebellious soldiers, 
men who had been trained by the Belgians, and not by 
the ordinary citizen “in the bush.”

Especially shocking, of course, to the self-conscious 
Christian soul, was the raping of white women, includ
ing nuns. But it is interesting to note that Roman 
Catholic sources denied that any nuns were raped, Bel
gian official statements to the contrary notwithstanding. 
Apparently, these “spounses of Christ” must maintain 
a status comparable to that imposed on Caesar’s wife.

Some of the writers on the spot were sympathetic to 
the Congolese, even with respect to the ravishing of 
white women. One officer of the Force Publique who was 
interviewed expressed amazement that his Belgian su
periors were so upset. After all, he said, before attain
ing his new dignity, he had often given white officers 
the temporary loan of his wife for similar purposes.

It is probably true that the Congolese had to use 
more force than did the Belgians when they were in 
the reverse situation. But to local people, it seems un
manly to pay undue attention to the resistance of fe
males. If the Congolese have not learped otherwise, 
whose fault is it but the Belgians? Stories were told 
of how gently the mutineers played with Belgian chil
dren while waiting in line to have sexual intercourse 
with their mothers. They probably meant no harm.

Of course, the whole episode will probably be used 
by Negro-haters in the United States to prove that 
Negro Doctors of Philosophy and of Divinity are capa
ble of similar conduct. But these complainers should 
be told that the number of white women outraged by 
Negro- men, either in the Congo, or in the American 
South will never, never, never approach the number of 

‘ colored women thus mistreated by whites.
At any rate, this sort of thing may well have come to 

an end- a Swede named Dag seemed to have the situ
ation reasonably well in hand. If the missionaries, who 
fled like flies, ever expect to return, they will have to 
find a way somehow to disassociate themselves from 
the Belgian imperialists who for so long supported 
them.
October 1960
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The Catholic Church vs, Castro's Cuba
Another church-state situation is rapidly developing 

in Cuba. Of course, the attacks by the Roman Catholic 
Church on Castro are not called attacks on him. As 
usual, they are called attacks on Communism.

The Tolerant Pagan is in no position to estimate the 
extent of Communist infiltration of the Cuban govern
ment. But he lived through the Spanish Civil War and 
will never forget the whopping lies that were told by 
American priests about the Republican Government.

Non-Catholics in the United States were fooled by 
these lies, including Franklin D. Roosevelt who, con
trary to his own better judgment, withdrew the aid to 
which the Republicans were entitled under our law. He 
did this under tremendous pressure from the Catholic 
hierarchy, a pressure that is almost exactly similar to 
the pressure it now exerts for action against Castro. 
We all know what then occurred. Franco took over, 
and Spain became the most horrible example of a 
church-state tyranny in the modern world.

Protestant Americans constantly protest the abuses’ 
of Franco Spain against their co-religionists. But they 
sometimes forget that these abuses would not now be

God Helps Those . . .
“LOOKING FOR A LAST-MINUTE TAX-DE

DUCTION? Newly formed Hollywood Hills Methodist 
Church (Inc.) ready to break ground for its Chapel, 
will gratefully accept donations to its Building 
Fund. . . ."

—ad in Wall Street Journal

happening if they had not permitted themselves to be 
fooled by false Catholic propaganda.

It is not impossible that Castro would go Communist. 
But this writer knows something about the “Latin 
temperament” and he doesn’t think they make good 
Communists. The Russians, after their unsuccessful at
tempt to control the Spanish Republicans, probably feel 
the same way.

But another type of dictatorship is possible in Cuba, 
one which is so much more reactionary than even Com
munism that it requires from its subjects not loyalty 
but only silence. This is the Spanish-Portuguese type 
of Fascism.

For, what the bishops object to is not Castro’s Com
munism. if any. What they oppose is secularism, ex
emplified by Castro’s refusal to reinstate Catholic edu
cation in the public schools. Castro could be as Com
munist as Stalin, Lenin or Marx, and he would still 
have the support of the Catholic Church if he gave it 
his. This is true in Poland and other countries where 
the priests are on the payroll of Communist govern
ments.

But if Castro falls—having rejected a church-state 
alliance his successor will embrace it. If Castro falls, 
his successor will be indebted lo the hierarchy. And this 
time, the Church will collect the debt, as it was unable 
to collect from Castro. And we will have another little 
dictatorship on our doorstep, comparable to those of 
Franco and Salazar.

Further complicating the situation, of course, is the 
fact that the Church has the support of New York 
moneyed interests which have been exploiting Cubans 
ever since the Spanish-American war.

But Cuba is a nation of vast natural resources. Cas-
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tro seems to be doing a good job o f developing them. 
With Russia and Chinese aid—which Castro may like 
no more than do Americans—he may soon be able actu
ally to establish Cuba's independence o f all outside 
powers. West or East.

End of the World Postponed Again
The recent annual meeting o f the Religious Research 

Association evoked some conclusions that are very en
couraging to me. Dr. Charles Y. Clock. Director of the 
University of California’s Survey Research Center, 
said that organized religion is playing a minor role in 
influencing contemporary society.

“Apparently,” he said, “religion is much more on the 
receiving than on the contributing side of the value 
process. The Church’s emphasis is overwhelmingly on

Eschatology, Anyone?
In Salem Ion the eve o f the Millenium—March 

21st, 18111 a large band of the faithful marched in 
their ascension robes to Callows Hill, where the 
witches had been hanged, and watched for the second 
coming from that melancholy site. Others went to 
graveyards to be with departed loved ones when they 
rose up to be translated into eternal life.

Among these was a particularly benighted man 
who stood by his lirst w ife’s grave waiting for her 
resurrection. His second wife was so incensed at his 
behavior that she refused to live with him after the 
predicted resurrection failed to occur. '

; Some climbed into trees or went out on roofs of 
barns or houses. Among the latter were those who 
had constructed wings and on the stroke of midnight 
of the 21st, tried to fly upward into the arms of their 
God. One of these aeronautical adventists ended up 
with a broken leg and a badly bruised caboose. . . .

Elder Himes . . . stuck to his guns for the next 
thirty years; he continued to publish pamphlets and 
tracts exhorting the faithful to watch and wait. Then 
he. too, renounced millenialism and took orders as 
an Episcopal clergyman. Still, he asked to be buried 
on a hill so that he would be in a convenient spot for 
the resurrection.

—from “Rumor, Fear and the Madness of Crowds” 
by J. P. Chaplin

Plan’s relationship to God. The implications o f the faith 
for man’s relation to man are left largely to the indi
vidual to work out for himself, with God’s help, but 
not with the help o f the churches.”

Dr. Glock asserted further that “man is exhorted to 
be a steward o f God. to manage economic wealth in 
terms of Christian responsibility and leadership, and 
to accept the political responsibilities o f Christian citi
zenship in the Kingdom of God.” But he added that 
“However well grounded these injunctions' may be 
theologically, the result from the standpoint o f influ
encing concrete behavior is very little.”

But, unhappily for the Tolerant Pagan, the influence 
of religion is not yet completely dissolved. For instance, 
at Courmayeur, Italy, Dr. Elio Bianca and a group of 
Roman Catholic followers, predicted the end o f the 
world, resulting from a “mercury bomb” explosion to 
occur at 8:45 A.M. Eastern Standard Time on July 
14th. They set up a “salvation station” 7150 feet up 
Mount Blanc, Europe’s highest mountain, and calmly 
prepared to sit out the end o f civilization.
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The scare sparked varying reactions throughout the 
world. A large group of Londoners sought safety in a 
bar called “World’s End.” In Bologna, Italy, thousands 
o f people sought to confess their sins as the deadline 
approached. School children in the Philippines played 
hookey, using the scare as an alibi. An earthquake in 
Mexico terrified many who believed that the end was 
due.

I)r. Bianca and his followers locked themselves in a 
hut while 800 sightseers stood outside. After the hour 
passed Bianca emerged and said that “Anybody can 
make a mistake” and that he must have misunderstood 
the divine message he had received from the “Logos.”

Another, seemingly unconnected group, known as the 
Full Gospel Assembly, had holed up near Benson, Ari
zona, about a week before. They had bought 30 to 50 
thousand dollars worth of groceries for the siege ex
pected when an atomic attack, divinely predicted to 
them, should occur. The leaders are now in jail, charged 
with kidnapping o f children by an irate father whose 
w ife was a member o f the sect. 4

Margaret Alice Murray, 96, author o f The God of 
the Witches, newly republished by Anchor Books 
($1.45) does not agree with Dr. Glock about the wan
ing influence of religion. She says that “there is witch
craft in the most civilized countries. Many people still 
look upon baptism as a magic ceremony. . .

The Menopause That Refreshes
Norman St. John Stevas, a recognized Roman Catho

lic intellectual from England, wrote a report for the 
Fund for the Republic attacking the policy o f the 
American bishops on birth control. It was largely re
printed in Commonweal, the Catholic laymen’s maga
zine. He urged that the political program be limited to 
advocacy of banning of sales o f contraceptives in slot 
machines, to children, etc.v

He said that in practice a law banning birth control 
“is unenforceable and the attempt to enforce it would 
involve an intolerable interference with the private 
lives of individuals. Private individuals and married 
couples would have to be subjected to constant super
vision, the home would be invaded by investigators, and 
the police state advanced to a new point.”

Meanwhile, in Miami, the American Medical Assn, 
convention displayed considerable support for the pro
posals o f the American Law Institute to legalize abor
tions on a broader basis, i.e., to add new grounds for 
such legality, such as humanitarian reasons. At present 
abortions are legal usually only to save the life o f the 
mother.

On a more preventative level, the contraceptive pill, 
tested in Puerto Rico (issue #9), has finally been put 
on the American market. It is called Knovid.

The priests still violently oppose the birth control 
pill. But presumably they will have no more influence 
on their parishioners in this case than in the case of 
other kinds of contraceptives. In Puerto Rico, where the 
pill was tested, the priests were angry enough to set up 
a Catholic party to overthrow the allegedly anti-Chris
tian laws passed by the local legislature and approved 
by Congress.

But the party probably will not get far. There are 
few “good” Catholics in Puerto Rico. Even amongst 
Puerto Ricans in New York a Catholic ecclesiastic 
lately complained that ten per cent are attending Prot
estant churches—about the same percentage that at
tend the Catholic Church.
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An Impolite Interview 
With Paul Krassner

(The Realist is two years old with this issue, so 
that a display of public introspection might not bes 
considered totally inappropriate. The questions are 
from a rather thoughtful letter sent in by reader 
Charles R. Cole. Come join me. then, while I con
template my editorial navel.)

Q. As a new reader, I am inclined >o believe 
that much of the extremely valuable viewpoints 
nnd values which are inherent in the Realist suffer 
severe defeat as far as impact is concerned—the 
Realist offers an extrovert rationalism which has 
little coherent competition at this time on the 
American scene, but there is a major flaw which I 
believe can be corrected: the publication appears 
to lack an actual objective in terms of (a) what 
is its purpose, and (b) how best can that purpose 
be accomplished through the organized efforts of 
the Realist. It is extremely self-defeating, for one 
(such as myself—essentially a "man of good will" 
—a rationalist, an individual concerned with the 
corruption of human values and ethical interrela
tionships that prevails in America today) to dis
cover the Realist, establish rapport with its essen
tial contents, find a sincere desire to promote the 
distribution of the publication among friends and 
contacts, and then to perceive that there is lacking 
a program which would unite in living terms the 
critical intelligences which if basically appeals to 
—and attempts to represent.
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rii.»io I'uurtr*}' PLAYBOY .Magazine

A. The purpose of the Realist is to 
inform and to entertain—to challenge 
and to stimulate—to help fill the void 
that is sponsored so successfully by the 
socio-cultural - politico - roligio-economic 
Association for Dynamic Status Quo. 
That purpose is accomplished, I like to 
think, in the mere reading of the 
magazine. As for a "program,” do you 
ask this of Mort Sahl? Of Edward R. 
Murrow? Of Lawrence Welk? It’s not 
that communication should necessarily 
be an end in itself, but I just don’t 
know what to do about society except 
try to understand it, pity it, laugh at 
it, and take whatever specific action I 
can to improve it—starting with my 
own sanity. Once I become unaware 
that civilization is sick, then I myself 
become part of its sickness. If any
body has A Plan For Realists, though, 
please let me know. Personally, it 
sounds like a. contradiction of terms.

Q. Such publications as The Human
ist and The Village Voice are woefully 
inadequate as they fail to ignite and 
fuse the exceptional intelligence for 
effective action in its own behalf, and 
that of its species. Of what use is 
literacy and knowledge and logic—if 
there is a lack of direction, action, and 
effect?

A. Not completely lacking. The Hu
manist has lobbied against the unfair

treatment of non-religious conscien
tious objectors (see issue #8). And the 
Village Voice was largely responsible 
for the turnout of Civil Defense drill 
protestors (see issue #19). However, 
both publications, as such, take them
selves too seriously. The Humanist has 
suppressed the story of how members 
of its board of directors resigned to 
protest the editor’s dismissal. And, 
when the New York Post called the 
Realist “an obscure periodical/’ and 
called the Village Voice "a Bohemian- 
type newsletter,” we took an ad in the 
Voice with the headline, “An Obscure 
Periodical,” and quoted from the Post 
article. The Voice deleted the reference 
to itself.

Q. The Realist fails to draw together 
— and let us not be unrealistic — 
through valid “psychotherapeutic’’ 
means (political parties, family wel
fare clubs, church organizations, etc., 
are basically nothing more than groups 
which formed as a result of the need 
for social and individual psychothera
py), its individual and mass base of 
supporters. If any publication can fos
ter an "Institute for Rational Living" 
fas discussed in the interview with Dr. 
Albert Ellis) — it is certainly the Re
alist. There is no reason whatever why 
the Realist cannot sponsor lectures, so. 
cials, pressure meetings, fete., and

formulate a dynamic group which will 
affect this society with unity of pur
pose and rational perspective.

A. That bit abqut the Institute for 
Rational Living was, to me, the most 
inspiring thing that has ever appeared 
in the Realist. There will be more. But 
when it comes to “lectures, socials, 
pressure meetings, etc.,” I am slightly 
cynical. Time and time again, I have 
been bored at lectures, gored at socials, 
and whored at pressure meetings. 
Once, I tried to get into an etc., hut 
you had to wear a tie. Actually, many 
of the Realist’s supporters are also 
supporters of the American Civil 
Liberties Union, the Committee for a 
Sane Nuclear Policy, the Congress of 
Racial Equality, the Ethical Culture 
Society, the United Nations' Children’** 
Fund, and other worth while and — un
like the Realist, let’s face it—respect
able organizations.

Q. Just who the hell arc William and 
Helen McCarthy?—“to whom the Re
alist is dedicated.” This is quite a 
teaser for the new reader (the name 
McCarthy is not necessarily a cherish
ed one among rationalists in America).

A. Now. now—let’s have none of this 
guilt-by-coincidence crap. Before the 
Realist began, the late William Mc
Carthy and his wife supplied us with 
the mailing list of Progressive World,
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a magazine they had started way back 
in 19-16. We circularized these 3000 
names—offering subscriptions to the 
Realist with a money-back guarantee 
if they weren't satisfied with the first 
issue—and we got some 600 responses. 
And the Realist was launched. Only 
one subscriber asked for his money 
back.

The MeCarthys had previously insti
gated a fund for the purpose of erect
ing a freethought building in Clifton, 
New Jersey, where Progressive World 
was published. Donors gave a total of 
$21,000. But when the magazine was 
literally stolon and moved to California, 
a group of us held an informal conven
tion and decided to start a new maga
zine to be published by a non-profit 
corporation. Those who had contributed 
to the building fund were sent forms 
by which they could transfer their do
nations to the financing of the Realist, 
on the grounds that their money was 
not going to be used to erect a build
ing in Clifton, as intended. More than 
$6,000 was thus re-assigned. The Re
alist Association, Inc., then instituted 

* suit to obtain its share of the fund.
The trial finally came to court last 

month. The crux of the case was the 
factor of “conditional gift" — whether 
the donors had given their money with 
the understanding that the building 
would be erected in Clifton. Solicita
tions had specifically mentioned Clif
ton. 1 was on the executive committee 
in 1955 when it was agreed that Clif
ton would he the place. But, on the wit
ness stand, the president denied he had 
ever even met me. Our attorney 
entered into evidence a copy of the 
•January, 1956 issue of Progressive 
World, which contained a photo of the 
executive commitcc, with the president 
and me standing side by side.

We lost on a legal technicality, 
though: the actual pledge curds signet! 
by contributors didn't mention Clifton.

Anyway, that’s who William and 
Melon McCarthy are. The dedication is 
a gesture of appreciation to them for 
handing me the torch.

I'm grateful to others, too. To the 
writers (this is not a “one-man pa
per") who give their best for extreme
ly nominal payment. To readers who 
volunteer to help occasionally with dull 
clerical work. To my friends who have 
lent me money to support myself—es- 

» pecially my parents—especially, be
cause they disagree almost completely 
with the R ealist’s point of view. (None 
of my relatives has ever seen the 
magazine, incidentally, except for my 
younger sister and older brothev. She 
subscribed; he didn’t.)

And to Lyle Stuart—the “freak” of 
the book-publishing world (he started 
on a broken shoestring)—from whom I 
learned more about journalism at The 
Independent than I ever did in college, 
and who, more than anybody, has given 
me the moral support to edit the Re
alist. I still remember his words as he
30

announced, at that informal conven
tion: “Paul is the only one I know 
who's neurotic enough to do it.”

Q. And who the hell are you? New 
(and possibly old) readers would like
lo know.

A. Well, when I was a kid, there was 
this summer playground which spon
sored a field day, and one of the events 
was the slow bike race. You had to 
ride as slowly as possible, and if either 
foot touched the ground, you were dis
qualified. I won, because I came in last, 
bo that’s who 1 am. I'm the winner 
of the slow bike race.

Let’s see, how else can I identify 
myself?

By my philosophy? I believe that 
existence has no meaning, and I love 
every minute of it.

By my vices? I don’t drink or smoke 
or do crossword puzzles.

By my chronology? I'm 28, I look 
J8, and I’ll never stop being 8.

I used to be a sort of comedian. My 
stage name, Pm embarrassed to admit, 
was Paul Maul. I performed free at

✓----------------------------------- V
Materialism of the Month
From the (N.Y.) Mayor’s Com

mittee for Pedestrian Safety: 
“Remember — even if you avoid 

getting killed, you still risk a fine.”
\ ______________________________ ✓

colleges and army camps and hospitals. 
Then I got bookings ranging from an 
office party at the Quaker Oats Com
pany (where I talked about the virtues 
of Rice Krispies) to New Year’s Eve 
at a little night club way out in the 
Bronx (where, before I could say a 
word, patrons yelled: “Get ’im off, we 
wanna dance!”—and I got off, show biz 
tradition notwithstanding).

Further such jobs were not so abor
tive, but—judging by the frightened 
reactions of agents and club owners - 
my type of humor (in 1953-54, I was 
poking fun at Senator McCarthy and 
what he stood for) was perhaps ahead 
of its time. Today, of course, it’s very 
commercial—in night clubs—but there 
is nevertheless a depressing, time- 
wasting aura of snobbishness / con
formity / materialism which seems to 
pervade night clubs, and I had hoped 
that the Realist would transcend this 
audience-discrimination.

The fact that it has done precisely 
that, and more, helped me to make a 
decision recently.

Playboy Magazine offered me a po
sition on their editorial staff. Only, I 
would have to abandon the Realist. My 
baby. They told me to think it over for 
a week. I must admit that the security 
of a job at Playboy was awfully tempt
ing to a free-lance writer who has sold 
only two magazine pieces this year, 
and who has maybe just one really 
good novel in him. And yet, there are

so many guys who secretly hate them
selves for not achieving their dreams* 
would I end up secretly hating myself 
for giving up my dream-come-true?

Now, I have no delusions of uncx- 
pendability. If the Realist were to stop 
publication, somehow people would go 
on living. Still, it would be missed.
And the quality, if not the quantity, 
of those who would miss it, is what 
enabled me to call Playboy the next 
day. I didn’t, have to wait a whole week 
to tell them that I couldn’t give up the 
Realist.

Not when several readers who can 
afford ic send in $25 for lifetime sub
scriptions. as acts of faith.

Not when a university counselor tells 
you that many students consider the 
Realist their “voice" even though it 
isn’t a college publication.

Not when a subscriber writes a 
note thanking you for “the Interview 
[with Albert Ellis] that changed my 
life"—and orders 500 reprints.

Not when a reader bares her heart 
in a letter . . . “The next three copies 
[of the Realist] arrived and lay un
read, buried deeper as time went on 
under Harpers, Reporter, Progressive,
New Leader and I'm ashamed to list 
any more as it shows I'm lazy enough 
to read all the time or pretentious 
enough to subscribe anyway.

“The juxtaposition of events, mean
while, was such that [this state] ac
quired a first rate psychiatrist and at 
the same time my husband got more 
obnoxious. 1 took advantage of the 
former to find out what was the matter 
with the latter, and as less naive indi
viduals would expect, found myself on 
quite a roller coaster instead. (Found 
out there’s such a thing as divorce for 
these things, too.)

“The Realist was such an inadverten
cy. really. At a certain point during 
the therapy process — during which I 
couldn’t even read daily papers—I dug 
through the layers of blah (as the 
above-mentioned periodicals for the mo
ment appeared) and picked up the ir
reverent little paper with the jaundiced 
expression. I read it like eating steak 
when you’re starved—the three copies 
must have lasted as many hours, and 
I laughed with tears streaming. . . .

“Except for the bcforc-and-aftcr ex
perience with your talented writers,
I’m not sure I’d be aware of the extent 
to which I got some of my feelings 
back this Spring. Psychotherapists 
could use the Realist as one criterion 
of change, 1 believe. So now it is side 
by side with the American Political 
Science Review. . . .

“Some of the Realist is fun because 
it sounds like ‘talking off the lop of 
your head’—but when you think about 
it, the expression really means extra
ordinarily human communication from 
deep inside rather than from top or 
surface. I think you are representing 
a kind of courage quite as important 
as the entertainment and the particular
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MODEST PROPOSALS
(Continued from page 32)

A Word to the Wise from the Oily Bird
When Americans take overseas jobs and find them

selves in strange surroundings, the benign and fatherly 
Corporation that hired them has booklets printed up to 
help the newcomer to adjust. Here is our proposal for 
such a booklet that might well be used by a certain 
large and paternalistic Corporation with operations in 
the Middle East.

OUR FRIENDS, THE ARABS
Welcome to Saudi Arabia and to your new job with 

Aramco. You are new to this part o f the world and you 
arc going to have to find a way to adjust your thinking 
to meet a totally different set of circumstances and 
standards. Since you are not Jewish, this will not be 
difficult.

F irst of all. you must learn to understand and love 
the people you are going to live and work with—you; 
new friends, the Arabs.

The Arabs are a proud and sensitive people, and you 
must at all times respect their traditions. If their be* 
havior seems strange to you, remember that Arabs are 
people, too. Never be too forward and seek to shake 
hands with a strange Arab. He may resent this. The 
Government may have cut off his hand for petty thieving 
and his National Pride would suffer because he can’t 
shake back.

When you are a guest in an Arab home try not to 
stare at the mutilated servants. Arabs are sensitive 
about the fact that their slaves wear out and are diffi
cult to replace. After all, would you stare at the dented 
fenders of your American neighbor’s 1953 Pontiac? 
People the world over feel differently about different 
things.

We know that it is a lot to ask, but when you see a 
cluster o f freshly severed heads hanging outside the 
local Government Building, remember that Arab Jus
tice had its counterpart in our own raw days of the 
Early West. The Arab lands are going through their 
own pioneer stage of historical development.
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Since our Company Policy demands that we avoid 
sensitive and controversial subjects at all times in our 
social and business conversations with our Arab friends, 
we list briefly a few of the subjects that are dangerous 
to bring u p :

1. Mavor Wagner of New York

It has been alleged 
that the Arabs are a 
n a tion  o f  h ab itu a l 
thieves. This is a gross 
misconception and an 
affront to the honor 
and native dignity o f 
these “knights o f the 
desert.” Any display 
o f  t im o r o u sn e s s  by 
Aramco employees on 
the score of attempt
ing to protect their 
valuables—by, for ex
ample, excessive pad
locking—is to be stren
uously discouraged, as 

it would onTy mortally offend our Arab neighbors and 
friends; and furthermore, the 600 volt electric fence 
around the Aramco compound obviates the necessity o f 
such precautions.

At the risk o f a grave misunderstanding, Aramco 
must make this special request to all new employees 
arriving in Saudi Arabia for the first time. Please, and 
we ask your cooperation in this, do not attempt to 
introduce copies o f the Old Testament into this country, 
even for personal use.

Finally, a word o f warning to our male employees. 
Those o f you who are adventuresome enough to want 
to seek excitement in the native areas are warned that 
such forays into the fields o f exotic gratification are 
not without real dangers. If, contrary to Company pol
icy, you persist in such adventures, you owe it to your 
own enlightened self-interest to check carefully before 
indulging yourself with a native prostitute: only about 
five per cent are girls.

2. Elizabeth Taylor
3. Sanimv Davis, Jr.

‘realities’ for which you make provi
sion—courage to be human and to re
veal yourselves.

“I'm thinking of this as something a 
reader feels as a participant, and also 
as evidence—why be stingy, a para
digm. even!—of ‘freed’ thinking, as 
method even more than content. . . .”

Not. dear Playboy, as long as there 
are those — 3000 at present — who 
simply look forward each month to 
digm the Realist para.

1 should mention here that Playboy 
has since assigned me to moderate a 
series of panel discussions to be pub
lished in their magazine. Oh, yes—and 
there will be an impolite interview in 
the Realist with Playboy’s publisher.

I was in Chicago last month—where 
the Playboy Building is, with all those 
luscious girls—and (though unlikely) 
the Realist might move to that city so 
that I can work more closely with 
Playboy’s editors. I have no ulterior 
motives; after all, I’m searching for

my soulmate, and not one of those 
Playmates-of-thc-Month looks like she 
can ride a slow bike.

Q. The May issue explained the mas
cot, Sir Realist, on your cover. Don’t 
you think that there is something 
amiss when you receive inquiries re
questing explanation for the lack of a 
mouth—when the Realist has many 
such vocal organs in its pages?

A. Not really. It’s natural curiosity. 
Our mascot is a caricature of a realist. 
There would be something amiss if we 
received requests to put Rodin’s The 
Thinker in his place.

Q. With regard to the Realist’s for
mat, it tries to encompass too much 
with the result that it is not easily 
readable, in addition to the fact that 
the stock itself does not offer high con
trast with the print. You are, of course, 
aware of this, and financial considera
tions dictate the format. However, ad
vertising of a legitimate nature—arrt

films, thcatfe, benefits, etc.—-could off
set some of the economic strictures and 
permit for more popular format. There 
are many sources of revenue, advertis
ing-wise, which would not interfere 
with the editorial policies.

A. Some day, I expect that the Re
alist will be printed on bettor paper 
and mailed in wrappers, and that every 
issue will be at least 24 pages instead 
of 16. At this point, we have a no
advertising policy, but if the time ever 
comes that we decide to accept ads, 
every advertiser will be warned that 
the acceptance of his ad will automa
tically result in its message being a 
potential target of the Realist.

Q. That’s all for now, and I shouldn’t 
be a bit surprised if I subscribe in the 
near future; for the next few issues 
I want to continue as a free-lance 
friend without commitment.

A. Commitment, my left testicle. You 
save fifty cents over the newsstand 
price, Charlie.
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modest proposals
by John Francis Putnam

You Always Hearst the One You Love
One of our favorite newspapers is the New York 

Journal American. It is the last of the American news
papers in the grand old style of Journalism, where they 
slip the word patriotism into copy even on days which 
are not national holidays, and where their high moral 
purpose is expressed in their ringing slogan: "America 
f ’hearst,”

We always read it in secret and tell others that we 
"catch tantalizing glimpses of it over people’s shoul
ders.’’ Actually, we buy it. We’re quick enough to 
snatch up a derelict copy of the Times when it’s left 
on a subway seat, but we’ve never grabbed for the 
"Jay-Ay” (as it’s affectionately called in some circles) 
for the simple reason that it’s never discarded. There 
must be something about that paper that people treas
ure. That something ie probably its consistency.

It is a measure of 
our faith in American 
institutions that we 
can safely predict what 
the good old "Jay-Ay” 
is going to say on any 
news developm ent. 
And where else could 
we keep up with the 
activities of Mr. Roy 

Cohn, whose vibrant image is kept alive in its pages?
Since we feel grateful to the Journal American for 

so many crowded hours, for so much righteous indig
nation about wrong issues, we would like to recipro
cate, and to that end we have composed a headline for 
their permanent use. This could be set up in 120 point 
Caps and left indefinitely on the front page. It says 
everything forever. Accept it with our thanks, gentle
men :
RUNAWAY TEEN-AGE VICE QUEEN LINKS 5TH 
AMENDMENT PINKO PROFESSOR TO PASSPORT 
FRAUD IN H-BOMB SECRETS INVESTIGATION 
OF SEGREGATIONIST SIT-IN STRIKE WHILE 
F.B.I. PROBES LOVERS LANE TORSO SLAYING 
AS SEX-CRAZED COMMIE MOB STRIPS STATE 
DEPARTMENT STENOGRAPHER IN PARIS ORGY

All This and Choir Boy Didy Dolls Too
A steady seller in toy stores catering to Roman 

Catholics are little "authentic”- nun dolls. In genuine 
habits, Carmelites, Little Sisters of the Poor, Francis
can, Dominicans—name your order—they have a doll 
for it.

Do not confuse these miniatures with any classic 
concepts of Barclay Street religious statuary featuring 
the constipated visionary look. These pudgy religious 
objects are unabashedly dolls, and under the nun’s coif 
there peeks the great staring eyes of endless assent 
that go down under a fringe of sexy lashes whenever 
"Sister” is tipped back, and the bee-stung kissy lips 
are forever half-parted to say something that will glad
den little hearts. These are standard Fleishacker and 
Baum moldings and EffandBee dolls are a trade staple 
whether in party dresses or a Bride-of-Christ outfit.

We wonder, do good little Catholic girls tip their nun 
dolls up to see what’s under their skirts like all other 
little girls do?

Which brings us to this consideration: do they make 
Priest dolls? We’ve never actually seen one, but we 
feel that the church is missing a great bet in this area. 
When you picture the rounded and comfortable body 
style of the average EffandBee doll, it brings to mind 
the well-fed piety of a Prince of the Church who has 
been displaying his august form in Irish lace curtains- 
at solemn and pontifical functions all over the Arch
diocese these past twenty years.

Leave off the wig 
and add g l i t t e r i ng  
■pince-nez to a stand
ard EffandBee doll, 
and you have the Jour
nal American benign
ity of Francis Cardi
nal Spellman himself.

A product like this 
merchandises i t se l f :  
you can have a "St. 
Patrick’s Day Parade” 
set, with a rain-soaked 
biretta and soutane to 
match; a "Blanket 
Condemnation of Ing
mar Bergman Movies” 

set, complete with check-marked Index Expurgatorius 
and somber Clerical Brooks-Brothers Black; and a 
"Christmas With Our Boys in Korea” set, in rumpled 
Olive Drab complete with tarnished insignia of the 
Military Ordinariate.

A deal like this has big commercial possibilities; it 
might even pay off more than would a revival of the 
sale of indulgences. (Continued on page 31)
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The Realist, Dept. 20 225 Lafayette St. New York 12, N. Y.

Enclosed is □ $3 for 10 issues
□ $5 for 20 issues This is S  a ncw su '' □ a renewal

N am e..................................................................
Address................................................................
C ity............................................. Zone.......State ..
I also enclose $ ...... as a (tax-deductible) contribution.

II
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I

http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/20
http://www.ep.tc/realist

