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W/ ERE THE SOUND OF MIMEOGRAPHS ,P

él L Slaerr”
As I look back I tend,to equate the Thirties with
'A - W

the Depression and the Depression with the freturn of

wag

ket p oo ol 2l /M""’ W“‘/

to &i-teilate the/\ remnants

ot Walole

of one's tattered taste buds: brewe new arhisleies ~gaidy

by called A 5 Zg
.cééedA rab Orchard, Wolf Creek and Snug Ha.rbox} Di‘“
' A

buck fifty a fisld quart. One could adsa get a big

brown bottle of beer (looking like the dug of a nursing ‘l&/

25-watt bulb nuzzling away at, one until ‘closing time,

A
.4 radvo e of
11sten1ng to the hypnotic FDR ea—the—madio or perchance

N A

to Joe Louis shuffling out to induce sleep in another

crazed opponent. WW ﬁ 4@() ﬁ' f/ta»uaé cove
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to be o

Everybody seemed te—wexk on WPA and a3 their WW Ctebd/

4 A
fdV

Thildren-dwedt in CCC camps busily planting pine $weees

S —

too close together--which their sons now get

aww“"’zn

time-and-a~half for thinning out. It was &Fse a time of-}MiM

ol Voly Yo U otz
perpetual Golden Gloves regional finals ,Aduring which our

#

local hero, a muscle-bound iron miner, used monotonously

to get knocked on his can in the first round; a time when

second-hand Mydel A's ran around mlraculously on rag tires M l%gmﬂ'é/

a<pint of gasolenel and reeelu-eely—e*p}md license plates.
A




I tend also to equate the Depression with a kind of
i

ocking; the time forlmw

personal locking a.n%;

some old whimseys I nourished about Success; a time for

seriously dabbling/with the notion--as a current popular

song had it--that the fundamental things applw as time

goes by... Dimly I"\ean-ranember ?A young lawyer squatting

over the dime store mn a little iron-mini town in the &[ " / 2‘

Upper Peninsula of Michigaan< ering what had happened

wonelens ud W g\%

to the, dizzy Twenties, Aanting M to tell about it, =

B o Tl

wanting to write about things the way/\they resddy were,
A !

v

couldn't spell or punctuate, but still he yearned to wxise

i

W e s frmpred”.




Almost instinctively he didn't send his things to the

s

Post or to Collier's; he knew it was no use; instead he sent them

: Ly

to the new burgeoning crop of "little magazines?” he xead about

in the back of Edward J. O"Brien's annual collections of

pallel
Best stories: obscure magazines, }ike Hinterland and % 0“4/

A

Pagany and Literary America; rather better known ones

like Contempo, Story and Prairie Schooner--and dozens

A g lrge”

upon scores of others,‘ There was a whimsical old

New York called Lawrence C. Woodman wh hln’msei-f launched

7] Ly /W’"‘/
a half a dozen new little magazines®’out of a broom closet,
A

American Scene being one of them; and a yo poet, Jose

Garcia Villa (only recently '"rediscovered," [and stillAyoung)

who laumehed almost as many, and moreover took everything

AV

the young lawyer wrote.
A
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In fact during the Depression there seemed to be y

a million "little magazines;" A the poorer we got the '%
—ﬁfs'm P
=

more little mags were born. The writer's sole pay was
the privilege of subscribing, of course; that and the

wistful hope that 'ghmmagaﬁ.ne migﬁt survive to carry his

e~ .

2 a4 A

-

storyA of which a few even did. When one msgzise fell

aud

two M sprang up in its placeg the sound of mimeographs

rang in the land. By and by the young lawyer's office/\%

W
grew awash with these "little magazines

R <
W W
more- o¥em than law books, ame _3till he wrote and wrote-—

still trying to tell about things the way they were-—and
the/\little magazines took and took, until finally he

achieved the dubious immortality of seeing a story of /

e
his in Storxﬁ;ﬂv&ehedﬂ of all things between Stegmer %

rogrbss tias Mﬂn&éj{‘?ﬁ&,ﬂ(&)‘ ocor A
and A Saroyan. ?eu—eee-,’—ho was learning to spell and
A"ty Jmiqm ¥ ,
punctuate a little; &,0 ,Bul/w Lwen/ A & ‘ﬂét"dé»xdl/ 1‘1&3:
A

.
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Time passed, and then it happened.AFDR wentoand- z/‘/
sut and

L4 el

spoited everything, @dmost s1ngle—handed1y he breughs
A J
back Prosperity. Whereupon all the littl¢ magazines
e W Wty Ut mame. = =

promptly faded and diedg they could stand almost anything

Tﬂ [l%/‘-f% %%

but that. The brayers of platitudg gradually crept

Aawnbs Lis

out of hiding )&ageﬁg/\the Post and Collier's were back

in the saddle--and the scribbling young lawyerg suddenly

lost 5%h his outlet and audience. Fotwy toaﬂn—% % i}f W
A

74
people listen he was forced to write a book; it impregnated

an unwary publisher on the twenty-third try, but still no

—
a—

one really listened, for the little magazines, where s
A _d\b’ “‘"w N

¥

peo\pﬁ?ﬁ his langﬂuageﬁ alas were dead'and-gone
/




Eight books and thirty years later the aging ex-lawyer

wonders what young writers do these days to get listened

% MW/@WWM, st Wsidlire i AL,

to.A Do they still dare write the way it really is?

Andﬁf so where can they send their stuff? The little
unpullol

magazines exist now only in doctorates; most campus

A
telimplalins
ma.ga.za:&es are devoted largely to &he—eentempiation—of
anel
their navels om_ i i memorializing «f

the dead; national magazines thath occasional

story can be counted on the fingers of one hand; and, worse ¥

,!mwf ; ’L/W

yet, the writers they s-ee.m_sseAearry can e counted

v i

on one finger. How do young writers get to make it these
days? Who out there is listening to them? Maybe, dark
thought, they don't make it. Maybe nobody listens to
them., Maybe people are tired of seeing thlngs the way
Gpuclt 2t dit Yal' 8 N Lo alow
M it

they really are. Mawbe we need a brand new Depression,

A A
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WHERE THE SOUND OF MIMEOGRAPHS?

As I look back I tend for some reason to equate the
Thirties with the Depression and the Depression with the
return of Booze. In those days there was launched upon us
some fearsome new whiskies calculated to dissolve the -~

7
tattered remnants of one's taste buds: ardent m}%&tu
gaily called Crab Orchard, Wolf Creek and Smug Harbor, all
you could encompass for a buck fifty a quart. One could get
a big brown bottle of beer (looking like the dug of a nursing
squaw) for fifteen cents, and one still recalls whole
entaverned families cnwdad/\%und a table under a 25-watt
bulb nuzzling away at one of these communal glass udders
until closing time, listening on the radio to the hpynotic »~
voice of FDR or perghance to Joe Louis shuffling out to

induce sleep in another crazed opponent. O lost, O grieved....

A
Everybody seemed to be working on WPA and thh‘ p’x/'g/geny

-Eh-ol::ir CCC camps busily planting pine trees too ciose
together--which their sons now get time-and-a-half for
thinning out. It was a time of Landon buttons and perpetual
Golden Gloves regional finals-~tickets twenty-five cents—
during which our local hero, a flailing muscle~bound iron miner,
used monotonously to get knocked on his can in the first round;
a time when second-hand Model A's ran around miraculously on
rag tires and thimbles of gasolene and last year's license
plates.

I tend also to equate the Depression with a kind of
personal locking and unlocking; the time for abandoning some
old whimseys I had nourished about Success; a time for
dabbling seriously with the notion--as a current popular song

had it——that the fundamental things apply as time goes by...

e




Dimly I recall a puzzled young lawyer squatting over the dime
store in a little iron-mining town in the Upper Peninsula of
Michigan wondering what had happened to the wondrous and
dizzy Twenties, fearful and yet stirred by this sudden blaek
new austerity, wanting to tell all about it, wanting badly
to write about things the way he thought they were. f”"”y
he couldn't spell or punctuate, but still he yearned w%ﬁ é@%
desenibe thhAnw férment. ‘
Almost instinctively he didn't send his things to the
Post or to Collier's; he sensed it was no use; instead he
sent them to the new burgeoning crop of "little" magazines
he learned about in the back of Edward J. O'Brien's ammual
collections of Best stories: obscure magazines called
Hinterland and Clay and Pagany and Literary America; rather
better known ones like Contempo, Story and Prairie Schooner--
and dozens upon scores of others which he no longer recalls.
There was a whimsical old guy in New York called Lawrence C.

Woodman who painted with one hand and with the other launched

a half / dozen new "little" magazines from out of a broom
closet, American Scene being one of thon; and a yonn; poet,

Mm«m«(
Jose CGarcia Villa (only recently L’aducovoud-," we are

charmed to note, and still miraculously young) vho started
almost as many, and moreover took everything our young lawyer
wrote.

In fact during the Depression there seemed to be a

million "little magaszines;" fecundity was rampant; they spread like sy btz
spores; the poorer wo got the more little mags were born. The
writor's sole /{z‘m cm oge mbc::fb%, Stoowne, .
that and munl.u-; the wistful hope that the magazine might
survive to carry his story-—of which a few even did. When one
fell two sprang up in its place and the sound of mimeographs rang

N 7/z¢zwv,¢<;/ i M;.;, 7‘“*"? .w?&u,
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in the land. By and by the young lawyer's office grew so
awash with "little" magaszines that they far outnumbered his
law books. Still he wrote and wrote--still trying to tell
about things the way they were--and the little magazines took
and took, until finally he achieved the dubious immortality
of seeing a story of his in Story wedged of all things between
Farrell and Saroyan. Progress was being made, you see; our
hero was learning to spell and punctuate a little; the
benign O'Brien even sprayed him with a few stars.

Time passed, and then it happened; that old spoil sport
FDR ruined everything; almost single-handedly he went out and
fetched back Prosperity. Whereupon all the little magazines
promptly faded and died--"folded" was the trade name--they

could stand almost anything but that. The brayers of
auvd Vit Cavea evmpipy Lisy crf’
platitudes gradu erept out of hiding; banks began to

A
unbolt their doors again; the Post and Collier's were back

in the saddle--and the seribbling young lawyer had suddenly
lost his outlet and his andience. Trying to make people
listen he was forced to write a bookj; it impregnated an
unwary publisher on the twenty-third try, but still no one
really listened, for the little magasines—where people had
seemed to speak his language--alas were gone with the wind.

* * #*

Eight books and thirty years later the aging ex-lawyer
sometimes wonders what young writers do these days to get
L Za/‘m DIV
listened toj A Not excitedly or i.ndimntly, just wonders is
all, Do they still dare write the way it really is? If so
where can they send their atufthM The little magazines exist

prund
w.u most S %f’ A}%ﬁyﬂ - X
devoted largely to can' létinx theif navels and memorializing
Lormmlfceals

e e/
the dead mAmuinu that g-_nggAm an occasional story ><

can be counted on the fingers of one hand; and, worse yet, the




writers they court can be counted it seems on one finger.
How do young writers gét to make it these days? Who out
there is listening to them? Maybe, dark thought, they don't
ever make it. Maybe nobody listens to them. Maybe people

sy trs
are facing things the way they really are. ,
A Llas i

Could it be that what we need is a brand new five-star
A

Depression?




