C. M, KORNBLUTH

A month after Henry Kuttner’s death, an-
other heavy blow was dealt us all. Cyril
Kornbluth, thirty-five years old, boundless
in promise, was stricken in a railroad sta-
tion en Long Island. He collapsed; he never
regained consciousness; and in less than an
hour he was dead. This is one of his last
stories. Fittingly, it is one of his best. Cyril’s
very special talent was to expose the wry
and seamy side of man’s progress. Here, in
a few brief and stinging pages, he shows us
the demon that lurks inside the familiar TV
set, in

THE ADVENT
ON CHANNEL TWELVE

It came to pass in the third quarter of the fiscal year that
the Federal Reserve Board did raise the rediscount rate and
money was tight in the land. And certain bankers which sate
in New York sent to Ben Graffis in Hollywood a writing
which said, Money is tight in the land so let Poopy Panda up
periscope and fire all bow tubes.

Whereupon Ben Graffis made to them this moan:

O ye bankers, Poopy Panda is like unto the child of my
flesh and you have made of him a devouring dragon. Once
was I content with my studio and my animators when we did
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make twelve Poopy Pandas a year; cursed be the day when
I floated a New York loan. You have commanded me to
make feature length cartoon epics and I did obey, and they
do open at the Paramount to sensational grosses, and we do
re-release them to the nabes year on year, without end. You
bave commanded me to film live adventure shorts and I did
obey, and in the cutting room we do devilishly splice and
pull frames and flop negatives so that I and my cameras are
become bearers of false witness and men look upon my live
adventure shorts and say lo! these beasts and birds are like
unto us in their laughter, wooing, pranks and contention. You
have commanded that I become a mountebank for that I did
build Poopy Pandaland whereinto men enter with their
children, their silver and their wits, and wherefrom they go
out with their children only, sandbagged by a thousand catch-
penny engines; even this did I obey. You have commanded
that Poopy Panda shill every weekday night on television
between five and six for the Poopy Panda Pals, and even this
did I obey though Poopy Panda is like unto the child of my
flesh.

But O ye bankers, this last command will I never obey.

Whereupon the bankers which sate in New York sent to
him another writing that said, Even so, let Poopy Panda up
periscope and fire all bow tubes, and they said, Remember,
boy, we hold thy paper.

And Ben Graffis did obey.

He called unto him his animators and directors and cam-
eramen and writers, and his heart was sore but he dissembled
and said:

In jest you call one another brainwashers, forasmuch as you
addle the heads of children five hours a week that they shall
buy our sponsors’ wares. You have fulfilled the prophecies,
for is it not written in the Book of the Space Merchants that
there shall be spherical trusts? And the Poopy Panda Pals
plug the Poopy Panda Magazine, and the Poopy Panda Maga-
zine plugs Poopy Pandaland, and Poopy Pandaland plugs the
Poopy Panda Pals. You have asked of the Motivational Re-
search boys how we shall hook the little bastards and they
have told ye, and ye have done it. You identify the un-
talented kid viewers with the talented kid performers, you
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provide in Otto Clodd a bumbling father image to be de-
rided, you furnish in Jackie Whipple an idealized big brother
for the boys and a sex-fantasy for the more precocious girls.
You flatter the cans off the viewers by ever saying to them
that they shall rule the twenty-first century, nor mind that
those who shall in good sooth come to power are doing their
homework and not watching television programs. You have
created a liturgy of opening hymn and closing benediction,
and over all hovers the spirit of Poopy Panda urging and
coaxing the viewers to buy our sponsors’ wares.

And Ben Graffis breathed a great breath and looked them
not in the eye and said to them, Were it not a better thing for
Poopy Panda to coax and urge no more, but to command as
he were a god?

And the animators and directors and cameramen and
writers were sore amazed and they said one to the other,
This is the bleeding end, and the bankers which sit in New
York have flipped their wigs. And one which was an old ani-
mator said to Ben Graffis, trembling, O chief, never would I
have stolen for thee Poopy Panda from the Winnie the Pooh
illustrations back in twenty-nine had I known this was in the
cards, and Ben Graffis fired him.

Whereupon another which was a director said to Ben
Graffis, O chief, the thing can be done with a two-week
build up, and Ben Graffis put his hands over his face and said,
Let it be so.

And it came to pass that on the Friday after the two-week
buildup, in the closing quarter-hour of the Poopy Panda Pals,
there was a special film combining live and animated action
as they were one.

And in the special film did Poopy Panda appear enhaloed,
and the talented kid performers did do him worship, and
Otto Clodd did trip over his feet whilst kneeling, and Jackie
Whipple did urge in manly and sincere wise that all the
Poopy Panda Pals out there in television-land do likewise,
and the enhaloed Poopy Panda did say in his lovable growly
voice, Poop-poop-poopy.

And adoration ascended from thirty-seven million souls.

And it came to pass that Ben Graffis went into his office
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with his animators and cameramen and directors and writers
after the show and said to them, It was definitely a TV first,
and he did go to the bar.

Whereupon one which was a director looked at Who sate
behind the desk that was the desk of Ben Graffis and he said
to Ben Graffis, O chief, it is a great gag but how did the
special effects boys manage the halo?

And Ben Graffis was sore amazed at Who sate behind his
desk and he and they all did crowd about and make as if to
poke Him, whereupon He in His lovable growly voice did
say, Poop-poop-poopy, and they were not.

And certain unclean ones which had gone before turned
unbelieving from their monitors and said, Holy Gee, this is
awful. And one which was an operator of marionettes turned
to his manager and said, Pal, if Graffis gets this off the
ground we’re dead. Whereat a great and far-off voice was
heard, saying, Poop-poop-poopy, and it was even so; and
the days of Poopy Panda were long in the land.
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