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In the BReginning

The Fantesy Amateur: I doubt the lesal worth of a statement intended to relieve
TAPA officers from liabi‘itv in a libel suit cver somethirg in a FAPAzine. Ei.a
disclaimer to the effact that oninions do not reflect those cf the offid!ﬂ%#
similar statement rould apoear in everv oro essional reriodical and book oud
lished in the TUrited States that onlv the writers and rot the publishers are
responsible for statements in the text. Another Fanzine Too Many: I learned

some years back that trnaslatine fiction is indeed a peculiar thing to do, as
John-Henri states. I wrote the Enzlish versicns of two or threz German stories
for a short-lived prozine that featured stories originally written in non-English
languages. My heaviest cross to bear weighed me down every time I came across a
word T couldn't 7ind in a German-English dictionary and I needed to decide if it
was slang cr a bad word or if it vas a made-up word by the author in keeping with
alien races or future situations. I never received any complaints from the auth-
ors so maybe I ziessed correctly most of the time. '' I believe All Flesh Is
Grass is orizinally a Biblical stutement which Eliot borrowed. '' Using movie
titles in their orizi~al lanzuages for showingz in Enzlish-sveaking lands is some-
times deceptive. Grand Illusicn is a particularly bad case. In English, "grand"
used to mean simply larze but has sradually shifted in meanineg to signify splendid
or gloricus in most usages. So the cynical title of that film should be Englished
as Huze I1lusion or Big Illusion. '' The Hallowe'en episode in Meet Me in St.
Louis comes pretty clcse to c:tehing the spirit of the holiday in the United
States despite the number of years that have passed since the time period of the
film. The Charlie Brown Hallowe'en animated cartoon is also realistic except for
the Great Pumpkin which is an interpolaticn. '' 1 think the only way to do Hein-
lein fiction justice on the screen would be via what are called mini-series in the
Tnited States television industry: movie versiors of fiection thet occupy from four
to eircht hours on television, spread over several evenings. So much cf Heinlein's
quality revoses in the lonz dialce secticns that movie versions that merely illus-
trate the thimrs that hapren would be hovelessly unrepresentdivecf his ficticn.
Fantasy Commentator: I csan't believe I {¥d read the whole thing.''It's a sad
commentary on Arerican jcurnalism and the media that Thomas Starzl isn't as famous
as Curie or Salk and that I knew notrineg about his achievements until I found them
detailed in a FAPA mailing. The anti-science slant cf today's writer§ has kept al-
most everyone icnorant of the individuals who are really importent, like the man
who has done so much for crgan transplants. His achievements would hav? been con-
sidered wild imaginetion less than a century ago. Less than a century in t?e fut-
ure, I wouldn't be surprised if some other genius has discovered the mechenism by
~hich the human foetus grows the organs it needs and adapts this process to permit
sick peopnle to grow replacements themselves for wha?ever orzans are failing. And
he will probably be just as obscure in the oublic mind as the son of a science fig—
tion writer is today. '' I believe copies of Rockets Throigh Space are almos? us-
obtainable today in the original edition, for a good reason. I'm pretty sure it
was this book about svace t ravel that was the subject of a squib in one of the
first fanzines I ever saw, which referred to it as one of the vorst sellers of the
year for the United States book industry. '' SaM probably meant to identify
Amelia Reynolds Lon« as a well known writer of fantasy fictiom pefore World War
Tvo, pot *W One as his article on book jackets states. And I might p91nt out an-
other reason fcr the scarcity of elaborate dust jackets on books published in

the United States during the fi-st couple decades of this century. Many books
had bindines that included fancy decorations on the front cover, embossed letzer-
ine, sometimes color illustraticns. I suspect that i nereasing publishing cozi:d-
during the orosperous 19208 persuaded publishing firms to switch to plainer B. &
ings and colorful oaper jackets. '' H. R. Felrenhauer's article abcut Ray ;:
bury is shockinzly inferior to the usual hiegh level of criticism and schola;s P
that Fantasy fommentator maintains. It is a childish-sounding series orlgr g::
became some cf Ray's ovinions aren't the same as those cf the writer.d . ia°1ous
indicates that Felgenhauer is urable to disti?guish between serious and Iriv



remarks. '' I continue to belieYe that somewhere lurking in lone-ignored fanzine
pazes, there must pe a pvaragraph in which Russell Chauvenet prooosed and introduced
fanzine as a substitute for the ugly-sounding abbreviaticns for fan magazine that
were then current. His invented word was accented and put imto use so rapidly and
widely that I doutt if h:> just dropred it into a letter or an article without ex-
pllpati9n. Such instant pooularity of the word seems to indicete there was a de-
finite 1ntro§uctifn to it in some widely r~ad fanzine. VOM would be one fanzine
vorth searching h“ecause it was verv widely reond. Even a FAPAzine would have served
the purpose, since most farnzine fans were FAPA members around 1940. '' I hope E.
F. Bleiler has manaced to see the first movie versiocn of The Lost World during its
several appearances ~n the American Movie Classics scheduls. But I fear that the
AMC version omits cuite a few minutes of the origiral releass. Several characters
bob up in the television version without having their presence accounted for. '!
Maybe T. G. Cockroft's index to letter secticns of weird fiction prnzines will in-
spire more attention by other researchers to what aproeared in prozime loc depart-
ments during their prime. This is one specialized area of fandom that neither Sam
nor I wrote about extensively in our books about fan history. There must be much
of inmterest in the things that future famcus pros and fans wrote vhen they first
broke into print in letters to theprozines, some fans did little or noth'ng in oth-
ar forms of fanac but were BNFs in the letter sections, and even the commemnts by
editors on some letters would be worth summarizine. Incidentally, I felt complete
disbelief when I found myself listed with seven oublished letters to Weird Tales,
in the index to loc writers. I have absmlutely mo memory of having ever written to
that prozire, much less havirm broken into print with prose there (I did sell a
poem to Farmswcrth Wpight). '' The Blind Spot sticks in memory as one of the best
evokers of the sense of wonder in all my years of reading science fiction. I no
longer remember much abcut the rovel, but it was just right for my science fiection
instinctswhem I first read it in my teens. Alphabet Soups I think the Retro Hugo
concept is zood but reeds some sort of preliminary zroups of suggestions of possi-
ble and eligible items and people for cach category. Not many fans will take the
trouble to hunt out prozine indexes or fan histories to determine what and who were
good and active in a vartisular year a half-century ago. Memories could be jogred
committees arreeing on perhaps two dozen major possibilities in each category.
't The Eaton collection is helped to attain its stagrering number of science fistion
and fantasy books bv its inclusion cf many foreien language volumes. Horizons:
Wrong acain! A few weeks after typine those words about the censorship of Amos 'n'
Andy, I stared in disbelief at a program listine in TV Guide: a Washington publie
television station whose cfferings are aired principelly at blackswas showing
Check and Double Check. This statioa {sa't on the local cable, so I don't know if
it was presented as an awful example or as good entertainment. I have the movie on
videocassette and repeated playings have failed to inform me what is so terrible
about it. Amos and Andy are referred to by both white and black characters as "you
boys" at several moments in the f11m. But there must be dozers of the same appeal-
ations to Laurel and Hardy in their movies, a famous baseball book entitled The
Boys of Summer had several blaekplayers as subject matter, black youngsters joim
Boy Scout troops, and the black eomedians don't behave any more ridiculously or
stupidly than Lum snd Abner, Abbott and Costello, ard many other white comedy teams.
Invasion o £ the Beer People: I don't worry much ebout infecticn from hot air dryers
because I stay out of nublic toilets as much as possible. I remain urconvinced that
there is absolutely no danger of contrecting the AIDS virus in such plases. Reasm
tells me it wouldn't matter much if I did become a victim in such a place beeause 1
would mrobably be dead from some ctrer cause befors the disease developed over the
years. But I obey my instincts. '' Bing Crosby's use cf corporal punishment on
his sons didn't eome out after his death. He personally revealed it in considerable
detail in cne cf the autobiographisal books published under his byline during his
lifespan. Green Stuff: There might be two or three o ther FAPA members who were
reminded like me of old 4ays in fandom by the color of the ink Murray used in his
FAPAzire. When I was new in random, during the late 19308, a number of Los An;eles
fanzines ap-~ared in green ink, and unreliable memcry seems to +ell me that this
was because rreen was a colcr symbolizin= either Esveranto or TeehmoBracy, two
causes that many Los Anceles fans nrofessed et that time. I believe Ackofman had
a green ribbon cn his tvpewriter. '' 1'm sad when I think of all the things I
could mave accomplished if I'd suffered ~eading blocks. But I'm yet to experienae
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major reading bloeks for many members o} the orianizati ' TRty
to suffer from convention fears, because of all the r 1on. - ml;ht besin
cditors at convention or Seheduied to be suests of hoeaent cdeaths o? wr1ter§ and
having completed that function., '! Thatﬂdealer willnor gt ;onventlons o res
times the $30 he paid fcr that book. Seocondhand deal proiab e o mouT
to consider it humiliating to muke les ealers in printed matter seem
2:tion§£ Th?y'vo virtually stopped ha:n:?:E :2:t1:::§ égoszf{%tlzszgtgizz :::::‘
th::: ;Q: p:;ce cn prigted volumes rose to 591. They‘were sometimes two amnd

p shen more books were beingput ocut whem the zoing prise was 154d. What
they buy eventually appear in flea markets at prices ranging from §3.00 : th‘
source identiriable peeause Goodwill puts a red peneil lixd'noross'tio uf. .
various heights so clerka will know how long a book has remained ldsp %e ?t
Beat: I had a wild dizzy spell eizht or ten years amo. It woke :zsgro. enzsd
slesp. The illuminated time on my bedside clock-ragio was ocirelin : : :o;nh
to left, requiring about five seconds to maks a 360 cireuit Thesf:{ntg .1; stt
ed windows were keepingz cace with the ~lock. I'd never expe;ienced anytn¥n %gk-
this. First I wondered why I'd never heard about anyone suffering sueh ;lsgeli °
while sleepine, then it oecurred to me that maybe this was the last thing enindi-
vidual experieneed before death whieh would ascount for the laek of documentatin
I manared to met out of the rotating bed and as soon as I was on my feet, my or: )
jentation besan to zet baek to normal. It never has happened again. e I love
old radio, tooe, but one aspect of the current interest in that field has me wor-
ried. The tapes and CDs of old radio broadcasts that are being peddled today are
too heavily slanted toward violence: westerns, crime, and w#ar. Such programming
was in the minerity during radio's golden age but it seems as if more than half
of all the widely advertised stuff belongs in those categories. Younger people
must be zettinz a wrong idea of what the networks of fered before television. '!
The man in Vienna who informed Ben that Mozart was five years old when he lived
in Salzbure for the last time was obviously one of the soript writers for Ama-
deus. In actuality, Mozart was 27 when he left the city for wood, after an ex-
tonded visit with his father. Mozart in Salzburg by Max Kengon is an excellent
if hard-to-find book abcut his life in Salzbure and the musio he oreated there.
"' A romance movel is involved in one of my all-time resords involving books.
There's a woman living a dozen miles south of Hagerstown who has published more
than 100 of the paperback things, under the bylins of Nora Roberts. Once I re-
ceived in my capacity as a jourmalist a review eopy of her latest, started te
read i% for review purposes, and halfway down page 3 1 got irretrievably and per-
manently stuck. I simply couldn't force my eyes to continue their motions even
to the end of that page. It still remains the book that I've bogged down on the
earliest. '' I second Ben's praise for the full-length, big name resording of
Show Boat. There are at least a dozen other Broadway musicals that need this
kind of new recordings with first-pate singers, all the music even if some was
cut before performansas, and enough dialog te fellew the eeurse of everts. ''
It's smuzing how many writers, zood and bad ones both, have used high-powered
elestricity to aehieve impossible results in their stories: causinz a robot te
attain powers not Built into it, bringine back to 1ife a dead person, giving
suvernatural fowers %t a livine human, vastly increasing someone 's mental powers,
and so on. Just once, I'd like te read a novel in whish the electrical jolt kills
the human instantly or burns out all the sircuits in the mechanieal device. Real-
jem, that's what literature needs today. Sweet Jane: I regret the total absence
of reruns of the old Groucho Marx cuiz show from television around here. It's
surprisineg none of the ocable ehannels has picked it up during this era of ever-.
increasing popularity of the Marx Brothers as a team. Conseivably, it could re-
sult from the bitter dispute over Groucho's estate. Helen's Fantasia: Nonstopar-

acraphing was Aekerman's contrituticn to fandom, not Laney's. Spirochete: Obvi-
ougly most youne peovle don't like classical music, and the media ignores it most

cf the time. But I souldn't define it as dead. 1 was thinking the other day
about the conditions I found when I first became interested in classical musis,
in the mid-19308,and the situation today. The r adio networks of fered about 15 to
20 hours of classical music weekly when I was in my lower teens and sometimes
vew York's good music station, WQXR, was audible in Hagerstown after dark. Today,

four public radio staticns and one commercial station are receivable in this ecity,



providing somewhat more than 500 hours of classical music weekl i
) . y. A l2-inch 78 r

;;:3:; :grextai?;zgw}ee:sdthan ten minutesof musie cost $2 during the Depression, algm

houz p went down a fow years later, and only two domestis manufacturers
Vietor and Columbia, issued classical 4iscs; imported reeords cou.d be Bought 1 ’
big eities or by mail order at much higher mrices. Only the largest libraries gf—
f‘ered.records to borrowers; today even small town libraries usually sirculate
classical resordings in varicus formts. Hagerstown had made gseveral attempts to
have its own symoony orchestra -n on amatew basis, but they crashed and burned
after a year or two i the 1930s; today it has supported for a dozen years the all-
professicnal Maryland Symphony Orehestra with a world-slass musician, Sir Bar
Tuekwell, a8 its eonductor. When I was growing up, there were no sc};ool cre hztro
just bands. Today the larger hizh schools and some of the lower schools ﬁave or- ’
chestras playing olassical and semi-classied music. On most weekends, there is
elassical music on & live basis in Hagerstown or within a fifteen-minut; drive
Last Sunday, s I type, people ocould choese between a string quartet resital a{: the
loecal museum or what was billed as "the world's bigmest organ recital™ at a church
with four orzanists varticipatine. Next Sunday, the Faure Requiem and Bernstein's
Cichester Psalms will be ziven in a town just northwest of here; all these are free
3dm1381on events. Althouzh Redd imazines t'et Sunday band concerts in the park are

forzotten now", he is welsome to listen to ore any summer evening in the park
about 1,000 feet from my home where a thousand or more people usually turn out to
listen, performed by the fdazerstown mMunicipal Band. The only matter I can think of
which shows a decline in classical music interest is the sca}city of big name art-
ists giving recitals in dagerstown, and that's mostly the result of the change fram
trains to airplanes as the uwccepted way for femous musicians to travel. If : sing-
er or a pianist had a recital in rhiladelphia or dew York City on one evening, and
another in Baltimore or Washington two nights later, he often was willing to Eaer-
form in Hazerstown on the intervening nizht at a reduced fee that local audiences
could afford, to avoid the empty evening and to piok up some added cash. Today the
big nemes command such huge fees and fly everywhere, and there's no way to avoid &
huge deficit if someone books them into Harerstown where the largzest auditoriums
own only 1,400 seats and the zeneral public doesn't have enough inoney to spare for
the bre-k-even cost of tiekets. Detours: There is so much variation in che way
people pronounce the Enzlish language that I think there would be cnly one way to
make possible a comouter translation of speesh to acourate transcription on paper.
The eomouter would need to be programmed by the individual who intended to use it
for this purpose reading aloud a list of perhaps 50,000 words so the electronics
eould mateh up his pronunciation of each word to its spelling. I have no idea if
such preparation could permit the computer to keep up with his talking or if it
would take hours to print out ten minutesof chatter. '' Bill Groveman, whom

Russ might remember as an active fan during the early 1940s, wrote me recently,

my first letter from him in perhaps a half-century. He was asking about possible
resting places for his sollection of amateur ovublications. I zather they include
both fanzines and mundane ayjay publications. I referred him to Mike Horvat,
amone several other possible resipients. Lofmeornost: Taday's definition of soi-
ence fiction is so lax that it mizht be possible to argue that Franz Joseph Haydn
oroduced the first soience fiction for marionettes. During his long service with
the Esterhaiys, Haydn wrote quite a few operas, some of them for a puppet theater.
Singers stood to one side while the action was portrayed by the wooden figures.
One of these works was Philemon und Baucis. Unfortunately, part of the score is
lost, but we know it involved a couple of Greek gods who go slugming on Earth,

are given hospitality by a husband and wife, and are SO pleased that they bring
baok to life the couple's deseased son. I have the old Vox recording of the sur-
viving music, which is glorious. '' Maybe Roger Zelazny's reputation will improve

as the years pass. Novels that don't fit the critics’ jdeals for significance or

originality have the habit of eaining favor after a few decades from time to time.

The Rosd Warrior: I think bageball's "deeline" is sheer fictiom invented by the
media. Every time you read a s tory about how baseball has lost its audience, do
the obvious thing and compars statistics today with those from whatever year the

writer cites as its glory period: major league attendance, varticipation in youth

leapues, minor league franchise values and attendance, radio-television income,

books and musis released with baseball themes, popularity of baseball in other na-

tions and so on. Such data will show that baseball has never ‘een &s popular as it
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is today. 1It'g true
intelleZts havz been ::::n:::::::;liyh::ui:nsér::; i:3y're O e mones
sible for them to keep in mind such basebéli matters asrigk’ D asn. t
ball-strike count, how many are out, and so on. Basketbalg :umb:rton ?ase, vhe
the ball at the basket and it either zoes in or doesn't eo inén;a;i: oittf;owing
for the typical youth today. Southern Fandom Confederation Balleting- B t;a
rave been locced, I believe. The Devil's fWork: Norm continues to o tg
sunchline of an old joke about cne of dider Hagrard's mors obscur €9§f eb
referring to him as Henry R. Hageard. Prang: Ks a member of SAH; 1' o o
plained several times in mailing comments about Robert Briggs' bigétI e ggm-
have a number of other SAPS members. Once I considered resizni 4
against the fa i o canin protest
4 ot that I was inadvertently helping to fund the disseminati
his stuff, via th i on of
: £, a the portion of my dues that goes to pay postage on tne Briggs
paublications. Then I realized that this action would be meaningless singg
someone from the waiting list would take my olace and provide simila; funds for
spreading the opoison and the neweomsr could conceivably be influ;nced by read-
ing the Briggs material, somethinz that has mever hapoénea to me Howeier I
curious about why Andy eomplains in FAPA about this SAPS matter ;hen he re&ain:d
silent over the racist outburst by Howard Devore in FAPA several mailings ago
ii An?yidoesn'+ "have a 1ct cf patience with people who see evil aroundgandg )
em (s i
e (L) nd re o b e eoif? Of sourss, mot Just Andy bt 8 tapn
: ? course, not just Andy but 63 FAPA
members remained silent on the matter, leading me to assume that either they
don't read the mailines or they agree with Howard. Synapse: I'm very unhappy
over my reputation as a fan who writes locs to every fanzine he receives. Now
Speer creates & new lewend that "Only Harry mentions all the titles™. I never
have done 8o in mailinz comments, althouzh I used to write at least a sentence
or two about the great majority of FAPAzines. For the past few years, I've cut
sharply back on the pronortion of commented-on jtems in FAPA mailings. '' As
far as I know, nobody has ever cauzht me writine about the way someone ‘learned
me this or that. The nuns in the Catholic elementary school I attended teached
us to avoid bad erammar. '' T'm not so completely irrational yet that I think
1 would be spending my children's inheritance by attending the Salzburg Festi-
val. I don't spend larre sums on thines like that because I'm still gambling
.on the future. During the decades when 1 was working and putting aside money
for the future almost every xeek, I was assailed by advice from this am that
person to spend instead of siving because civilization would soon end in a nu-
clear war or a mRepublican President would destroy the nation's economy render-
ing money worthless or inflation would become so severe that a year's savings
would buy only a loaf of bread and just possibly a jug of milk or (a heresy
particularly rampant jn ¥APA) I would never carry out my intentiocn to retire
at the age of 60. I won that camble. My new mamble involves the possibility
that I might end up in a rest home or other institution during my final years,
»rd the more I have in financial reserves, the better my chances of receiving
decent care and treatment in a first-rate facility. There's also a very good
chance that I1'11 droo dead while still in zood heal th and mobility, in which
oase I lose the zamble, but one out of two isn't so bad. '' T would think it
would be much more difficult to determire theorobable reliability of informa-
tion obtained by punch ng keys cn a ccmputer than by judging the value of the
source when it appea-~s in a vericdical or book from a library. 1+ Newspapers
still puclished fiction durine World War Two. I remember trying to sell short-
sheort stories to one syndicate during my first ef'forts to be a pro writer, in

my first years in fandom.
Recent Readi-g

Robert Benchley was cne of the furniest men who ever lived, both as a
writer and as an actor in the movies. 'm surprised that his literary outnut
is so seldom revived in new editions, and all those hilaricus sherts he did
for Hollywocd are almost never visible ~n televisicn and don't appear in cate-
lozs of cre-rescrded videotapes. I suppose thre problem is that he didn't de-
vote himself to tryneg to make smertass remarks abcut prominent politicians
and other celebrated psople seem funny. Fortunately, I came across a Bencnlay
collection that was new to me recently at a library book sale at a preposter-
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ously low orice. Ict's Chips Off the Uid Benchley, a 194y posthumous collecticn of
abcut 80 short Benchley masterpieces, mcst of them never previously published in
book form but recrinted from various masezires and newspapers for thne first time.
My enjcyment of this book was slizhtly diluted by the sad fact that most cf tke
periodicals whose files yielded uv its contents are no lonzer in existence, or in
the case of The Nex Yor~ker would be better of f dead in their cresent ccndition.

Bob Benchley usually described the manner in which the universe or certain
portions of it had zcne more or less out of control, et least beyond his personal
control. For instunce, there's a oiece which describes the ominous change in
bathrooms. He hed read in a Sunday newsvaper that the days of all-white bathrooms
had erded and this was the worst possible news. He describes a recemnt weekend vis-
it to a house whose bsthroom had lavender towels,pinx and sreen curtains, end a tub
that vas "a brillisnt yell-w with mottlings of a rather horrid chocolate runn.ng
throueh it". The poor man was afraid to read while in that indecent tub "for fear
that a Chinese dragon would pop out from some of the decorstions and met into my
slinoers". He ended his essay witha plea for a return to bathrooms "where ve can
use the towels withcut feelinz that we are winirg our hands on a Michalanzelo and
lock at the walls without zoing intc a pirouette™. Bayeux Christmas Presents Early
involves the allezed discovery of a strip of Bayeux tapestry in Bayeux, New Jersey,
devictin? William the Coroueror crossing the Enelish Channel. Benchley comdlains
tnat the fizurehead on cne of the nictured shivs "would indicate that it is moing
in the opposite directicn from the rest of the fleet, or else that somebody made
an awful blunder in sssembl'rg the shin." He s pretty sure that cne of the men in
the strip of tapestry is seasick, amd this one might be William himself. Benchley
decries the then current tendency to chanre the tunes of popular songs radically
in verformarces (he's probably referring to jazz groups), the vway Gilbert & Sulli-
van audiences laugh loudly at jokes tnat no lonzer are funny because they're so
outdated, the pests who won't leave him alone while he is on ocean vcyages,
writers who 2o on at great length abcut nothing at all with particular credit to
Robert Louis Stevenson, and people who are able to give the cfficial Latin name
for every wildflower in sight in the countryside. And yet I think a few fanzire
pieses can compare favorably with these little masterpieces and wouldn't seem out
of place if they had somehow slipped into this boek under Benchley's nsme.

John McCabe's bioezraphy of Georze M. Cohan brought btack very early musical
memories. We had a good stack of sheet musie of songs popular early in tie century
while I was growing up, saved by my father from the years when he was playing the
pisno and even heading a smll dance orchestra. I picked out the vocal lines from
these on the little toy piamo on which I learned to r ead the treble clef of printed
music, althouzh I was slightly harndicappred by the fact that the only black keys were
dabs of paint on the diatonic scale's white keys. Then when my tenth birthday came
and my big orecent was a real, live piano, I soon managed to play the Cohan songs
with both hands. It's a vivid illustration of time dilation that in those early
1930s, this sheet musie seemed immensely ancient to me, dating as it did from twen-
ty and even twenty-five years earlier, amd references on @& couple of sengs to World
War One seemed as much a part of ancient history ss if it were the Punic War. To-
day, something that happened & onarter-century agZo seems like the day before yes-
terday. In any event, I loved the Cohan sonzs, both for their lively melcdies and
brisk rhythms and for their clear lvries about the good qualities of the American
Flaz and the semantic advantages of Mary as a girl's name. I wordered aut this
longz-ago composer, utterly unaware of the faect that he was still active on Broadway
as producer and actor and wouldn't write his last drama until 1941.

Portunately, McCabe doesn't spoil any of my illusions about Cohan. His book
debunks seme of the revisionists, such as the vile canard whish had been circulat-
ing about Georse M.'s birth date. Someone had dug out Cohan's baptismal eertificet e
which cave a date other thanthe Fourth of July. But McCabe found enough evidence
in disries and other sources to prove that the Yankee Doodle Dandy really was bern
en that holiday, just as the song bragged, and semecne had geofed in filling in the
certificate. The biographer doesn't try to hide the obsessive,abrasive elements
in Cohan's character, but interprets them convincingly as necessary components of
his perfectionist impulse to wzet things done right. But I was surprised while
reading the book by some cf the uneharacteristic aspects of Cohan's dramaties.

He seems to have pioneered in piereing the invisible wall between production and
audienece by putting references to the play in progress into the mouths of its
-6=



olayers. The bock even equates himwith Pirandello to some extent for experi-
mental devartures from conventioral play writing.

I wish some record eompany or other would gather together a goed cast,
Rire an eldtirer in show business who could advise about authenticity, and
produce a Cohan show or two eomplete with all music end emough dialog to make
the course of events understandable. There must be qualities in Seven Keys
to B,ldpate, Little Johnny Jomes, and others that caused them to outlast
Broadway productions that are being revived today. But I rerlize there are
two oroblems with such a venture. Patriotism is equated by teday's media
with puclear vower plants and Bibles in schoels as vile barbarisms and Cohan
was intensely in lcve with his country. There also seems to be some lingering
resentment after all these years against him beceuse of his fight azainst un-
jonism in show business and his lifelong refusal to join uo. The state of
live drama today seems to orove that he was rieht in thinking strong unions
would sooner or later be self-destructive.

One of the most curious revivals of lorg-forzotten musicians is the one
irvolvine Archduke Rudoloh Johann Joseoh Rainer. For well over a century, he
came into the awareness of the morern public only throush the fact that Bee-
thoven's Archduke Trio was nicknamed for him and mentions in Beethoven biogra-
phies of his docmed attemots te Relp straizhten cut the composer's chronic fin-
ancial messes. But in recent years. some of Archduke Rudolph's compositions
have been recorded and now comes an excellent book by Susan Kagan with the rath-
er lengthy title of Arehduke Rudolph, Beethoven's Patron, Pupil and Friend. It
brings to life a man who certainly didn't fit the eurrent stereotype of nobility
but was a generally good guy in every respect.

His father became emperor of the Austrian Empire when Rudolph was only two
years old. But Rudolph was the younvest of 16 children, leaving him with a
slightly diminisked chance of ever succeeding to the throne. He probably
wouldn't have been happy if sontagien had wiped out his 16 elder sbd lings and
given him the job, anyway. He leved art, he was senerous and eventually he em-
®raced the shurch, becomine a cardinal arehbiskop. But he had one distinction
that many aristocrats would have loved to possess: he was probably Beethoven's
favorite pupil. The 2r-at composer was ford of the young man, gave him lessons
ir theory and harmony, and assisted his composing efforts. The archduke had
a habit that we can be grateful for today, & mania for saving just about every-
thing. So his ereative music afforts exist amd musicolegists can figure out
the places where Beethoven wrote correetions into them and the ways in which
the teacher improved his pupil's compositions by alteriny harmony or melody or
accompaniment. (So, if you wanted recordines of every note 3eethoven wrote,
you'd need to have many of the Archduke's compositions for the sake of those
shanges.

Thiz beok is a very thoroueh retelling of the archduke's life, the in-
volement of Beethoven in his studies, and the compositions. 1I've heard none
of the resords that make them available to the publie for the first time since
the first half cf the 19th century, but 1 judze froem the extensive musical ex-
cerpts in this book that they're worth a hearirg or two but not good en?ugh to
want to hear ence a month for an entire lifetime. Above all, the book is a
good supplement to the Beethoven notebeeks for evidence of how the composer
turned mediocre first thoughts imto something outstanding in ocmpositions.

Fanzine reviews had often told me about the Berserker series by Fred Sab-
erhagen. Finally I've read some samples of this fiction in whut 1 agsume was
the first of the books, entitled simply Berserker. I'm left wondering what all
the exeitement amcng readers was about and why the series was so suceessful
that an endless series of additional stories on the same concept became suc-

ocessful.

The basic idea, automated devic es created by vanisked BEMs that fight
humanity, strikes me as just another of the magic wand gimmicks that we usual-
ly associated with Star Trek and Star Wars. A writer of fairy tales uses the
magic wand to accomplish anything with no necessity to explain how it works or
why jts very existence is lcgical. A berserker impresses me as just a larger
than normal and lumpier magic wand. The mors complicated the machine, th% mare
dsneger there is of a breakdowmn, but inthis book at least Saberhagen doesn't ex-
plain hov: these killing machines have kept zoing for mamny eons without snyone
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on hand to fix a failed component. The berserkers' ability to search out human
life and evidence of human facilities strikes me as approximately as realistie
as Star Trek's device that can translate with the very first words into English
any unknown language. There apparently isn't even any self-destruetive device
i each berserker which the van.shed builders would almost certainly have put
there to rrevent study of the deviees when they become unable to function. The
stories reek of violence as badly as the things you see whenyou runs through all
the channels via your television remote. I firnd nothing in the writing supericr
to the Tom Swift tradition.

I thouzht about another aspect of modern television when I read We Will
Always Live in Beverly Hills, by Ned Wynn, who is Ed's grandeon and Keenan's son.
It's hate, the same sort of hate that pours out of all the talk and call in shows,
is promcted by ESPN and Fox for their sports programming, that newscasters betray
when they mentionoonservatives and office-holders, that forms the basis for almost
all made-for-TV movies. Ned ™ynn tried to make his book humorous but it's hard
to remember that f act when he kesps to such s straight and steady course of hatred
toward those two immediate parentalancestcrs, himself, everyone in Hollywood with
any real authority or ability, and any sort of conduwot that might have caused him
to realize his own notential in life.

Fortunately, I liked some things in the book for reasons tmat Ned wouldn't
approve. For instanca, he includes quotes from several of Ed's Texaeo Fire Chief
radio o-ograms of the 19308 to demonstrata how awful his grundfather's material
#48s. But I've wished for a long, long time that I could find recordings of that
-artieular series which I loved so much when I was growing up, and having parts
of soripts from it is better than nothing. Some of the things he says about Keenan
econfirm what my old co-editor on Spaceways used to tell me when we corresponded,
+the summer when Keenan did stock produetions in Skowhegan, Maine, where Jim Avery
lived. There are lots of good photographs, too, which contain so meny recal-looking
smiles that I doubt everyone Ned kmew could have been as miserable all the time as
he tries ‘to convince his readers.

At the end of the book, which has a 1990 copyright, Ned is described as hav-
ing found hapviness and calmed down from his wild youth. I hope so, but I wonder
why he or his ghost or the two of them were 80 intent in getting a reference to
drinkine or druzs on almost every page of tre book, a barely greater freaquency
than the number of references to fornications. I eget the impression that his mind
wasn't foeused on more constructive things in 1990, after all. Of course, the
book is sareful to describe nasty things almost exclusively on individuals who
are dead and unable to contradict or hire an attorney, the usual ratternfor the
writers today who want to celebrate the useless veople and useless things at the
axpense of those who have accomolished and behaved themselves. '

" Now theme isn't enmoush room to say much about a recent surprise. It's a
Thornton Wilder novel I hadn't ever heardof, Heaven's My Destination. Wilder was
amone the prolifie, =ood novelists of mid-century like MeKinley _Kantor, Robert
Nathan and James Hilton, who are remembered today mainly beesause Hollywood turned
one or more of their works into first-rate movies or, in Wilder's case, a play like
Our Town managed to retain its popularity for community theater and sshool dram:
elub productions. Heaven's My Destination is a slightly short novelabout an oi
young man who somehow winds up in jail repeatedly for eccentric behavior, speaxs
the truth even whenit would be better to keep his mouth shut, and seems to h:re1
been created by Wilder from a bit of dogzerel which kids often scribpled in :9 r
sehool books in the old days. I think it's a funny book and a touohlng.one,i 00.
And my failure to have encountered it previously is obviously my fault, b?§§ase .
this copy contains the information that it's part of the 18th oditiin.f-i . n::iiz-
know the 1i°a and experiences of this copy, a shame because the fly leaf is Banera—
ing. Its inscriotion says the book is from Frank Schuler, and there was al ag re
town resident of that name in my youth, to Otis Rhodes with wishes for a p eaAa 5

and at the bottom is written in a different penmanskip Kobe, Japan, pr
igurg;gg. That was the year of publication. Did it travel across the Pacifie aggn
ba;k? Where has it been for the past 60 years and how did it end upsinbghzog;;?
bin at Hagerstown's largest secondhand book store, marked down from . i

' t the binding and pages are in the best of condition so some
Thore's no Jackes, B e b . then died, more's the pity. And
one must have liked the book as much as I do and en ’

where will go next? -8-
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