This begins the ninth year of publication for rorizong, and reprosents volume
9, number 1, FaPA number 26, whole mmber 52, and VAPA number 6. The editor and
publishor is Ilarry Warner, Jr. , J03 Bryan Place, llagers town, Maryland, and
Torizons is produced on the Dc&‘gﬂdoubletoilmdtroubla Mimeosraphsd,  Macbeth

still does the stencillng.

: In the Beximning

T1ig issue of !lorizons will not contain reviews of IBFA publications, the firat
tim sucr a thing hes happened in the memory of the oldest inhabitants The de-
lay in producing the malllayg that was due in July, prom¥sed in Avgust, and not
yot roceived in Suptombor 1is resporsible, end I'm growing & 1jt8le tired of thls
habit_of promising that mallines will bs on time, then failing to produce. The
latenecs iz’ § nearly as annoylng as tho necessisty for me to.rush ground produc-
iny orizcz3 in the fear that the promise will be kopt. 1,plam to mall this 1s-
sue inGividaally. to the mombers of the TAPA, 1if the muldle isn't¢ straizhtenad up
within smother mouth or six waeka. '+ Thg election seemns to be a moss, eand I'm
in the m:ddie of it as official teller. The vhole story may or may not be
cleared up by the time this issue of lorizons hits the mails. In ease it isn'ft,
the offlcial ballot insicts that 1t should be in my hands by Ausust 25. By that
date, I had rasoived Mgl throe wadanqzosd ballots vroveriy- filled out, and” two
or inroe more hava sined arrived. All of tham aro from Los Angales, and that
indicates t.at tho mzllings nave not yot left that city. (This ctencil is being
cut on Septombor 1, right in the mildle of the Phileon, but goveral hmdrced
miles away irom said evont.) " Rothmen has failed 1o reply to my quary about what
naw desdline I should obs3rve. Sin e nony of the offices ara? caitegted *hiils
time, it wouldn't seen %0 matter particu.larly-—-—but share's .the rub: i% dies, for
the number of write-in votcs on the ballots so far recuived from L8 Angales is

extremely high. Oyt of the tren shes by Christmas, DbOys.

Racenvest Trends in Scioncd Tiction

During the month of August, I procured eopies of *he la%est lssuos of most
of the prozines, *he first time 1 have dono such 2 thing via tho ncwsstands in
three or four years. In rocent years, I've relied pra sty exzclusively .on the
local socond-hand stora to supply mo with badk issues that weren't too old, and
iznoved tho current issues. 'The gecond-hind store, however, €10 sed dovn some
montis azo whon 1its praprietor docided it roally wasa't neoossary eny longer as
a front for cortain other questionable enterpricos which really show a profit.
“lowever, I hadn't beon reading those Dadk {grme that I obtained in thia mauner
for sureral yoarg, 80 i% didn't mattdr too Tmch in thoe lmg mn. I've mainteined
2 gubscription to Astounding and have read a copy of that upon ocsasion, and
bought Iurous Fantastic Mystorios when tho leed novel interestod mo, which was
not too often. To all intents and pwpoges, 1've boen complotely diverced from
the other scionce fiotion magazines sinco 1943 or 1944.

Me pleagsntast surprise lies in Myrilling Wander Stories gnd Stertling
Storios. I had naid little attention %o fanzine indications that the former was
improving—-yimilar claims for Pianot stories had fooled me into reading an issue
of thatpublication a couple of years as0, to my regret. - but this time, it is
not, & case of crying wolf., TS, on the basis of thig one issue, has showm a

vhenomenal imwrovement in recent yoars, and it now comes Very close to fulfill-

ing the funchion that some people uged to insist Amazing Stories was doing: ser-
tion and that published in

vice ag a stopping staoe between juvanile science fictT
Astowmding. . k
In this latest issue, the lead "novel'--actually the size of an.averaze-
lon;th noveleite—is sirictly from hack, and two of ths short stariou reai like
anzino fiction. The remainder of the contonts, howover, is %op-410%7h. Nemd of
ths storios aims as high as thoge in Astound ing, put coveral are j"»ur",‘rlor +a *he

o -


laten.ee

Astounding level .in entertainment value. The masazine has a very imposing line-
up of names, including obert A. lleinlein, Leslie Charteris, llenry Xuttner, and
Manly Vade Wellman, in this one issue, and all four of them come through with
excellent stuff, e ‘

Ag far as trends go, the most notigeable probadly is a veering away from
straight science-fiction. None of the yarns ia a gadget story, amd only the
"movel" is anythins resembling a space opera. Two of them are tinged with fan-
" tasy. Kuttner's yarn is a rather amising effort about a family that became mu-
tants a number of centuries agzo when e:posed to radioactive elements while work-
ing in Britain's tin mines, but I geriously doubt whether radiocactivity even in
Caesarts dgy would “mutate" men to tie extent of permitting them to fly about or
bocome invisible 4% will. The story is decent entertainment in the style of
the 1935 Wander Stokiés, and the inoongruities aren't serious. . "The Darker
Drink", Charteris' fanbasy sbout The Saint, has very little to do with science-
fiction, and twns out to be a delightful burlesque on all adventure fiction.
Te Saint meets a gentleish who is actually tie dreem projectiom of & man who is
always having adventutres in these drdams; the result is a very amiding inversion
of hadc pulp fiction., Wellman bBites off a 1ittle more than he can chew with
"The Tongué Cganot PLil." I'm inclined to think that Ray Bradbury could have
told it very effectively--"it" is the story of a man who comes back from the
moon, totally unable to put into words the alien things he has seen and dme
there, Heinlein, of course, 18 excellent. Oddly enough, the editor hints that
leinlein wasn!t snatched away fyom Campbell, but came fo TS of his own free
will. The story in this issue is not epic, and seems t0 deviate seriouwsly from
the ilistory of the Future, but "Jerry Is a Man® has its pointa. It deals with
the effort to gain recognition of the rights of the individwal far animals whose
intellizence has been stepped up by the sciense of the future. The yarn is note-
worthy for a quite realiatic approach to the world of big business gmd to the .
people who dwell therein. '

Now, the interesting thing about this all is that most of the stories in
the issue fail to meet the traditional pulp standards. Only three of the seven
yarns have .enythinz resembling a yowng heroine, and one of these three, the Char-
teris story, has a heroine who is no mare real than Lady Dul ¢inea. Civilizat ion
is at stake in only two of the stories, and only two of them contain thud and
blunder actim--again, one of these is the Charteris effort, wherein the action
is the fumies: thing about the ysyn. The Wellman and Illeinluin storles contain
plot varlanis that sSrike me as being really originmal. There is no catering ¢o

the morons.or the people who real in hopes of gotting thoir baser pess-oms stim-

ulatél, and theroe is nothing in the issue that would be unfit for quotatiom in
Smay school. The issue's illustrations are protty decent, too, although Virgil
Finlay no longer seams as caroful in the fine detail of his pi c‘:‘ures. :
Startling Stories, as alweys, rises or falls on the stramgth of 1its novel,
and this holds doubly true in the latest issue, because the Wwo original shorts
are poor. The novel, "Lord of the Storm," is allegedly the work of Keith Ilam-
mond. Resemblances to "Pury" make it soem quite probable that both storfes are
the work of Hlenry Kuttnmer. More about "Fury" later; I bring it into play hore
simply in order to state that this Startling Stories novel could have been quite
as good as "Fury". Kuttner has apparently lost the skill which he had in the
days of Marvel Science Stories, that permitted him to write stories which bore
no trace of literary merit whatsoever. "Lord of the Stom® sounds as if it vére
dashed off at top speed, and 1t contains s plot at least three times to0 blg for
the size of the ntory. In itself, it ismtt too good ayarn; for what 1t might
have been, it's tremendoud. The bagic framework is at least as large as that of
"Rury®. It concerns a future in which mankind is ruled in a semi-benevolent ,
dictatorship by the "Leaders", although the identity of the highest government
personalities remains a mystery wntil the storyés very end. The Freemen repre-
sent the underground movement, an almost hopeless oné besause the infents who
show the greatest potentialities at birth are selested for the hiorairchy of tne



Leaders. One of the Freemen, at the story's start, is killed as he succeasfully
attempts to resoue his newly bormn gon from this choice. The boy grows wp amons
the Wrerdum Freemen, but fails to become the personality that had been hoped for
him. In thig story, the omplex character that dominated "Fary" is split wp be-
tween two persms—this youth, vho becomes & sort of futuristic Studs Lmigan,

and La Doucherie, a Mreeman who is both guardian and enemy to ‘the ycath, fThe
Freemen' g plans go awry, their whi to hope is captured by the Leaders and forced -
to undergo the "purge", a systematic erasure of undesirable memories. From this |
foint, however, the story,settles dovn into the more accepted plot chamnels and ‘
reaches its sweetnoss and light conclusipn. Idea after idea is mentioned cnly
cagually. The world of the future .is sketched in mmly briefly, and plot episodes
that could have bacoms important sre pagsed with only casual mention.” The sécond
marriage of tho cantral character!'s mother; the position that womem .ocupy in

this futwre world; the Salvation Army-like work to induce men to undergo the

Purge; and a dozen other points could have been developed at length. ‘Those that
were selected for important roles in the plot~-the men who guide thedestinies of.
the weathor, and the eventual revelation of the true ruler of the destinies of
mankind--are not too immessive. "

Weinbarm's least approciated great story, "The Circle of Zero," -makes the
i:sue worth buying. This story impresses me very mearly as much as 1t did ten
years ago, when I lmew much less than Iedo now about good writing end vhen I
thought 1% was one of the greatest of all fantasy stories. The ofer two shorts
in this issue are unfortunate sceidents, however. "Lodana'" by Carl Jacobi sounda
gtraight from Planet Stories, and "Up and Atom," a Ray Cuumings Tubby story,is
1ike all the oter Tubby otories since the beginning of time. '

The readers' sections in both TWS and SS have gained apmreciably sincs the
exoduesof Sgt. Saturn. They are mich too long~-the letter section in Startling
Storles takes up about 15;) of the non-advertising contont ofthe emtire magazine
--but the comments of the editor are interesting enough .to compensate for the
dismal attempts at humor from the readers. These editorial comments are wmusual -
1y frank. o wonlers out loud what happened to Finlay while drawing some below~
standard pictuwres, adnits that the top brass won't allow mention of pompetitors!
magazines, and expresses opinions on all sorts of things that have 1ittle to do -
with his two magazine~. I liked this one in particular, sine 1t fits my own
opinions: "Poe, ectially, was a primitive exploring a little-kmown field of
literature (actually he explored several). As a primitive hc deserves full cred-
it, Dut s a arastor of classics--hesven forfend. This temdercy to ocmfuse pri-
mitives whid accomplish great purposes in their followers anl classics which can
stand e%ernally am their own literary legs is a commm One, Pspeclally amcag ped-
ants and those who cease reading after deriving their culturn fran padants in
school.t A fow of the roadors' lettors are entertaining, par‘iicularly the me
from the fellow who moasurod the proportions of one of Bergay's cover girls,
thon moasured his wife's proportions, and found that Borgey underestimatos the
sizo of the fomale head, ovorcstimates tho size of the female thigh. It might
bo montimod in passing that neither megazino's cover this *ssue shoss a woman - .
monaced by a mmster, and that the covor for Startling containg ndo woman at all,

The July issue of Astounding is remarkable in that every atory saves oivil- .
ization or extinguishes 1t, el thor on earth or throughout the miverse. . This ‘
doem't prevent the mazazine from cantaining stories that are not as good as
their more violent admirers claim but nevertheless far ard above anything else
that appears between pulp magazine cxvers today. The magazine this timo contains
only three camplete stories, because the final instal.lmsnt of "Ruryl' takes wp
almost two-fifths of the ontire. issus. None of thece three stories- contains a
really new idea. Jack Williamson's yarn is simply ‘the old story of machines
that take over for humanity; it's saved from medioecrity by his trick of making
1t happen with the best of intentims om the part of the machines and by some
fascinating glimpses of how far robots might devéelcp. Peul Anderson's "Logic"
is another in the endless series of mutant yarns, and less convinzing than most,



on accomt of very clumsy oonversation. The revolution is beginning, the town

is & scene of violence and disorder, 1ts inhabitants are being rounded wp in the
square, and one of tham makes an obgervation like: '"'Once we'recampletely round-
od up, the disocipline will bresk but iho ruthieseness stay in such an orgy of
looting and drinking, burning end rape ard murder, as has always followed barbar-
ian oonquests.'"! Little need be said of Edward Grindon' s “The Figure," although
the science contained ls surprisingly sketchy for Astounding, and 1iks the other
stories in the issue it fails to follow the Campbell dicttm, that his stories
should simply be those that might be vritten in the future, for the future's son~ .
temporary readers. "Mry" comes the closest, and it also builds up the mo st
thorough picture of a future world since !leinlein was writing for Astoumding.
From the literary standpoint it isn't a great story, but it is infinitely to be
preferred to the cosmic attempts of Van Vogt which always get tangled up in a
*big machine' of a plot and somewhere around the midile depart from all humane
treatmont of the reader. "Rury" comes dlose o the ridiculous in its love
gcenes, but they are the only really weak point. Tae final line is the perfect
o:mample of a fine punch line that isn't simply a jolting surprise ending.

I apmroacned the Ziff-Davis magazines with trepidation, but an find 1little
to rave and rant against in Fentastic Adventures, aside from the lack of llter-
ary merit in its stories. - The plctures are nice, and none of the storles are
dovoted to torture of naked womem or attempts to prove that all scienc® is mis-
taken in its ideas. Unfortunately, these qualitges don't begin to make up for .
the abysmally poor ideas btehind the stories and the even worseé Wway in whiah the
stories are written. Three of the stories, out of the geven in the issue, con-
tain pure fantasy or supernatural olements in a scisnce fiction getting, a mix-
ture that has not been effestive in any story I have ever encounteredf. Two of
the stories, "The llesitant Angel" and "Whenever the Swu Shines," sound almost
religious in tone and are so much the worsa for it. Two others, "Mr. Deller and
the Winged ilorse" and "ligh Ears" are roadables without reaching any point of ex=

collence, they do what they attempt to do pretty well and are co_nvincirgly told,
"yitcn of the Andes" provides entortainment in another way: about halfway fin- .
i our old friend Richard

ighed, it becomes fumy, it's so terrible. The author : t
S. Shaver, and it apparently is independent from his main stresm of vhilosopnic~
al thought. I was reminded strengely of Ray Cummings' stories, probably because
of ths utmost respect in which Shaver holds his heroine and his consgtant use of

the adjoctive "little". - . :
np Xnotted String" shows the flaws of the Pantastic Adventures stories most
_obviously. It opens with the hero mskinga great decision: he will haiceforth
not allow others to rule his life for him, simply because he happens ‘to be the
richost man in the world. ile promptly meots a siranger, who gives him a piece
of string with a tendency to knot up and straighten ocut without provocati m.
These Imots are symbolic of the problems of life; wo are tcld, although the
stranger promptly vanishes and the string plgs no more part in the plot. Next
our hero is found walking down the street of & olty end enterting a tavern. We
must take the author's word for it that "The tiny clwcle that had been hig 1life"
is broken by this daréng stroll. IIe meets some drinkers who introdwce him to the
extreme example of all absent-minded professors. This professor geems to have
isolated "The sputum of tho wiverse..... The life foree, tho soul, 21l that
makes man master." It also seems that he 1s being gubsidized by a comyany that
is compatitor to the company which has made our hero' s fortune, although we nev-"'
er learn what business these companies are engaged jn-~this vagueness ahout mot-
ives anl backgramd is the most typical thing ebout the magazine's fiction. The
professor then revesls %hat he has used this sputum to oroate & manufactured -
man (vhom he promptly begins %o calla mutant, for no, discernible re ason). With
a masterstroke of swisbolism, the author (Derkeley Livingaton) next Cemcnstrated
that this manufaciured man has no heart. Moreover, it seoms that "thare are an
infinity of uncrasted hwmans walting to be brought to lifo." Fortunately, at
tais point the mimmgm story suddonly starts to move along standard plotto 1line 3,



and the good camquers the evil without to0 much difficulty. The sputum-mutant-
manufactured humen is turned into-a piece of cardboard, for some wmdetermined
reason, ' : SR , T

Comments on Amazing Stories cannot be .complete at this time, for the simple
reason that I haven't completed the issue. On the basia of what 1've read--four
gtories out of the six that are published--I'd say that this is the magazine ag-
aingst which the wrath of sensible people should be directed. There are story -
situations that sound like excorpts fromn the legendary "Spicy Sclence Fiction",
and the whole magazine is pervaded by a thin overtone of religiow famatisiam,
although Shaver is comple tely missing fram its pages. , . o £

One of the stories is not particulerly objectiongl, exeept in that it is
escapism of the worst possible sourco. . "Voice from a Star," this.story by W. P,
Mclivern, has nothing whatsoever to do with science fiction. ' The struggling
young author imagines that he hears a popular cinema actress giving him words-of
encouragement waen he looks at her picture on magezine covers, and by gosh, it
turng out that he writes a successful book and then learns that there was a psy-
chic bond of some sort beiween them. "The Xettle in the Pit" is Don Wilcox'
contribution to the issue. It is laid m another pleanet, but there all resem-
blance to secience fictim ends. It 1s never quite clear what the earth people
are doing on this planet, but a woman gots captured by a barbarian who wants her
for his mate. ("There was onco a hungry lion who was so intent updon his search
for a dried carcass that when, by some fortwme, he camé upon the canicest viands
of a king's feagt, ho tohzred as if his find were a dried carrasgs.” The heroine
in her modesty finds time to philosophyze thus as she is being dragged away by
the barbarian; thies passage is also remarkable bocause it's the o¢nly normal=-
length sentence in the ontire story. Wilcox shows a pathological fear of writing
A setence of more than a line's length. Typical of his style is this paragraph:
"ler voice was wesk. The winds were t00 stromg. IIot sanldsbiew against her
cheeks. ilerfeot seemed weighted. Bhe muét not get too far from the plane.") .
The heroine's virtue, in peril throughout the story, is preserved because this

. farocious barbarian: is always thwarted by a marraige cersmdny which something
aliays interrupts. This "scmothing' is usually the giost of hia motner or fath-
or, inasmuch as ais race tums into ghosts of flome upon death. BHEventually, the
hero enters the pictire, stark mad for some reason that is never explained, even-
tunlly is restored to sanity--or what passes for that in Amazing Stories--and
the readsr is presumably left happy.

"The Tiird 3ult" by Frances M. Deogan is just plain bad fiction, but hardly
important emough %0 grow upset over. On the other hand, "The PDespoilers" by Rog
Pnillips is almost a good yarn, spoiled principally by the current of religion
and mysticism that mixes disastrously with the science fictiaa elements. It con-
taing very i1ittlo actual story, and is devoted principally to theordzing m the
mysteriows creatures who have talen ovor the rule of earth awud killed o ff most of
mankind., or a while, it does an excellent job os depicting the tremendous dif-
ficulty that humanity might have in grasping the mental con.epts of a completely
alien race-—-a race whidch cannot grasp our c¢oneept of the rumber series, cne, tgo
and three, for example. Phillips has one idea that is comple tely new, to my
lmowledge: four-dimensional creatures whose fourth dimeasion is a "size" in time,
This size is not the life-gpan, but rather a size in minv.tes, and that proves the
stunbling block against their comprehension by three-dimsmsional critters. Un-—
f:‘)r’cunat-ely', the theorizing in the story inevitably sturiles somewhere along the
line into wmconvineing reasoning by analogy or matiematdcal mumbo-jumbo that
109115 unconv incing even to my mmathematical mind, and +he atwempt to tie in the
aliens with Christ and the :loly Trinity becomes sickur{ing aftsr a time,

Illimteracy is naver far fraoa the Ziff-Davis €2 jazines' pages, incidemtally.
One story missplls consistently the word " +iudimeni,r anl simcat all the avthors
r.as?rt_ to itelics and nupper case lotters every. hard sed words or ad %o anphast ze
tioir points,  Im Amaring'g editorial, Paimor tal®s crodit Zor *he flvinz dlecs,
W:li ch e tevms "muc¥ Liwe a hage doughuub," althowgh I saw no nevspap er acerant
that attribuield sush a shape to any of them. .
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Te Sincerest Form of Ilattery

First lines of "The i mwich llorror
by 1. P. Lovecraft: When a traveller
in north centrel Masgachusetts takes
the wrong fork at tne junction of the
Aylesbury piim just beyond Doan's
Corners he comes upon a lmmely amnd
curious country. Te ground gets
hizher, and the brier-bordered stone
walls press closer and closar against
the ruts of the Adusty, curving road.
The tress of the frequant forest belts
seem t00 large, and the wild weads, .
brambles, and grasses attain a lumuri-
ance not often foumd in sottled regions.
4t the same tims *he plented fields ap-
poar singularly few and barren; while
the sparsely acattered houses wear a
surprisingly uniform aspect of age,
squalor, and dilapidation. Without
knowing why, one hosltates to ask di-
roctions from the gnaried, solitary
figures spied now and then on crumb-
ling doorsieps or on the sloping,
rodc~strewn msadows....s. When the
road dips again there are stretches of
marsiland that one instinctively dis-
likes, and indeed almostfears at even-—
ing when unseen wkippoorwills chatter
and the fireflied come out in abnormal
profusi.on.....

frgt lines of "The Dweller in Dark-
ness" by August Derleth: TUntil re-
cently, if a traveler in north central
Wisconsin took the left fork at the.
junction of tho Brule River highway
and the Chequamegon pike on the way to
Pashopaho, he would find himself in
country so primitive that it would
goom remote from all human contact.

If he drove on aleng the 1ittle used
road, he might in time pass a few -
tunmb ledown shacks where presunably
people had onco lived and whicr have
long ago been taken back by the ene
croaching forest; it is not desolate
country, but an area thick with
growtr, and ovor all its expanse thera
parsists an intangible aura of the
ginister, 4 kind of ominous oppres-
sion of the spirit quickly manifest to
oven the most casuzl traveler, for the
road heé has taken beocmes ever more
and more difficult to travel, and 1s
evensually lost just short of a de-
gerted lodge built on the edge of a -
clear blue leke around which century-
old trees brood eternally, a country
where the only sounds are the cries of
the owls, the whippoorwills, and the
eerie loons at nighteeoes

(')(°)(')(°)(')(')(')(')(')(-)('.w)(')(-)(*)(')(-)(')(')(')(')(')(')'"()'()'()-.

Mhrough VAPA with Gun and Camera’

Vanguard Amatour: . I'm inclined to do
it comes out whea Jim says it will com
pearance in VAFA envelopes, so I could
might finish this issue.up in time,
week. Discortinued:
and I dicn' s have the heart to
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Besides, I

About book reviews: I'm in-
ynopsis, if the reviewer be-

lieves *hat the greater part of his audience has not read the volume in question

amd does not lmow the outline of its Plo
I should have knocwn more about the dvock

of "The TFountainhead",

t by hearsay or reputation.

In the case
then 1 do, Prob=-

ably most of the VAPA members had a mretty good notion of’ what the volume con-

cerned vhen the essays were publishod,

the synopsis omission in that partioular case.
ian definitims, but I am referrinz to a book review t

marily a book review. An é¢ssay which is produced as ‘the ros
is an entirely differen’; mattar.

writer of the essay has read

and I shouldn't have implied criticism of
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noted, and filed in the pious hope that more and la'rger publications may be
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For once, I fee ny ridicvlows *ypiricrs on a
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any better in the past--at least, not since the days when art was used in fer-
tility rites and music purely as accompeniment for the dance. Kurt Lizt sounds
lixe the typical frustrated compoger who spends more time tryiny to et his mus-
ic performed and writing about his compositions -than in camposing.' I object °
particularly to his disparaging remarks about "nackazed concert series fram the
agencies.” I live in a small town, =and I have seen attempts at promoting music~
al events without the backing of one of these agencies. It cannot be dame, and
‘it is not the fault of the ajencies nor of the loml spomsors--it.is simply that
there aren't emoush all-out misic lovers in the smaller centers. to make cancerts
financially possible without the publicity campaign and promotional knowhow that
mly a big orgmnisation can supply. The local "musical geason" now consists of
four to si: recitals, each year, one or two of which is always a real top-notcher
1il® Nubinstein or Peerce or Leomard Warren, a couple of others pepular but med-
focre artists, and *“e remainder young artists who have not yet made a name for
themselves. By dint of herculean efforts by missionaries fram the New Iork agem-—
ey and the local spmsors, a weeklong campaizn in the spring produces enovgh
"memberships” to rermit an even bresk on finances as far as Ilagerstown is con-
cornod, The audienco ab these events cansists of 20;) real music lovers, 407
poople who zo in order to make other people think they approciate ths finer
th.in;g in life, and 10} those who are dragged into attending by some of the oth-
er 60p. Tou'd have an audience not more than 50/5 that size umder pursly local
backing; I know, for I've seen it happen. From the artistic standpoint, Lizt
euazerates the programming situation. Most of the soloists submit in advaace
two or three alterna‘'® programs, and present the one requested by the local of-
flcials. I seo no other wasy of working things. The ezperience with the loel
symphony orchestra and %he programs of 1ol piano teachers convince me that the
program3 woull bo infinitely worse if emtirely made up by the loal folks. And,
I submit, "tired, oveyr~piayed classics and musicel trash” canno t be applied vhen
Mischa Elman plays here a concert that includes the A major sonata of llandel,
the D'minor sorata of Brahms, the A minor concerto of nlazowov, Cliausson's
"Posme," and a bunch of smaller stuff; or when Ale:ander ‘minsky piays tie Paza-
nini variations of Bxdhms, the E flat major smata of Beethoven, and impor tant
smaller works by Debussy amd Chopin. The great defect of loal concerts is one
that Lizt fails to mention: they give sloppy performaces in a town the size of
lagerstom. I'm unequipped to judge with pracision matters 1ike tonal quality,
since I lmow thetr best efforts only through radio and recorded performances,
but I can detect without difficulty when really good musicians aro guilty of
flaws in Taze~stown that elecironics can't .cover up--slipping off pitch and

faulty phrasing, for instance. Ono other final statament: (which really. be-
lonzgs with the communts o) Srark: I don't think it at all esseatial or even
desirable that the composer make a living from the compositions h9 pems. 1
would 1liks Toc to name for me three cornposers of sericus music whom aither he .
or the cmiseasus of opinion today rates amang the great ames, who gupported
themcolves in this manner in any contury, for any sustained periods of Gime.
Ten contemplate picusly on the vast thousands upon thousends of compoasers of
the past and rroseni who wers emabled to devote as much time as they wislasd to
composing, bscause of rich parouts or the patronage of a nubleman or the popu-
larity of thoir compesitions. Some of them wore men of real talent, like IMen-
delssohn and Sir Arthwr Sullivan and George Gershwin, but I don'! t thiak you'll
find them well represented in Doc's record 1ibrary. Real zenius is going to
siow itsalf, thowgh the composer can spend only two or. three hours a dwy at com~
posing, and is quite apt to be hindered ratier than helped by the sort of patron-
age and slavery that Doc mistakes for the composer's lot in this Gycowetz! day.
(I subnit thot it makes a great deal of difference thet Gyrowetz is wmkrown to-
day, and I further point out that a good proportion of Bela Bartok's mugic has
been for mamy .years available from the publishers, and that scme of it has been
put onto records in the past; its obscurity is tho fauit of the nmusic lovers who
did not buy emough covies tc encourage the pablishers tc put it intc glregper ed-
itions and the recording companies to wax more of the ccmpositions.



When We Were Very Ioung

Digging up the mailing that went out five years ago this fall gave s quite a
jolt. One of the first things to come to my attentim was & publication that, I
have been corvinced for the last half-decade, was omitted from my mailing. The
1ten in question is the only issue of Bobliquep, which claimed to be. the first
blueprinted fanzine. Ita proportims are not exactly large, and I may quite
conceivably have failed to see it altogether when the mailing was new. Or I 'may
have received the wrong impressim in same other method. Maybe that's where my
repressions in comnection with the name of Edgar Allan Martin originated, 'f
It really wam't a very big mailing. The Fantasy Amateur's laurgate roport can
serve as an example of the talant we've losi in five years, too. Top honors
went to Xoenig, Widner, Speer, Chauvenet, Thampson, Lowndes, Youd, and"Tom
Wright; tiree of them are gone complstely fram activity, and most of the others
are pregent on a vastly reduced socale. v Jorizms s.ppeaxied in mimeographed
form for the firat time. '' I always liked the Asnleyst definition of a fan,
although 1t never mado the Fancyclopedia or any other place of distinction: ™A
fan is me who not only uaéscstands the Bindtoin theory--he reads between the
lines!" This issuwe of En Garde also contained a simp],a-looking’ methema tical
puzzle that was the granidaddy of the monstrcus things Fen-Tode publishes. '!
Russell Hodgkins distributed a publication that warnad everyone what would hap-
pen if Technocragy weren! ¢ adopted by tho nation immcdiately. "America must re-
alize that In this age of technology the methods end practices of history cher-
ished by the urholders of the Price System are incompetent to operate a Contin-
ant under the domands of total war. The facilities of yesterdsy’s success have
suddenly become the futilities of today and the defest of tomorroweeeoss *'f
Today's criails nesessitatos that Arerica call upom the ability and statesmanship
capable of installing the tecmological and social mobilization requirad for -
victory. . '' Technocracy makes the unequivocal gtatoment that such-ability and
statesmanship do not oxlst amengst tho .party politicans and business lesders of
America." '' I rejected Speer's additims to the Spoon River_ Anthology because
they viclated Spaceways' taboos, 80 he.printed them in Sustaining Program, and I
cen revive the me for John B, Michel: "I was one who loved beauty And
thereforo wrote about ugliness. I hated the filth and grime of the city.

And loved it for its being decayed. "An idealist who loathed all idaals he

an coun tered, Science and learming I followed And dospised, and flosh was
nmy joy. I hated war but would have joined the army Mad I -no% died of
os teomyelitig.” '' Widner put a lavely cover on Yhos, showing a méermaid look-
ing at a vaguely Grecian building. Inside was part of the great war controversy
by saueone whose name wasn't revealed. Sounded like Campbell to me, and I could
be made very happy if you'd reveal it at this late date, Art. -'' 2nd that's
about all there was to the mailing, but I atuck a couple of separa t& 1y posted
things in%o the enve’ope. Ackerman, for instamco, gent out a two-nagir that
represents me of tho fow times he has puhlished anything which sounds camplete-
ly na*ural. It was a fairly satisfactory defense of the imdoe-publishing stage
in vhioh:e was then immersed: did sny psychologist ever figire out vhat caused.
1t %o start and stop so suddenly? '' BEd Coanor's Stf Echo -digcwaed a8 now-
forgottan will idee: "Ths gist of it is this, if you are nof alroady aware of
1%: Campile a Ilandbook of Science -Fiction, containing 'an azcepted order of
torminclogy end geography whi di in the future would govern all seienco-fiction,
Mat is describe and 1ist the number of imaginative citles m the various plan-
ets and give to cach an accapted namo.' It would givea general list of 1liro dn
thoso plmets, and numbor the variows govornientel positions, etc, fourd in the
solar system. '' When thepuhlication is entimwly conploted and accapted by
fandam, it would thon be sent to the editors of all Promags ond their writers
with the underhanded waming that ary publiction vhich feiled to gaccept it would
be boycottsl, Jacobl further states that he tninks such a beok woul- 3 wel-

comed by all sene editors with opsn arms."
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FISHER , VARDIS
The Golden Rooms

The Vanguard Press, New York. Copyright, 1944. S24 PP - - =

The prehistoric type of science fiction conld easily qualify as the problem
child of the whole fantasy field. Prehlstoric man (he oan't be called caveman
any longer, m accomnt of Shever) actually existed, very probably individuals of
his species did just the thinga that the. guthors attribute to early man, and the
books m this subjoot differ from historleal fiction only in a quantitative sense,
not a gquaiitative me. Worse yet, there appears to be a thirfilem definite limit -
to the amowst of imventivensss md origidality an suthor can show in a story of
this type. Primitive man wasn'?t much wor9 interesting than modern animals, for
what he did, and writing about him is even more di fficult than writing nature

. stories in which the animals are the primary characters, because of the aketdhy
natire of our lmowledge about cur bargbarian sncostors.: "* In this volume,
Vardis Fisher has written the best book about primitivo man tha$ I have yet en-
comtored. 1t has.several sevious faults, but it stands %Yo most stories of its
type as Jom Steinbeck stands to Gene Stratton-Porter. '' If the suthor of a
story about early man desires to have a8 his hero an intelligent individual, he
is imediztely faced with the problem of keeping the book moving: he wnnct cas-
ily make e discovery--{ire, or the whoel, or any other basic iwentior--lagt’
out ths whole volume,.and he will turn his character into & superman if he makes
him invent one thing after another. Fisher solves this d&ifficulty by telling
the story of two sets of caarastors in this book, and in so Golng creates its
wealzest point. By bringing both a very primltive group or characters and the
more advanced Cro-famong, Fisher manages to got that sense of progress. Bui
tho roador has & Gz3wiful time, shifiing his viewpoint abrup*ly halfway through
ths volum®., '' 0f pio%, *there is little in tho bock. The firot hal? tells the
story of Hawg, far iu alvance of his fellows becauso he discuvers The use of
fire. In tue second half,.we are transpcried ammg tho Cro-fszuons, who live
noarby; like Harg, the horo’ of this part, Gode, is better tun his contemporar-
ies, and hag gotten along 80 for that he draws pictures, glmost turns a wolf in-
to = dog, and leads a hizhly introspoctive existence. Noeaw tho end, the Cro-
Magnons slaughter tho eharacters from tho first part of tt.e book, '' Fishor's
reclimn is his stramgest and weakest point, Ho leaves the reador with no illu-
sions about tho sunitary hebits of tho parly men; he shows how microscopically
small was tho sense of family end kinship; ho gives the men sorual interests
that diffcr littlo from thoso of mimals; ho is pastlaularly skillful in the

" conversation! of men who have no% yet reached the roant ofputting together the
few words they ¥mow into sentencos. vcwasionally he goes a little too far.
After tho spectacular and complicatad feast m the Ciead mammoth, the orgies of

eating that rollow throughout the volume are supor Zluows auad a 1ittle nauseous,

I'm inclined tc¢ think that Fishar esagseraten the personal fil*th of his churac-_
e

ters, living so much in the open, they would te Twound to get cuvght in a cleans4
ing shower pratty often. '' The book strilws re as a very learuud one: Iisher
gives tho impression of kuowing much more sbor’e artifacts, synpathetic megic,
ané such tnings than he brings into the volurrs, And 1t do3s what no other book
about aarly man that I have over encowitored, does: it reaches a big and suncess- -
fil climz:, Gode, the thinker, at the end of this book bocomes tre first mam %o
acguire a comsciencd, the first to conceiv,e of the possibility of a Ceily, the
firsi to fosr a 1ifo after doath, the fi'mt to see the shapes that the clouds
form. Thoe roalization of tho murders ¥aat he has commitied overwvhelm him as
complotely as Macbeth was overwhelmed. and the mystery of dreams, treated so
casually by H. G. We"1s in "A Story of tne Stono aAne," Dbecomes a tromendcurly
powerful dramatic davice here., '' The title, incidontally, has rofcrerco to
the light-filled spaces that fire rsreates in the dark, anl symholieally to tho
flickers of intelligence here and there in the g tipid early woxld. )



Exdosition

The abundsnce of space in this issue of lorizons, caused by the absence of
iAPA reviews, is émbarrassing. Some kind words that were said sbout the tiny
cderacter skeotches last issue, and the more important fct that I don*t know what
else to write about, encourage me to set dowmn here a few autodiograrhical re- _
marks and subsidiary thoughts about music, although they have nothing-to do with

fantasy or fandom. , S
It was just about ten years ago that I acquired almost simmultaneouslg real

interest in the unrelated fields of fsondom snd musioc. It's hard to say why such
interests spring up at all, end why they occur at the partialar time in‘'a per-~
son's 1life that they do. In my case, there is no reason why I should have sud~-
enly become fcad of serious music when I did. I had been studying the pizno in

a2 very harhazarc way for a couple of years, but was playing ncthing more import-
ant then the sacchurine lit’le pieces that ars publishad in The Etwude Musical
Mazazine. I 1liled popular music enough to buy a sheet evory mouth or two, as my
complicated finansial difficulties permlitted. Then it happened mme Friday after-
noon. I had nothing else to do, and happened to tune in the old Music Appresia-.
tim Ilour of Waltor Iemrosch., I was comwoerted, as marely as amy simmer ever was
brought to his senses by a fiery evangoelist.

In th3 years *hat have intervened, I've come to roalize that Dammnrosch was a
vedestrian cunducter, a hovelessly dorivative composer, and importmt mainly bs-
caus® he helpod promwote some very important Bwropean orchostrel micic with this
cowmtry' s symphony crchoestras., I've also become doad set ejuinust 'misic sppre-
ciation,” must of which seans designed on purpcse to %Ywech migsoncerhims aocut
bad suriows musis in the dullest possible way. Novertheiess, the Darrcsch broad-
cast struck home that day. IIe worked an vhe firat haif of Bestheven's fifth sym-
phory. I remambar that he described tho all-par.ading rhytan of the 'irst move-
ment as a sterm-tossad sailor, and likoned the second moveme:ilt 10 a quiet siroll
through 2 gardm Juring which the sroller oceasgionally encountered a clearing
that contained the statue of a great horo. : ' _

There wasn'4 as mach good music on theradio in tho'se days, I emed. almost
none, and phoaogrerh records were out of tho questiocn. Ilewever, I manajzed %o 4o
quite a bit of listening over weckends. It was a couple of years later that I
discovered a pretty good colleotion ofmusic hidden away at the local lib.rary and
fowmd that WL was audible in llagerstown during the lato evening hours. Iowav-
or, things were pretuy tough for a while. I read through a couple of Sigmmmd
Spaeth' s books before I rsalized what a hopelessly distorted viewpoint he .adopts
and foists mto the reader.. Unfortunately, one of those books contained wewrds
which ho had written to the prindpal thomes ofmost of the classical symphoiaies.
I read and studied these bofore realizing tho error, and same of the inferma.l
ditties still are awckened in my memory every time I hear the compositims. "In
the days of the Georges, the costumes, they were gorgeous....'" 18 Inescupably’
tied up with a certain llaydn minwat, and the opening of Deethoven's eigl.th syn:-
Phony always recalls to me the perfectly obvious fact that "Beethuven still is
gréat, In the symphony he numbers eight...." Maybe I'll forget them in another
ten years, .

Mdst music lovers of my acquaintance first began to 1like the early composi.-
tims and expanded their intorests forward, chronologically, or vice versa., Juf:
I was difforent. A very narrow range of composers, in time and space, were my
brimary interests during those first yearg--nome of them earlier than Deehoven, |,
none of them later than Wagner. I thought modern music was eor-splitting amd
considered the Pre-Deethoven composers to be a very dull and primitive bunch,

To make matters worse, I bezan to be obsessed with interest in cortain aspects -
of tmsic. TRirst of all came a passim for form. I julged the worth of a compo-
sition by the camploteness with which I could divide it.off into meatly latelea
spctions and figure out the derivation and ceveloyment of tho themes. Natvrslly,
tals left people like Lehussy and Chopin ouiside the pale. It wea reveral qu.rg'
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Defore I came to realize that music which has been cast into oné of the tradis

tional forms 1s neither better nor worse than that which ham't; all other taings

being equal. I!owever, I d4id manage to learn quite a bit about how symphonic mus-
ic is built up during this period, and I pride myself on recognizing the perfect-
ly obvious fact that you wm't find in any ‘of the "music appreciation" books or

in tost of the histories of musics that you van't find a composition in the rep-

I

ey

ertoire today that conforms to all the rules about form. Counterpoint, incident-

ally, still eluded mé. This was because I had never encountered the true expla-
nation of how contrapuntal associates are built up and the facts of life about
such things as episodes in fugues, I had the impression that every note..in a

fuzue mult be detvel fram the subject and its amswer, and thought it'was my om

wtupldity wpha I couldn't trace a passage badc to this germ. Wegner's music. re-
mained in my faror during this time, despite its lack of formal pattern, by the
fagcinating way in which I could alweys find same new use or altexjation of a -

leitmo%if, More about Wagner a 1little later, though. . :
Aftor deciding that form wasn't -the sine qua non of music after all, I grew

interostad in the close detuils of compositions, and wanted to learn how ensemble
nurbers were put togotker. I dug wp @mough money to buy several of the Ilarcourt
Brace miniature orchestral score volumes, and all of the Longman Green editions
of chamber music omituses. The na:t carple of years I spent in following the
score of ell music whi ch I heard that was omtained in these volumes. I also
managed to lsy my hands on the vocal scores of a few operas. Eventually a great
light broke onee again: to follow a piece of music by its score can actually be
a distracting process, it is't¢ a nocessary one, and. is really valuable only
during an intermediate period betwesn the first hearings of a picce of music and
complots familiarity with it. At least it all taught me scme thing about orches-
tration and how to lead the volces when writing for wtrings.

Then there was the winter that I played oboe and English horn in the sym-
thony orchestra, befors the war forced it to disband. It was a ¥alusble and en-
tertaining timo. Eight or ten evenings of rehearsals for each of the programs
made it possible for me to leam the stuff we played almost by heart, and to re-
alize that no e can make brass instruments sound as loud as Sibalius does. It
is, incidentally, quite remarkable how dififerently a composi tion sounds when you.
are sitting righ% in the micdile of the orchestra that is playing it. I didn't
meet up with Beethoven's "Prometheus" overture until we programed it, and I
don' t feel that I've heard the real thing since; the versionthat you hear o
rocords is so infinitsly different from the version you hear fram its midst.

Well, aftor ten yesars there are remarkably’ few changes in my musical pref-
orences and prejudiices. My interests have broadened out, of cowse, to the point
whero I am an adiict to the music of all the composers wio ars generaliy consid-
ered groat, with the exception of Palestrina and Chopin. Lack of opportunity to
hear the formor's greatsst works probably is the cause of defection in his case;
with Chopin it's different. I've tried stranuonsly to enjoy him, have studied
his piano music, have dissocted his harmonies, hove attenptad to put myself into
a pootic and soul-stirrod mood whils listoning, 11 to no avail. My gods remain
Doothovon, Schubert, and Wagner, but rapidly pushing their way up into the ranks
of tho lesser deities are several composers of the Italian operatic school of the
19th contury. Z2ight years ago, I thought that Verdi was just a tune-hack; four
years ago, I thought he wrote good operas; today I think he's deserving of a
place among the half-dozen greatest composers the world has ever knownj give me
a fow more years, and he may land at the vory top. The moretg geg of him, the
nore I'm cmvinced that his genius was every bit as great af te8tioven. Tne dif-
foronce in the quality of their output, aside from te mediumsiin which they

worked, boils down only to Verdi's refussl to break away from symme trigcal phras= .

es and periods, Even in "Otello", "ralstaff", the "Requiem", and the superb

string quartot, where the harmonies, melodies, and other aspects of rhythmi are..

as advanced as any other great music of the time, Terdi can't seem to breal: away

from the neat little mackaged of musical sentences in which Germont and Violecta -
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had their argument. And in the last couple of years I've discovered Dellini,
and have come to realize why Wagner revered him. Dellini's early death may have
been an -even greater tragedy than Schubert's; after hearing "Norma" two or. three
times in its camplete form, I'm convinced that few musicians have wnderstood the
humsn vol ® so well or been able to create such superd melodies for i%. ‘
Uver and above them all, however, stands Wagner., I've not seen oOr heard an-
ything to cause me to douwbt my conviction that he was quite possibly the finest
creative artist in any branch of the arts. Weirdly encugh, the very things for
waich he is best Xmown are those that put him in his worst light: the oxcerpts"
and "synthesos" fram the music dramas that appear m symphony concerts or are
sung in aria-style by vocalists in the cowrse of a recital. Like all truly great
art, Wagner's operas are distinguished by the fact that the @w®fe% of a whole
is infinitely more than the sum of all its parts. But what do wo have of Wag-
ner's rmsic in this country? No performances of the seven great mugic dramas
outside of Now York, and only me or two broadcasts of them in complete form each
year, Wo have a cowple of dozen concert pleces that are tsken from the operas,
mly three or fouxr of which have any artistry standing alone, snatched fram the
surrcundings, deprived of the voices of the singers, begiming nowhere and end-
ing at the same aprroximate point. OF the neven Wagnerian operas after Lohen-
grir, the mly things that survive excerpting without too much damage are the
Meistersinger prelude, the Parsifal prelude if permitted to end on the dominant
seventh "question®, pcssibly the prelude to the third act of Tristan. Dut tmse
trotblus 1de into insignificance btesida the blasrvheay of gtokowski amd his “syn-
thesea™. If aaything is dafinite about thé Wagnerian style, it is that 1t is
too i:menge to it the symphouic style, and Stckowskl's method is precisely that
wich would result fram a 30-minute composition which contsained, one after aoth-
er, every principal thems from each of the movemants of the nine Beoethoven sym-
phonies. Queerly enmough, the solution to the dilemma of how 0 rresent Wagmer's
music outside the opera house without butchering it never seems Tto prasent itself
to the orchostral authorities. It is childishly simple: a single act from any: of
tho great operas, canplote with the vocal parts, has almo gt as mucih wmity as tho
complote opora, and would fit neatly into & symphanic program. :
"Every age has its own central criterion of art; and each later age sees
how its predccossor's criterion was misleading. In the 13th contury our central
criterion Was correctness. We are amerging fram an ago in whidi the central cri-
torion is bdriginality, a much less fruitful concopt. Corcec.ness may he wrongly
dofinod and wrengiy valued; but it will always rofr to ascortairadle *hings, and
tho mistakes in its use will be witnussos availsblo for crogg-oxmmiratiom as %o
tho truth. Originality is a concept which overybody cem arply without coutrol,
whiloe nobody can judgo of it unloss ho Imows cevory possible antecodent of tho
music he is critieising. After a century it becomes wnresognizable; unloss the -
power of extended composition is shawm, there is not an exzpert living who can
toll Ilandel fram Buononcini by ear..... Permanent values depend on more ascer-—
tainable things than the question, who told the truth first. The artist's con-
viction of %“he truth is not to be weakaned by such a question; the poet can call
the sky blue, or even rhyme 'dove' with 'love', if these detalls are the right
things in the right place. The quallty of tho style line by line, and the power
to organize tho work as a whole, these things will remain..... MNeanwhile it is
extromely doub tful whether any valuable criticism, or any artistic prineciple
vhatever, has beon promounced by people who tako originality’ for their criteriom.
They do not even make significent mistakes; they fail to tcach permanent values
at any point; and thei judgments will be merely unintellizlblo a generation
hence." Thus spoke Iovey, my favorite writer on things mrsical, and thus go my
feelings toward thoss who are bored by contemporary music that was camposed three
years ago because something even more contemporary has turned up in ths meantime.
I shall be voery much surprised if the folks in 2017 lmow today's conposers as well
as we know Spohr, Spontini, Raff, and lumel. Bxzcepting living fogsils like 3i-
belius, Streuss, and Stravinsky, I'd guess that only italph Vaughan Williams has
a ciance to survive, in the concort halls of tomorrovs.



