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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







PREFACE


“I am sorry that I have not led a more exciting existence, so that I might offer a more interesting biographical sketch; but I am one of those fellows who has few adventures and always gets to the fire after it is out.


“I was born in Peking at the time that my father was military advisor to the Empress of China and lived there, in the Forbidden City, until I was ten years old. An intimate knowledge of the Chinese language acquired during these years has often stood me in good stead since, especially in prosecuting two of my favorite studies, Chinese philosophy and Chinese ceramics.”


With these eyebrow-raising words, the son of a Chicago distiller once began a short, and purportedly autobiographical, manuscript which he appropriately entitled: Edgar Rice Burroughs, Fiction Writer.


The elder Mr. Burroughs did his distilling not in the liquor industry but in the manufacture of batteries, and it is reasonable to assume that his imperial military contacts with Peking were somewhat less than few. His son, the “fiction writer” responsible for that delicious cock-and-bull story (which has never been published), was a man who enjoyed life to the fullest, and who loved to regale his friends and readers with the fruits of a sense of humor paralleling that of Irvin S. Cobb or even Mark Twain.


I never met Edgar Rice Burroughs, and yet I feel that I have known him all my life. Perhaps—although I doubt it—it could have something to do with the fact that our family lines brushed together in Sudbury, Massachusetts three centuries ago, when his ancestors and mine both settled down in the same village as early American colonists. But even if we had both lived together in some fancied previous incarnation, it would only have been as in-laws. Nevertheless, in Burroughs I feel a kindred spirit.


The world may think me in a strange position, as a churchman, to be writing these words of intimate appreciation about someone who did not have any great enthusiasm himself for organized religion. But ERB respected those who tried to live sincerely according to their beliefs, while reserving his contempt for lives ruled by sham and hypocrisy. And, although my own gospel is squarely centered in the Church of Jesus Christ, I make no apologies for having allowed myself to be influenced from afar by the contagious charm of the master story-teller. And actually, when it comes right down to the core of the matter, the barbed shafts which he occasionally hurled in his books at the followers of established religion are virtually identical with the indictments that I and my fellow pastors must sometimes preach to our own congregations; the necessity, for instance, of having a faith that is more than mere outward form.


I learned to read in kindergarten days by sitting on my father’s lap and watching the “bugs” on the page from which he would be reading to me the comics. This was just about the time when the Tarzan comics first appeared (1929), so perhaps it would not be stretching the truth too far to say that Tarzan may have helped teach me to read. In any case, I know that I had progressed on my own to the regular Tarzan books before I was very far advanced in the elementary grades. And then there came the unforgettable day when I discovered the first three Mars novels in an upstairs bookcase at my Aunt Martha’s. Another whole new world of reading pleasure thus opened up, but the same author was responsible. I can truthfully say that there are only two sets of books which I read in my childhood and which I still read and enjoy today, over thirty years later. There are the Holy Bible and the Lutheran Service Book on the one hand, and the works of Edgar Rice Burroughs on the other.


I don’t mean to give the impression that I read nothing else now, but it is simply that all other boyhood favorites have long since been tossed out, both physically and mentally. Those proliferous series—The Bobbsey Twins, Bomba the Jungle Boy, Tom Swift, Jerry Todd and Poppy Ott—they and many others all had their day, but the attempt to read them again as an adult is painful; the mature mind rejects them.


Not so with Burroughs. Twenty-five or thirty years ago I was reading his books for the sheer enjoyment of thrilling adventure in exotic locales. Now at the age of forty I am reading them for the enjoyment of Edgar Rice Burroughs as a humorist and satirist of no mean distinction, sometimes marveling at the subtle points that escaped my notice as a boy—but, in all truth, I’m still enjoying them as fascinating adventures, too! And I have also recently found myself with my emotions so captured as to reach the last page of such novels as The Son of Tarzan and Apache Devil with actually a glistening eye. That, to my mind, takes writing.


(Perhaps you’ll say it also takes a sentimental fool for a reader, but I give full credit to the literary power of an underrated author.)


ERB knew the difference between right and wrong, and he spun his yarns so that there was never any doubt in his reader’s mind either. His heroes and villains, together with the characteristics of each, were painted in unmistakable terms of black and white. And he was always scrupulous to keep his stories clean, even though they might also include violent battles and the spilling of countless buckets of blood. This is why it seems downright foolishness to me, to hear of anyone alleging that Burroughs’ works are unfit for children. Actually, taken in toto, they depict most clearly the relative merits of Good and Evil, along with an exaltation of the simple virtues such as honesty, kindness, and family devotion—with the opposing vices often played up in order to intensify the contrast. (The distortion of the movies has given many the false impression that Tarzan and Jane were not married, but ERB wrote them into wedlock in 1913—at the end of The Return of Tarzan—long before the first jungle picture was ever filmed.)


Burroughs was a family man himself before he ever started to write. His children were climbing over his lap while he was turning out his earlier tales of Tarzan, John Carter and the rest. He was writing for an adult audience, but at the same time he could not help but have the children very much in mind. And so he created characters that were larger than life, yet still completely believable. His Tarzan and John Carter, for instance, were mature men, even supermen. Without being dull, they exemplified noble and chivalrous ideals to a lofty degree. But they were also completely human, and the reader of any age has no trouble in identifying himself with them.


Burroughs later wrote that he hoped his readers would not take his stories too seriously. This unusual admonition was occasioned by the fact that many people were refusing to believe that they were reading fiction. He had such an uncanny skill at creating an aura of reality on the printed page, and drawing the reader right into the thick of even the most implausible situations, that it has always called for somewhat of a conscious mental effort not to take him seriously. The whole matter reached the point in the presidential election year of 1932, when depression-weary Americans were groping for a new leader, that one of the country’s popular magazines devoted its entire editorial page to a halfway serious review of the new phenomenon, under the banner headline, “Tarzan for President”!*


Let me conclude these already-overlong personal reflections by stating that I can have naught but respect and gratitude for Edgar Rice Burroughs. He wrote for the escapist enjoyment of countless thousands of adult readers like himself, but he also helped to mold my mind as a boy so that I grew with an appreciation of the finer traits of manhood and true nobility, as set forth in the little-short-of-real people whom he created. Life is not, as Burroughs oversimplified it, an existence in which one can always clearly distinguish between right and wrong. But when fundamental decisions must be made, the teachings of God’s Word would certainly not be vitiated should one also happen to have a background in the works of ERB. (There may be challenges to this statement, reflecting specific instances in a few places, but I am referring to the over-all impact of his writings as a whole.)


In what was undoubtedly one of the first articles about Burroughs ever published, Norma Bright Carson, editor of the John Wanamaker Books News Monthly, wrote in August 1918:




To every man his calling. There are those to whom God has given the power to instruct and lead their fellow men, and there are others endowed with a no less important ability—the ability to entertain—and to give to the world clean, strong, virile stories—stories that grip the boy and the boy’s father, and his mother and his sisters and his aunts, and such as the ability that God has given so bounteously to Edgar Rice Burroughs.





The writer did not dwell continuously on this high level; she also sketched a few of Burroughs’ other characteristics in the same article:




… But his hands! The Lord never intended those hands to wield anything lighter than a sledge, or play upon a more delicate instrument than an anvil—that the four-pound aluminum typewriter he uses in his work can withstand them is always a source of wonder to me.







Next to Mr. Burroughs’ devotion to his family comes his love of motoring. Rain or shine, summer or winter, you may see him every afternoon with his family upon the Chicago boulevards or far out on some delightful country road beyond the city’s limits. He loves the country, too, and the great outdoors, and every sport and game that needs the open for its playing. Yet in few such sports does he excel. In football and horsemanship he climbed close to the top, yet his tennis is about the funniest thing I ever saw, and his golf is absolutely pathetic …





The latter comment is echoed by some of Burroughs’ own gibes in his published works. In The Man-Eater (1915)*, a rich and indolent young man muses on how to spend the day:




“Golf’s an awful bore. Let’s not play today.”


“Tiresome game, tennis.”


“Ha! I have it! Great morning for a ride!”





Then there is also Carson Napier’s unforgettable definition in Lost on Venus (1932), when Duare heard him mention golf and asked what it was. “Golf,” he replied, “is a mental disorder.”


Such heartfelt emotion in 1932 was probably to some extent also due to the fact that Burroughs had just recently acquired (by foreclosure) the ownership of a championship golf course adjacent to his own property. He had sold this land to the country club prior to the Depression, and now, fully developed, it was back on his hands again.


Moving from Chicago to Los Angeles at the end of the first World War, the Burroughs family had purchased the extensive San Fernando Valley property of General Harrison Gray Otis, who had founded the Los Angeles Times and served as its editor until his death in 1917. Located in outlying Reseda, the estate was given the name “Tarzana Ranch” by its new owner. Within ten years, however, he had started selling off parts of it (at a profit) for the country club, and for new residential developments as Los Angeles continued its northwestward growth through the Valley. But the name had caught the public fancy, and in 1930 the expanding community was accorded the dignity of a separate post office of its own—Tarzana, California. The population of Tarzana is 16,000 today, but it was only 300 in 1930. Its “chief industry” then, and still recognized as such by the local press in 1962, is the small but prosperous firm of Edgar Rice Burroughs, Inc. at 18354 Ventura Boulevard.


Edgar Rice Burroughs and Upton Sinclair, both Californians, seem to have been the two major American novelists who published their own books. In Burroughs’ case, this step did not materialize until 1931, twenty years after he started writing, and thus there are no “Burroughs” editions of the earlier Tarzan books. This is ironic in a way, for ERB’s fame had speedily been established by the best-selling of all his books, Tarzan of the Apes, which first appeared between hard covers a half century ago in June 1914.


The last new Tarzan story, Tarzan and the Madman, was published fifty years later (almost to the day) in June, 1964, although this forgotten manuscript had been written by Burroughs back in 1940. It is of interest to note that both the first and the last of the Tarzan books have something in common with a very unlikely third party: Portugal.


Tarzan and the Madman, a story with a “lost city” background, features a decadent Portuguese fiefdom in the heart of Africa. Tarzan of the Apes, on the other hand, seems to have no Portuguese aspect at all—until one looks at a map. Exactly where, dear reader, was Tarzan born? While never mentioned by name, the location of the little cabin on the shore of the landlocked harbor on the west coast of Africa is given in Jane Porter’s letter in chapter xviii of Tarzan of the Apes as “About 10 Degrees South Latitude.” Now there is only one place in the Southern Hemisphere where the Tenth and adjacent parallels intersect the west coast of Africa. Tarzan was born in Portuguese Angola.


It is understandable that we always think of him as domiciled in British territory, but this was not the case at the very beginning when the elder Lord and Lady Greystoke were marooned at that isolated spot on the west coast. After he came into his title, wealth, and a family of his own, Tarzan built and settled down on a ranch across the continent somewhere in British East Africa (either Kenya or Uganda). This became his base of operations for almost all succeeding forays into the jungle, from The Eternal Lover (1913) onward.


It might be of interest to interject at this point a comment on Tarzan’s British title. “John Clayton, Lord Greystoke” was not his real name. Many readers have overlooked the fact that on page 1 of the first Tarzan story, Burroughs wrote that “in the telling of it to you I have taken fictitious names for the principal characters.” And on page 2 of the same book, Tarzan of the Apes, he introduces Tarzan’s father as a “certain young English nobleman, whom we shall call John Clayton, Lord Greystoke …”


The author stated that his reason for using fictitious names in the story of Tarzan was to evidence “the sincerity of my own belief that it may be true.” This statement at the start of the book was part of the literary framing device, certainly. But I had the pleasure of discovering amid ERB’s papers in the office safe at Tarzana (and first reporting in an obscure footnote on page 191 of my Golden Anniversary Bibliography of Edgar Rice Burroughs), that before he settled on the fictitious title of “Lord Greystoke.” Mr. Burroughs had originally outlined the first Tarzan story with its hero as heir to the title of … Lord Bloomstoke.


Burroughs’ writing career spanned both the First and the Second World Wars. Indeed, Tarzan was a veteran of both conflicts, although he did not serve with the uniformed regulars. But ERB wrote him into entanglements with German troops in Tarzan the Untamed (1918), and with the Japanese in Tarzan and “The Foreign Legion” (1944). Needless to say, the foe did not fare too well under these arrangements.


The author’s own semimilitary background—the Michigan academy days; trailing the Apache in the Southwest; in the home guard as an Illinois militia captain during World War I; a Pacific correspondent in World War II—gave his stories of fighting men, espionage, and the cavalry a certain degree of authenticity. And yet there are examples in his writings which can be quoted to prove that he was basically a man of peace.


One of the most stirring and impassioned pleas for human brotherhood that I have ever read came from the pen of Edgar Rice Burroughs. (It could also be thought of as evincing an anti-communist message, although the communist movement of today was hardly off the ground when this was written in 1911.) The passage occurs in chapter ten of A Princess of Mars, where John Carter hears for the first time the voice of his future wife. Dejah Thoris, as a solitary prisoner of the green men, bravely beseeches her captors in the audience chamber:




“Why, oh why will you not learn to live in amity with your fellows? Must you ever go on down the ages to your final extinction but little above the plane of the dumb brutes that serve you? You are a people without written language, without art, without homes, without love; the victims of eons of the horrible community idea. Owning everything in common, even to your women and children, has resulted in your owning nothing in common. You hate each other as you hate all else except yourselves. Come back to the ways of our common ancestors, come back to the light of kindliness and fellowship. The way is open to you; you will find the hands of the red men stretched out to aid you. Together we may do still more to regenerate our dying planet. The granddaughter of the greatest and mightiest of the red jeddaks has asked you. Will you come?”







Lorquas Ptomel and the warriors sat looking silently and intently at the young woman for several moments after she had ceased speaking. What was passing in their minds no man may know, but that they were moved I truly believe, and if one man high among them had been strong enough to rise above custom, that moment would have marked a new and mighty era for Mars.





Together with its old-fashioned eloquence, this passage from his very first story also serves to illustrate the very credible, if ponderous, eye-witness style in which Burroughs penned the earlier Martian tales, by couching them in the first person singular as the personal memoirs of John Carter.


In marked contrast to that “granddaughter” sequence written in 1911, and bridging all the Mars books in between, is the pleasantly flippant, easygoing style which Burroughs (and two worlds) had reached a generation or two later. Here are some lines written by ERB in 1940, with John Carter (again in the first person) telling of an unexpected meeting with his granddaughter, in Book One of Llana of Gathol:




“Llana!” I cried; “what are you doing here?”


“I might ask you the same question, my revered progenitor,” she shot back, with that lack of respect for my great age which has always characterized those closest to me in bonds of blood and affection.


Pan Dan Chee came forward rather open-mouthed and goggle-eyed. “Llana of Gathol!” he whispered as one might voice the name of a goddess. The roomful of anachronisms looked on more or less apathetically.


“Who is this person?” demanded Llana of Gathol.


“My friend, Pan Dan Chee of Horz,” I explained.


Pan Dan Chee unbuckled his sword and laid it at her feet …


“Well,” interrupted Kam Han Tor, “this is all very interesting and touching; but can’t we postpone it until we have gone down to the quays?”





This great difference in style is very characteristic of Burroughs, who remained young at heart all his days. His work at any given period reflects the popular idiom of that period quite well. This is equally true whether it be his early writings prior to World War I, or in the 1920s when he turned out probably his greatest works, or his valued contributions to the entertainment of the Depression-minded thirties, or his war stories of the forties. It almost seems that the older he got, the more light-heartedly he wrote. Perhaps, after all, it was a conscious effort on his part to avoid being taken seriously.


Many of his later writings—in between jungle perils and scientific swordplay, that is—were cast in the unpretentious mold of good-natured philosophizing. There was something of Will Rogers in him, too. Consider the contribution he once submitted when asked to participate in a collection of “Famous Recipes by Famous People”:




My tastes are uninteresting. I like ham and eggs, corned beef hash, fried chicken, plain hamburger on white toast. How they are properly prepared is more or less of a mystery that I have no desire to solve. Culinarily speaking, I am a washout.


Edgar Rice Burroughs





One of the big “ifs” in reviewing ERB’s career is the haunting question: would he have attained a more respectable niche in literary circles during the latter half of his long writing period, if he had not chosen to be his own publisher? Both through the advertising medium and through the providing of social contacts, an earnest publisher can often determine to a large extent any given author’s “image” before the public. But by publishing his own books in California from 1931 onward, Burroughs (who was never one to blow his own horn too loudly) inevitably withdrew to a considerable degree from the rest of the literary world, which was centered more in the East.


He himself acknowledged something of this situation in a typical letter to Cyril Clemens in 1940:




I am very sorry that I have no personal recollections of Zane Grey, inasmuch as I never met him.


Sorry I didn’t get around more.


Yours, Burroughs.





For these and other reasons, Edgar Rice Burroughs is very little known to the general public even to this day, a decade and a half after his death. The first full-length, hardcover book exclusively about Burroughs did not appear until 1964, and that was merely a glorified bibliography of his works. The present extraordinary opus by Richard Lupoff marks the first serious book ever published to examine in depth the literary contribution which Edgar Rice Burroughs has made to the world. As pleased as I was to have been responsible for the above-mentioned 1964 volume, I feel even more gratified to have been invited to have a part in this one.


In the course of his excellent work in this book, Mr. Lupoff deals at some length with the possible sources which may have inspired the creation of the various Burroughs characters and situations. If I may be permitted to do so, there is one other such possibility that I would venture to put forward, although it bears on only one aspect of a single book: Thuvia, Maid of Mars.


Thuvia was illustrated, as were so many other of the Burroughs first editions, by J. Allen St. John. This eminent Chicago artist was himself the author of one book published in 1905 (before ERB had ever started to write). St. John’s 156-page tour de force, entitled The Face in the Pool; A Faerie Tale, consisted of theme and variations on the standard fairy-tale motif of the bewitched princess in need of rescue.


When Burroughs wrote Thuvia in 1914, he created the phantom Bowmen of Lothar, those amazing illusions which could be materialized out of thin air and withdrawn again the same way by mental concentration of the Lotharians, and yet who (while visible) were great fighters who could inflict actual injuries and death on real men. It is thus of more than passing interest to note that J. Allen St. John wrote, in his “faerie tale” which was published in 1905 in Burroughs’ home town of Chicago, the following passage:




The Prince, seeing himself likely to be overpowered by sheer force of numbers, seized the tiny bag the Wise Man had given him, and, tearing the red cord from it with his left hand and teeth, scattered the black peas broadcast; then, setting his lance in rest, he charged swift as an eagles swoop, shield and body lying low to saddle, and the mighty battle-axe of Kelmet swinging from its steel chain at his wrist.


… Yet even so, the issue hung in the balance, as instantly a foe went down before the fury of his arm, another sprang to fill the gap, while from the castle men completely armed, shouting hoarse battle cries, rushed to join the fray.


But the tide was turned suddenly in his favor by the blackpeas he had scattered from the small green sack.  These had no sooner touched the ground than in their place appeared the twenty men in sable armor, mounted in their steeds. Uttering no sound, silently they swung into the press, dealing such fearful blows with sword or mace and seconding Hardel so skillfully that in a little, the pass growing easier, the Prince, with a last charge and swing of his gleaming axe, beat down the few that still opposed, to thunder over the bridge and gain the forest road just beyond, followed by his twenty black-mailed henchmen. Nor did they draw rein till, the wood left far behind, they halted in a quiet valley some leagues away.


Hardel here turned, and facing them as they drew up in military order, each sitting motionless in his proper place, spoke words of praise and heartfelt thanks, to which they listened mutely. As he ceased speaking, one of the company drawing the little green bag from his gauntlet cast it before him on the turf, at which the knight at the extreme left rode up till he stood over the spot whereon it lay, and saluting the Prince with drawn sword, instantly vanished. The next in line did the like, and so on, till only the one who had thrown down the bag remained; then he, dismounting, picked it up, and handing it to Hardel, disappeared immediately it was in the Prince’s grasp, leaving him amazed, to peer into the sack and find the twenty small black peas lying innocently in it, as before.





Although the foregoing is a mere variant in the dragon’s teeth legend from Greek mythology, it has one significant difference. While the dragon’s teeth sown by Cadmus produced hostile warriors who fell upon each other, the black peas in St. John’s version produced friendly troops who fought on the Prince’s side against his enemies, and whose services could evidently be utilized again and again in the same manner as often as desired.


This was exactly the way Burroughs depicted the phantom bowmen in Thuvia, Maid of Mars, the only major difference being the method of their materialization. J. Allen St. John stood very high in Burroughs’ esteem as a man and as an illustrator. Was he also one of ERB’s sources?


Before we leave the subject of illustrations, something should be said about the great advantage that Burroughs enjoyed in writing his particular type of story. There is nothing which can “date” a book so quickly, and remove it from popular interest, as illustrations or a dust jacket (particularly the latter) depicting outmoded fashions of dress. But the Burroughs jackets successfully and probably unintentionally, skirted this pitfall. Inside the early Tarzan editions there were a few small St. John sketches showing long skirts and high collars, but even here these were far outnumbered by jungle scenes where relative freedom from clothing was the rule. There was no such problem at all in the Mars, Pellucidar and Venus books, which illustrated characters with different forms of dress entirely. Perhaps only in a single one of the Burroughs books was there a prominent picture which is “dated” in terms of American civilization: the frontispiece and jacket of The Girl from Hollywood (published in 1923); and even here the “Hollywood” aspect gives it some leeway. The more one thinks about this, the more concrete becomes the realization that a major factor in the continuing popularity of the Burroughs novels across decades of changing fashions was this matter of illustrations. There were plenty of them, but the unique “fashions” they depicted never went out of style.


ERB drew occasionally from real life, and in at least one instance he brought a contemporary world figure into the plot of a story. This was his use (presumably unauthorized) of one J. Stalin in the first chapter of Tarzan Triumphant (1931), in which Burroughs actually depicted him by name—“Stalin, the dictator of Red Russia”—in his Moscow office, and quoted him in the process of sending an OGPU emissary to Africa to liquidate Tarzan. What befell the OGPU man and his expedition constitutes one of the main plotlines of the book. The United States had not yet recognized the Soviet Union when this was written, but the Russian people had been reported in the mid-1920s as going mad over Tarzan, and it is rather strange to see Burroughs putting Stalin in the position of trying to kill him off. Did ERB intend this as a satire against Soviet copyright violators by implying that, in bilking him of his proper royalties, the Russians were killing the goose that laid the golden eggs? Or, in the light of Mr. Lupoff’s perceptive comments in this volume, was the Stalin plot against Tarzan simply another manifestation of a thinly-veiled wish on the part of the tired author? At any rate, the title of the book tells the inevitable outcome.


On another occasion (1927), an entire Burroughs work was instigated by a development in his own family life. His daughter Joan (pronounced “Joanne”) was thinking of a stage career at the time, and was acting with a stock company in small legitimate playhouses.


As a fatherly gesture, Edgar Rice Burroughs wrote a complete three-act play, You Lucky Girl! as a possible starring vehicle for her. Nothing came of it, however, and as the years passed even Joan herself forgot all about its existence; never published nor performed, the play exists today only in manuscript. While its plot as a love story is a very ordinary one (two small-town girls facing the dilemma of stage aspirations versus family responsibilities), You Lucky Girl! does have two or three distinctions. It marks Burroughs’ only real venture into the field of drama; he made no record of it in his working notebook, but it is the only one of his unpublished works which he had copyrighted in manuscript form. While hardly of Broadway caliber, the play would lend itself readily enough either to stock company performance or to amateur theatricals in schools or churches. Unfortunately, one of its best lines occurs at a point which would never reach an audience seeing it performed. This consists of one of the stage directions in Burroughs’ dry wit:




(ACT I, page 13)


ANNE:


Good!


(Goes to door up R. and turns.)


There are some magazines on the table and—the piano has just been tuned.


(Note: See that it has.)





Farther on in the play the dialogue includes a tirade about the dangers of world over-population, which would probably have been played for laughs back in the 1920s, but ERB’s message would be both timely and serious to an audience today.


The later life of Edgar Rice Burroughs was not marked with the family contentment which had been such a happy feature of younger days.


After thirty-four years of marriage, he divorced his wife Emma in 1934. A later remarriage also ended in divorce. By this time ERB was in Hawaii, where on December 7, 1941, he witnessed the actual bombing of Pearl Harbor, and where he spent the war years as the oldest accredited United Press correspondent in the Pacific theater. By the end of the war in 1945 he was 70 years old, and had been invalided home to California with a heart condition.


Here a final irony awaited the creator of Tarzan: there was no place in Tarzana for him to live.


Not wanting to move in with any of his children, he proudly insisted upon having his own home. But the post-war housing shortage was already presenting difficulties. The old Tarzana Ranch had been completely sold off into residential developments, and they were all full. ERB’s three children, while still very close to their father, had homes and families of their own in neighboring communities. Out of all the former Burroughs property in Tarzana, only the office in Ventura Boulevard remained.


Immediately adjacent to Tarzana, however, is the community of Encino, and here the old story-teller found a suitable house for sale. In fact it was situated in Zelzah Avenue, the last street in Encino, with its back yard bordering on the Tarzana line. In this tantalizing location Burroughs saw three more of his books published, and lived out his remaining years as a semi-invalid.


There in his Zelzah Avenue home, on March 19, 1950, he died. None of his family was with him at the time. He was reading the Sunday comics in bed, right after breakfast, when the end came suddenly.


It was said of Abel in the Bible, “He being dead yet speaketh.”


This had never been brought clearer to mind, as far as Edgar Rice Burroughs is concerned, than in the summer of 1964 as one final new Tarzan story was read with nostalgic gratitude by many of us who thought that we had already read the last. And perhaps, with all respect to his agnostic views, we may take the closing line of this posthumous Tarzan tale as the author’s own unintentional valedictory to a very meaningful life:




“Thank God for everything.”


HENRY HARDY HEINS


St. Mark’s Lutheran Church,


Albany, N.Y.







INTRODUCTION


TO THE CENTENNIAL EDITION


This third distinct edition of Edgar Rice Burroughs: Master of Adventure marks a gala occasion: the hundredth anniversary of the birth of Edgar Rice Burroughs. Born in Chicago on September 1, 1875, Burroughs didn’t break into print with his first story until 1912. He has never been out of print since.


His stories have appeared in magazines, newspapers, hardcover books, paperbacks, “big little books,” and have been adapted as comic strips, motion pictures, television shows, even bubble gum cards. He has become a multimedia phenomenon, transcending language barriers, political ideologies, geography and the passage of time.


On this, Burroughs’ centennial, it is astonishing—and, to his admirers, delightful—to observe that almost all of his varied fiction is in print. More, in fact, than has been the case at any time in the past! Surely, this titanic popularity is nothing less than phenomenal.


Coincidentally, 1975 marks the tenth anniversary of Edgar Rice Burroughs: Master of Adventure. The first edition, published very handsomely by Canaveral Press in 1965, appeared during a significant revival of interest and publishing activity centered on Burroughs. The book was revised and enlarged for the first Ace edition of 1968, and went through several printings.


This Centennial Edition gives evidence that the book is on its way to becoming a perennial—well over 100,000 copies have been sold in hardcover and paperback editions, and the book continues to find new readers every day.


Also of interest, Master of Adventure was almost the first book ever published about Edgar Rice Burroughs. “Almost,” because it was preceded by Henry Hardy Heins’s excellent Burroughs bibliography, to which Heins refers in his introduction to this book. Without descending to the level of nitpicking, I do take pride in the fact that Master of Adventure was the first “literary” volume devoted to Burroughs.


Since the first appearance of this book, things have changed. There have been a number of volumes devoted to one or another aspect of Burroughs’ life and work.


Robert W. Fenton’s The Big Swingers (1967) was an interesting attempt to create a dual biography of ERB and his most famous creation, Tarzan. Unfortunately, the author seems to have “fallen between two chairs” and the book is rather unsatisfying on both counts.


Philip Jose Farmer’s Tarzan Alive (1972) is an even more intriguing effort: “A Definitive Biography of Lord Greystoke.” In the fashion of the Baker Street Irregulars’ loving devotion to Sherlock Holmes, Farmer gathered all of the “factual” material from the entire Tarzan canon, and from it wrote a lengthy, formal life of Tarzan—complete with Greystoke coat-of-arms, chronology, bibliography, and an astounding Greystoke family tree, tying the ape man in with everyone from the Scarlet Pimpernel, Doc Savage, Dr. Fu Manchu’s arch-rival Denis Nayland Smith and A. J. Raffles—to Leopold Bloom!


At least two books have been devoted to Tarzan films alone: A Pictorial History of the Tarzan Movies by Ray Lee and Vernell Coriell (1966) and Tarzan of the Movies by Gabe Essoe (1968). Of the two, Essoe’s volume is by far the larger and more serious (and the more expensive).


Also of special interest to the Burroughs enthusiast is “Lords of the Jungle” by Camille E. Cazedessus, Jr. This is a quite thorough and excellently researched survey of Burroughsiana in comic strip and comic book form, including a variety of sample panels or pages. It is included in a volume titled The Comic-Book Book (1973). In the same vein, a very unusual edition of Tarzan of the Apes appeared in 1972, completely in full-color pictorial format, with drawings by Burne Hogarth.


Burroughs has been recognized widely in scholarly works dealing with science fiction and other imaginative literature, dating at least to Pilgrims through Time and Space by J. O. Bailey (1947) and at least as recently as the brilliant survey Billion Year Spree by Brian W. Aldiss (1973).


At this point I shall sacrifice modesty on the altar of completeness, and mention my own Barsoom: Edgar Rice Burroughs and the Martian Vision. Published by Mirage Press (in 1974) this volume takes up, more or less where Master of Adventure leaves off. By this I do not mean that the present volume is incomplete in terms of what it attempts to do.


Rather, Master of Adventure is primarily descriptive in nature; as such, it serves as an introduction to the works of ERB, and traces a number of his sources in the works of earlier authors, and his influence upon the works of many later authors. But where Master of Adventure is mainly descriptive, Barsoom: Edgar Rice Burroughs and the Martian Vision is primarily analytical and evaluative. It attempts, through the vehicle of ERB’s Barsoomian cycle, to illuminate the mind and the personality of the man behind these adventures.


And that mind is clearly one worthy of such illumination.


Other books about Burroughs have been announced, and at the moment wait in the wings for publication. Probably the most eagerly awaited (and surely the longest anticipated) is Professor Irwin Porges’s gigantic biography of ERB. Others include volumes emergent from the Burroughs fan community, as well as from centers of academic and literary activity.


The influence of Burroughs on later authors continues unabated. In fact, the revival of interest in Burroughs’ own works has led to a seemingly endless flood of pastiches and imitations, most popularly of his interplanetary romances. In second place are works created in the tradition of Robert E. Howard’s barbarian hero Conan. What this has to do with Burroughs is seen in a later chapter, in some detail; in brief, however, I will mention that Tarzan provided a major input to Howard’s creation. The pseudo-Conans who abound in paperback racks, then, are second-generation descendants of the ape man.


To detail all of these Burroughsesque works would take more space, frankly, than I think they are worth. Almost of necessity, they are (at best) sincere, but essentially superfluous imitations—and (at worst) cynical copies produced from the most base of motives.


Of greater interest—and legitimacy—than these carbon copies are references, affectionate or otherwise, to Burroughs, in any number of serious novels. I will cite only two—there have been many more.


Surely Kurt Vonnegut Jr. has earned a place as one of the premiere novelists of the 1970s. Yet as far back as Vonnegut’s first novel, Player Piano (1952), he created a character called Edgar Rice Burroughs Hagstrohm, named (in the novel) for Burroughs by the senior Hagstrohm, a great admirer of ERB’s.


Michael Moorcock has achieved considerable fame in a dual career—as a prolific producer of Burroughs/Howard pastiche and sword-and-sorcery adventures, and as the author of more seriously intended novels including Behold the Man, The Final Programme, The Ice Schooner and The Black Corridor. In the latter mode, his novel The Land Leviathan (1974) features an “iron mole” inspired by the earth-penetrating vehicle of Burroughs’ Pellucidar novels.


And so it goes, with Burroughs popular in his own right and influential through the works of others as well.


I should express my own appreciation of Burroughs’ helpful effect, even a quarter century after his death, for Edgar Rice Burroughs: Master of Adventure was my own first published book, and has led to a most rewarding career for me, as author and critic. Four volumes of my own non-fiction have been published to date, and a continually growing number of short stories and novels. Rather than cite specific titles—books come into and go out of print with frightening rapidity these days—I will simply, shamelessly, ask the reader who enjoys the present book to cock an eye for my by-line next time around the bookstore or paperback stand.


And if you find something of mine that you feel like commenting on—whether related to Burroughs or not—let me say that correspondence (most suitably, sent care of the publisher) is most welcome. ERB expressed many times his pleasure and gratitude when readers took the time to send him a note about his books, and I could hardly do less.


Richard A. Lupoff
Berkeley, California
January 1, 1975




INTRODUCTION


TO SECOND EDITION


For some 44 of the past 56 years, one of the more popular American authors has been Edgar Rice Burroughs. From the appearance of Burroughs’ first story in 1912 until just a couple of years before his death in 1950, hardly a year passed without the publication of some new Burroughs yarn, either in the lamented pulp magazines of that era, or in book form.


He was best known, of course, for his jungle adventure stories, most of them featuring the famous character Tarzan. There were two dozen Tarzan books, and then there were a few others featuring such Tarzan-like creations as Thandar, Bulan, and the revived prehistoric hunter Nu.


John Carter, an earthly adventurer on the red planet Mars, runs a close second to Tarzan in popularity among Burroughs fanciers; a good many, in fact, place Burroughs’ science fiction above even his jungle stories in their personal favor. And it’s a fact that Burroughs wrote plenty of science fiction—the John Carter stories, the Pellucidarian adventures of David Innes at the earth’s core, Carson Napier’s Venusian sojourn, the Moon Maid and Land that Time Forgot trilogies, and more.


And, almost as if in moments of whimsy, Burroughs poured out other kinds of stories, too—historicals, westerns, realistic novels, even a few detective stories. His words were marked with vivid characters, colorful backgrounds, breathtaking pace and suspense, and almost always a thinly submerged sense of humor and satire that provides a second level of appreciation of any Burroughs book for the reader whose taste calls for other than simple action-and-adventure stories.


Burroughs died peacefully in the spring of 1950, full of years, fame, and accomplishments. Let other authors make profound social statements in their works; his contribution had been the entertainment and stimulation of two generations of readers in his own lifetime, and many more to follow.


Almost immediately upon Burroughs’ death a strange thing happened. His books began disappearing. Burroughs’ own publishing company had been producing all his new books for some years, the last only two years before in 1948; the company also maintained many older titles in reprint editions. The great paperback publishing boom had not yet reached major proportions, but a few Burroughs titles had been reprinted in that format.


Now the “Burroughs” Burroughs editions began disappearing from bookstores. Book dealers active in the field both then and now recount their experiences of being unable to obtain books ordered from Edgar Rice Burroughs, Inc. Reprint editors tell of comparable experiences. Donald A. Wollheim, now of Ace Books but then with a different publisher, tells of attempting to secure paperback rights to Burroughs’ works and receiving for reply only rebuffs—or total silence.


It seemed almost as if Edgar Rice Burroughs, Inc., was attempting to bury the writings of Burroughs, and attend to more lucrative matters such as the licensing of the Tarzan character for motion pictures, comic strips and magazines, and other commercial exploitations.


For 12 years this was the situation, while Burroughs, except for the Tarzan adaptations, became virtually a forgotten man. A coterie of loyal fans kept the lamp of memory flickering, and a semi-professional publisher would now and then risk lawsuit with an underground edition of a few hundred copies of some “lost” Burroughs work.


In 1962 everything changed. Jack Biblo and Jack Tannen, operators of a used book store in New York, mistakenly concluded through an incomplete copyright search that much of the Burroughs canon was in the public domain. Anyone who wanted to reprint Burroughs could, permission or no, providing only that they stayed within the supposed out-of-copyright list.


Biblo and Tannen set up a publishing house called Canaveral Press and announced an ambitious program of reprinting Burroughs in hard-bound, illustrated editions. In short order Wollheim of Ace Books announced a similar and even more ambitious program of paperback reprints. Ballantine Books produced a trump card with the claim that they had obtained Burroughs Inc.’s permission, and thus would reprint copyright as well as the alleged public domain material. Dover Books announced its own, somewhat smaller, Burroughs program.


For a time there was utter chaos. From a drought of Burroughs there was now, suddenly a flood. Where a given title had been out-of-print for decades, there were now two, three, four competing editions on sale at once. Eventually, fortunately, a more thorough copyright search was conducted by a new administration at Burroughs, Inc. and a series of successful lawsuits followed. Canaveral, Ace and Dover, however, negotiated amicable settlements when presented with the new facts.


Canaveral obtained exclusive hardcover publishing rights for a time. They eventually produced two dozen Burroughs titles including several first editions, and although not presently adding further to the list, they do maintain those books in print and on sale. Dover limited its program to a few omnibus volumes of Burroughs, then retired from the field.


Ace and Ballantine split the paperback rights more or less down the middle—Ace got Pellucidar and Venus series, Ballantine got Tarzan and Mars. Other titles were parceled out one by one. For hardcover first editions of remaining Burroughs manuscripts, Burroughs Inc. resumed its own publishing program with a single title, and indicates that more may be forthcoming.


In this fashion, this immensely popular author came back into his own after a hiatus of 12 years. If Edgar Rice Burroughs sits in some writers’ Olympus (not with Socrates and Shakespeare, but more likely with Doc Smith and Zane Grey and Frederick Faust), he must look down on this world and derive some satisfaction from being remembered and reprinted again, after all those years in limbo.


A word about Edgar Rice Burroughs: Master of Adventure, and my own involvement in the Burroughs revival. In 1962, when Canaveral Press had just begun its Burroughs reprinting program, I had the fortune of meeting Messrs. Biblo and Tannen, and of making a number of suggestions, some of them slightly pointed, about the books being issued. To my astonishment (and pleasure) I found myself invited to become editor of the Canaveral series.


I felt, at the time, that the hardcover editions of Burroughs being produced were a basically sound product, but needed dressing up in terms of “package” … and a great deal of better promotion and distribution. Unfortunately, Canaveral lacked the resources in terms of both manpower and budget to do this job with complete success, which is one of the reasons why additional Canaveral titles are no longer appearing.


Still, under the circumstances I found myself immersed in Burroughs, reading first those readily available titles of his which I had never before got around to, then tracking down the scarcer books, the magazine stories that had never appeared in book form, and finally the unpublished manuscripts. The more I got to know Burroughs, the more convinced I became that he was an author worthy of attention, who was simply not receiving it.


I began writing about him. First, copy for the dust-wrappers of Canaveral editions. Then introductions to newly-issuing books of Burroughs material. A number of magazine articles. But finally the realization dawned that only by writing at full book length would it be possible to say what needed to be said about Burroughs. I began such a book, received encouragement from Biblo and Tannen, and finally the book appeared under the Canaveral imprint in 1965. (It was a handsome full-sized volume, and copies of that first edition are still available from the publisher at 63 Fourth Avenue, New York 10003.)


That book, of course, was Edgar Rice Burroughs: Master of Adventure.


The book received a rather favorable greeting at the time. Many newspapers ran reviews praising it and agreeing that it was an overdue treatment of an overlooked author. A number of feature articles were written, using the book as a focus and as a jumping-off point for comments on Burroughs himself. A few—very few—treated both Edgar Rice Burroughs: Master of Adventure and the entire Burroughs revival phenomenon as a species of camp. It is possible, of course, to read Burroughs in this context, but this is not the viewpoint from which I wrote, and I think it does injustice to the man to regard him in this light.


The major area of hostility to the book lay surprisingly within the Burroughs fan community itself! Here, the book was roundly criticized for presenting a balanced appraisal of Burroughs … instead of the unqualified adulation that was expected. Worse yet, considerable space was devoted to seeking out the precursors and sources of Burroughs’ inspiration … why, the man must be treated as an original. To do other is no less than accusing him of theft! (Or so the argument ran.)


I can only say that the dedicated Burroughs idolater is in for some rude moments as he reads this book. So is the “judge” who seeks to condemn Burroughs’ works without first reading them. The course followed traces a middle ground between uncritical admiration and unfair condemnation of Burroughs. I think it is a valid perspective on the man’s works, and it is those works that this book is about.


The present Ace edition is not a simple reprint of the hardbound Canaveral edition. Considerable new material is included in the text. A number of errors which had crept into the first edition despite all efforts at accuracy have been weeded out and correct information supplied. Certain new information, both of historic and current matters, has been added. Finally, a number of points which were made in the first edition have been somewhat clarified and expanded.


RICHARD A. LUPOFF
April 14, 1968        
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WHO WAS EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS?


At some future date, perhaps twenty-five years hence, perhaps two or three times that, descendants of today’s community of literary critics will evaluate the American authors of the first half of the twentieth century. The vast majority will be long forgotten by then, the remainder will be sorted out in the many-years-long process that determines who will survive, who will perish. From the vantage point of 1965 it seems certain that one twentieth-century American is assured of survival, for his historic impact on narrative technique if for no other reason: Ernest Hemingway.


Almost as secure seems William Faulkner, and not too far behind are Scott Fitzgerald and Sinclair Lewis. Beyond these, one can guess. John Steinbeck? Theodore Dreiser? Willa Cather? The list might go on, and there is certainly no way of being really sure of who will still be read in the next decade, no less the next century. Authors come and go, their admirers become more and then less numerous, eventually most authors fade from notice while only the few attain a lasting place in the world of books.


Will James Branch Cabell be read in the year 2000? Will James Gould Cozzens? Will Katherine Anne Porter’s Ship of Fools be considered an enduring masterpiece or a flash in the pan?


It may seem impudent to suggest the addition to this list of candidates for lasting literary life of an author whose self-appointed task was mere entertainment. But such a man seems these days to be running a strong chance of permanence: Edgar Rice Burroughs. Long popular with the non-classics reading public, Burroughs throughout his lifetime received little critical notice, and that almost unanimously unfavorable.


He was regarded as barely literate, pilloried by critics, banned by librarians, proscribed by teachers as totally without merit of any sort, literary, moral or social. Only in very recent years has a re-evaluation begun; it is far from complete and acceptance of Burroughs by any sort of Establishment is still far off, but the condemnation is no longer unanimous nor in many cases as nearly unconditional as it was for so long.


And of course there is that still enduring public popularity. This in itself, without its duration, would mean little. Two decades ago or less the largest selling author in the world was Mickey Spillane. He caught a mood. He was a sensation. Today he is largely forgotten. His more recent books have found a still loyal but far more modest readership; his older ones are little remembered and little read. While still a successful commercial writer, he is a forgotten man as far as any real impact is concerned.


What authors are read for decades upon decades? One might make a very surprising list of those whose works strike past the trappings of temporary fashion. One might suggest L. Frank Baum, another condemned figure whose children’s fantasies of Oz retain their appeal after nearly seventy years. One might suggest John Dickson Carr, whose historically-oriented and fantastic tales as much as his conventional detective novels are as good twenty, thirty or more years after their first appearance as they were when new.


The praise of critics is sometimes misplaced, their condemnation as well. Styles come and go as well as individual works or authors, and Salinger the hero becomes Salinger the fool, yet Holden Caulfield does not change, nor the Glasses. Rather the critics assess, and reassess, and one is led to wonder if they will determine anything, or whether it is the reading public, the only slightly less grimy portion of the great unwashed, who will decide for themselves whom to keep and whom to take up and examine, and toy with and finally cast aside.
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