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and produce some £onuna te season. 
finished, the producers throw con[et

ti. shout Huna!, call me genius and 
prnmise to call tomorrow. 

They nC\'Cr call again. Until the next 
year, or the year aher, when I am asked 
to recite my piece £or a newer, fresher 
face. 

This year, lacking an audience, I'm 
telling yo11. Quite simply: I love and re
vere the old honor films. I do not care 
what your snob psychologist [ears for 
t11eir eflect on the young. 

To me, Dracula. f1~111kenstein's Mon
Mer and the ~lummy are only good, tonic 
and supe1·b. Before Goel and country, I 
will ddc:nd them. And not out ol late 
camp sentiment. either. It is not so much 
nostalgia that moves me, but practical 
hair-ball p~-ychology. 

But before calling down the lightning 
to strike and the \Voll i\lan to sick your 
professional alarmists, allow me to sketch 
in my one-hour TV special. Imagine this: 

It is night in a small Midwest town. 
Autumn and a good wind and the city
hall clock edging toward 12. Along the 
cl.irk and empty Main Street comes a 
man. myseH, walking with a brisk cloud 
of amumn leaves rustling at my heels. 
Bt:fo1·e a dcsened theater, I glance up at 
the broken manp1ce bulbs that read: LON 

CHANE\' IN "THE PHANTOM OF THE 

OPERA. " 13ELA LUGOSI IN "oRACIJL\." 

Even as I w;11ch, tl1e bulbs begin to 
flicker on and off. I peer at the dusty 
foyer. The ticket booth is empty. A 
spider web <.overs the round glass hole 
where you d1at through at the ticket 
seller. As I approach, a spider hung at 
the weo·s center skims down to the brass 
cashier plate. A ticket jumps with a 
cough of dust into my hand. All to itscH, 
the theater door hushes open. 

l hesitate. The autumn wind blows a 
scuttJe of tl1ose dark Jea"es about my 
knees. I cmer the dim and wwlly 
dcsencd theater. My [eet are soundless 
in tl1e heavy carpeting. 

I suney the Co1hic interior, the unin
habited seats, the opera boxes, the chan
dcl icr like a vast comtell.11ion o[ tears 
above, the dust-throttled Wurlitzer organ 
below. 

" You're late," a voice calls, soltly. 
The town clock strikes midnight. 
"No. Just on time." 
I move down the aisle. 
".-\re we all here? .. 
A second whispe1· makes me glance up 

at die right-hand box. The Phantom of 
the Opera, pale-masked, is there. We 
nod. I sit. 

"Please to begin." 
The wind from out in the autumn 

night blows those dark leaves chittering 
on the :1ir. The leaves be:1t dryly at the 
heavy velvet portic·res, then strike at the 
prnjcction booth. 

flying in thmugh the projection-room 
windows, they drop one by one by one 
into tlie projector. The fierce bright bulb 

blinks 011. And we see tha1 these are not 
autumn leaves at all, nor insects or bats, 
but fragments of film that flick. shutter, 
£all frame by frame into place. Their im
ages flash across the \'Civet abyss. The 
w.1iting ghost screen shapes up fom1s 
and spirits. Voices whisper fmm beyond 
time. 

With the Phantom asking questions 
and myseH trying fo1· answers, we begin 
The Be11eficial Jles11/ts of Horror Films 
or Why Dracula'! 

And during the next hour, we would 
watch and comment on such pictures as 
Nosfernt11. Vampyr, Dr. j,·kyll am/ i\fr. 
Hyde (comp,1ring, perhaps, the pe1form
anccs of John Barrymore in the double 
rnle in tl1e Twenties, Fredric Mardi in 
the Thirties and Spencer Tracy in the 
early Forties). Inevitably winding up 
with Murders in the Jlue Morgue, The 
Mummy, The B,·ide of Frnnke11stei11 
and, maybe, for mere peevishness and 
perversity, Ki11g K,mg. 

Repeatedly, we would ask, Why toler
ate the horror film? What good is it? 
What docs it rncan? 'Why, for a short 
time, did we make fine ones? \Vhy do we 
ra1-dy make the excellem ones a11ymo1·e? 
\Vl10 today can equal the quality of such 
films as Isle of the De(l{l, The Budy 
.Srwtcl,er, The Cat Prople or The Cm·se 
of the Cat People? 

By my simple listing of these naive 
ti ties, I sense I ha\'C alicn.11ecl and lost 
some of you. Good riddance. Those re
maining expect answers to tl1e questions 
posed. And they all must deal with 
ci\·ilization and dt.>ath. 

\\lhen we, the human race, were very 
young, death was immediate. \\'e had no 
time to think on it. We collided with it, 
had it done to us, did it to otl1ers, stayed 
to be slaugl11cred or rnn to lick our very 
real wounds. 

Lile was short, sometimes sweet, more 
olten luim lull of p,mics and living 
11ightma1-e. Death, always a mystel)', 
W,lS embodied in real actions that lay no 
funhcr off than the campfi1·e rim or the 
edge of the Ca\'C. Its spirit lurked in the 
very fire itse/1 th,tt, momentarily tamed. 
gave wa1mth, but uncoi11rolled might 
burn a thousand miles of forest in a 
night. Deatl1, as well as life, lurked in 
everytl1ing we could see, hear, smell or 
touch in those terrible tWiliglns and 
impossible dawns. 

Then. when the nit-picking ape 
named himseU quite possibly human and 
left knuckle ma1·ks in the jungle dust on 
his way to brick cities. we walled out 
real death. Death still happened, o[ 
course, hut we had more time to speak 
or it, to consider that blank bouomless 
abyss. 

And from these night chats cime raw 
mythologies about that great. mouth that 
eats us all. \-Ve reared up folk 1alcs, reli
gious dn~ams and finally short stories, 
novels and motion pictures to help us 
make do with the incurable and ine;cap-

able emptiness down which e~1ch must 
£all one clay soon or late. 

Our opinion of death is not mud1 
different tod.iy than on those d arling ah
cn10011s in primitive times when, as ax
wielding dentists, we cracked the fangs 
of the sabertooth. Very simply, we do 
not appro\•e of de,1th. \\le hate the rules 
he plays by. He must be d1eating. He 
always wins. 

Somewhere along the path, we named 
this tl1ing that stops our breath. \\7e saw 
animals sleep away, humans go silent, 
and knew that the stuffs were gone, the 
lightning bolt come out of the body, re
turned to e;1nh and sky. The soul, the 
t!l<m, whatever it. was, indescribable, had 
done an even more indescrib,1ble thing: 
disconnected itself, vapored oil. \Ve 
called it dc:1th and finaJly even gave 
death a gender. \\'e spoke not or it but 
o[ he who comes with the scythe and 
emptied hourglass. 

Even Popes, in Baroque splendor, had 
tombs re.11-cd with winged skelt:tons and 
scythes ha1vesting the marble air, to 
show that if the grc:11 in ;ill their pomps 
must fall, 1hc small must. surely follow. 

\Vhat were we doing? Naming the 
unnamablc. \Vhy? Because man by his 
very nawre must describe. The names 
d1angc from generation 10 generation, 
but the need to name goes on. \\le were 
picnn-ing the unpicturable. For, co11Sicl
cr, docs death have a sii.e, shape. color, 
breadt11, widtl1? No, it is "<k-ep" beyond 
infinity and "far .. beyond eternity. It is 
forever incapsulated in the skull we car
ry, a symbol to itseU, behind our 
masking £ace. 

Our 1·eligions, our tribal as well as per
sonal mytl1s, tried to find syml>ols then 
£or die vacuum, the void, the elevator 
shaft down which we must all journey 
and no stops evermore again. \Ve had to 
know. \'Ve had to lie, and accept tl1e lie 
ol labels ,md n;m1es, e,,en while we 
knew we lied, for we had work to do, 
cities to build, children to 1·ear, mud1 to 
love and know. Thus we g.tve gilts o[ 
names to ward off the night some little 
while, lo gi\'e us time to tl1i11k on other 
tl1ings. 

The skeleton as symbol o[ deatl1 and 
inhabi1or of talcs moves among the races 
ol 1hc wm-ld. Death as n-earnrc, de.1th as 
masculine being, reaper o[ souls, fills 
tliat void, gives us a tl1ing to see, heai-, 
smell and touch. 

The business or the fine horror film, 
1hc11, could be summed up as follows: 
for 90 or 100 minutes the writer, p1·0-
ducer, actor says to the p.,le customc1·: 
Instead o[ tl1e void, the unknown, the 
unnamablc, allow us fm· a liule while to 
name names, rear up shapes. Tonight the 
Prince of Darkness walks among you. 
We hold him high, sh:ikc his bones. We 
fan his wings, expose his tee th. His shad
ow quakes your scat. Is he not magnificent, 

(co11ti11ue<l 011 page 252) 
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agonies lobe, hn>asscs the dream to captnre and is he not beautiful? Shi,,er sweet 

from this encounter. 
But then, behold, at the penultimate 

moment. as death mo,·es to cull you in, 
wi1h c.1mera and story and swih-ed;ted 
art, we hand you yet another symbol: a 
ccd:1 r sea kc. 

Death lies before you. The afternoon 
grows late. Now, here in the tomb, be
fore the nightshades wmc up death 
disguised as Dracula, s11·ikc! 

So )OU, tl1e acting, as well as actcd
upon, audien<e, sei1,e the cedar stake, 
place it against the dread hean of 
Dracula and strike it, once, twice, three 
times with a sledge! 

Bang! The echoes Orel Bang! The 
echoes nm. ll:111g! The echoes die. 

And Dracula is dead. 
And for some little while this n ight, 

dca1h, why, he is de.ul. too. 
And with a great sigh, having bested 

the void two foils out o( three, having 
buried the void in cecfar sha,,ings and 
wolfsbane, )OU leave 1hc theater aml. 
smiling, make your way home. At. the 
price of a splendid lie, an incredible 
myt h, you have borrowed a (lip of im
mort.ility. Tomon-ow, perhaps. you will 
find it mere water, bancrial .111d possibly 
fotal. But tonight, through the transmu
tation of materials, through light and 
power, through film and imagination. 
y,>u are larger. stronger, mo1·e powerful, 
more beautiful tJ1:m death. 

These arc the stuffs of dreams 1h:1t 
we111. io m:1kc the best old hol'ror films. 
How rarely today do we bother 10 act 
out the most solvc111, Lhe most cn:ati,c 
:iml therefore our most lllr:ttive d reams. 

\Ve have (alien into the hands of the 
scientists, the reality pt.'oplc, the data 
collectors. 

J do not for a moment deme:,n their 
function. They are the vital necessaries 
without which we would remain igno
rant. \Ve need as much i11!onu:nio11 about 
our uni,•crsal situation as r:in possibly be 
found. 

But o nce found, data must not re
main data. Fan fused to fact must become 
more than those facts. 

The horror film heg:m to kill itself off 
when it began to explain itself. Fantasy. 
like the bullet Oy, cannot stand hamlli11g. 
Touch the wing the merest touch, brush 
,omc of that powder with linger 1ips and 
the poor thing won't lly again. You can
not explain a dream. The dream exists. 1t 
is. It deanscs itself. It is the mountain 
spring that, trnvding dark distances un
der~rouml, pmilics itself. We do not 
know all the reasons. \ Ve will never 
know. But the modern horror film, by 
merely cuui11g hack a man's ,kull bone to 
show us his 11·:,nsistoriu,d Grand G11ig11ol 

252 stage, all miniaturized in the frontal 

kill with facts, or things that appear as 
facts. 

So the pure, delightful, strangely li£c
cnhancing tenor of Fmnk,mst,·111, where 
we make tl1e J\1lonster and it acts at one 
remove from us so we GIil watch and 
learn from it, becomes the modern robot
brute of Om Mnn Fli111. We stare incred
ulous as high-I. Q. modern m:111 Flint 
roughly escons his enemy into a public 
toilet. sirs him on the bowl and c:u1s his 
throat, while toilet tissues lall in a 
dreadful snow about his feet. 

lihte:id of imagination, we are treated 
to fact , to pure raw data, whid1 c;11111ot 
be assimilated, which cannot be digest
ed. And, as most of us have already 
guessed, we ah-c:uly know the ••facts" of 
our posi1io11 as hum:rns in this world. \Ve 
do. indeed. know the facts of murder, 
torture, sickness, greed :md death. vVe 
do 1101 have 10 have 1hc facts rcpeatcd in 
crnde detail. Those who olfcr us the cut 
throat or the asphyxiated face ~Luffed in 
a pl.1stic b;1g o iler only reportage and 
nor their reactions, their philosophy, 
about that reportage. 

So the modern "horror·· film, be it Our 
,\il,111 F/i11t or Chamtle, merely hands us 
a J;1rgc1· hair ball a11d demands that \,·e 
cat-sick ourselves trying to cat it whole 
rather than dislodge it. We arc asked to 
de, our but arc gi\'en no chance tO vomit. 

For what is sickness? Sickness is a way 
ol becoming well. That b all it is. If we 
remai11 sick, we die. Arni a11y an that 
teaches only I act is a sick a1 t a11d will 
sicku1 u~ and finally ki ll us or itself. 

As I have said often to lriends i11 affili
ate an fields, your trouble is you w.im to 
give everyone polio. I wish to give them 
polio \'aCci11e. One destroys. The other 
sickens us but to make us whole. 

What ,ire we saying here? Let me re
capitulate. The basic facts 0£ man's 
lite upo11 eanh arc these: You will love. 
You will not be loved. People will treat 
you well. People will treat )'OU badly. You 
will gTow old. You will die. \ •Ve know 

this. 
You can11ot u,11 a man that death and 

:1gc arc airer him again aml again ;i ll his 
lifetime witbout lreezi11g his 111i11d ;1head 
of the re;ility. He must be told these 
truths by indirection. You must not hit 
him with lightning·. \'011 must polarize 
the lightning through transfonners, 
which are the ans. the11 tell him to grab 
hold of the one-cent. Elec1l'ocu1c Yourself 
for a Penny Machine. His hair may stand 
up, his hean heat swiftly as he juices his 
\'Cins. Hut the tn1th, thus fed, will make 
him free. 

Collltt Dracula. Baron Frankenstein, 
Dr. Jekyll ;111d his friend J\fr. Hyde, 
Dorian Gray and his portrait ;ll'e ;111 sud1 
agents of freedom. They take on the 

problems of mankind and. by shaping 
them in symbols, en:1ble us to an our 
feelings toward death. the strange evil i11 
man that has pro\loked us from the Gar
den gate to the cdg-e of space. and the 
mystct)' of our love in the midst o( ell\·y 
and destruction_ 

Any horror film that lingers only on 
that cedar stake plunged into the grisly 
hc;irt of a , ,;,mpire loses its d1am.e tO 

transcend raw fact. The symbolic acts. 
not the mi11uscule details of the act, arc 
evet)'thing. 

For the time being. we mus1 wait in 
the wing~ with 1he Phantom while l'ir
ginifl Woolf's hon:or tale is acted out, 
even more ri-igh11:ning in some ways. 
For, wh,lc Cou111. Drn, ula cannot be 
seen in a mirror, even :is we watch. the 
four tormented men-boys in Who's A/mi,/ 
of Virginia Wool/?, they arc 1hemsclws 
invisible. They do not exist, even to 
themselves. They were never horn. So 
they t·an nc,•er die. 111cy are raw fact 
and only fact , which has no sig11ific;111cc. 
ract wi1hout interpretation is but. a 
glimpse of the elephants' bone yard. 

How much longer will American jack
daw imcllcc1w1ls 11.111 .ibout collecting 
realit y, holding it up, ded.1ring this to be 
the 1rn1h? One hardly dare:. guess. Um a 
day must come when we turn full about 
to our imuitions, ou,· collective crca1ivi-
1y. our full ro11111ltd suffera11<.e and diges--
1ion of faets to give us ;i full philosophy. 

!Vfea111imc, we will have 10 suffer 1he 
book-burning i111elleccu:1ls who, like Dr. 
Sp(J(k. fe.ir Hatman without having seen 
him; Dr. \\lcnlrnm. who fi11ds murder 
maier en·ry w mic book; :md the libr:ffi
ans who won't :11low 1hc O z books nn 
1heir sheh·es because "they are 11o t good 
for children." 

A new ~encration will scramble the 
sick bones of this one. Ami the he.11th 
and stre111::,>1 h or th:11 gener:ttion will be 
huilt 0 11 the old ;1bility 10 fa11t;1si:tc. To 
fantasize is 10 rem:,in sane. The moment 
we hand over this tool 10 our bullying 
i111ellec111:ils or left or right , the saber
tooth will come over the trnnsom even as 
we lock the door. 

llencatl1 our sui tings. m:111 the hairy 
amhropoid st.111ds. Inhabiting cities. he 
saves up assassina1io11s and 1,1pt.'S 1110~1 
foul. in order to be human. I-le cannot 
fore,cr s.,vc hair as one s:1ves string. The 
great bramhlebush will choke him 10 
death. He needs D111r11lt,, then. anti 
Fru11/ce11s1,·i11 ;1s depilatories. It is as 
simple .is th:1t. 

The pmi1:111s are ever with us. The 
new scien1ific intclkc:tual puritan will 
delin' r us from evil, he s:1ys. by denyi1;g 
all of Edgar All;111 Poe. Nathaniel Haw
thm nc ;rnd the· headk-ss horseman. 

There is a scene in one of my Mwtia11 
Chro11i, le.f where rocket men. come to 
J\rars, sense 1hcrc the Ileein~ spirits of all 
our best fa ntasy writers. Hid deep i11 the 
l\l:1rtian hills. victims of 1hc computu--



dat.t-fact-colleuing age, the shades of 
Dickens and his Chrisunas Ghosts, Poe's 
falling Hou!>C of Usher, !:bum's Emerald 
City of Oz wait to be summoned back 
by a greater age of tolerance. A new age 
that will take raw fact in one hand and 
transcending intuition in the other. Only 
with a grasp on each rein c:an J11an move 
forward in space and time. 

These characters of 0111· needful 
dreams have been exiled not only by our 
blind imclknuals but 1,y an e,·en worse 
species of commercial fool, your lly-by
night on-the-d1eap producer o[ sudt 
stillbirths as The Mo11s/cr of D/anhet 
llt:11ch and / fllns n Tec1111{!.C ll'ucwolf. 
With canm::d laughter, or unimcntional 
humor outcropped from ,•tilgarity, they 
have dri\'Cll our monsters off. The jacbl 
has. indeed. bested the werewolf. 

To these I say: Give us back our small 
fears to help us cure the large. \Ve can-
11e)t destroy the large death, the one that 
takes us all. \Ve need a tiny one to be 
crushed in our hand to give us 
confidence. The complete and uuer 
truth, c.ompletcly known. is madness. Do 
1101 kick us oil the cliff and send us 
screaming dow11 to that. For Cod's sake, 
gi\'e us our morsel of poisoned popcorn 
to munc.h in the cinema dark. 

i\l;1y the day be soon in coming when 

the bright cntrcs who d.1nn1 Disucyland, 
for instance, without e,·er h;n·ing seen it, 
and Lhe money<0'Tubbiug i\ l u11chkins who 
laugh all the way to the bank are equally 
b.1nished from the wild strange gift of 
night we find in motio11-pic1 ure houses, 
leaving this an £onn 10 people who. sta
tioned betwcen 1he extremes, know how 
to shape the dream. 

And on that day. not distant, the orang
utan of Poe wi ll vault from the shadows 
and stuff the doctornl 11onse11sc wrong 
side up the chimney. The clockwork men 
and their dusty fons will lie unscrewed 
on the jungle lloor. Kipling's Pha111om 
Rickshaw will nm them clow11. The Ycry 
Emer.11<1 City they tried to dynamite 
will. falling. bury them with intuitions. 
And man the fan collector, hand in 
Jiand with man the sco·et creator, will 
move forward in one body, sensing and 
beautifully guessing. 

Then we shall c1II the ghosts home 
and the dead will return LO teach us 
about death. Dracula will lly the night 
and the mad Baron will pull that switch 
that should best be pulled only by Cod. 
i\lr. Hyde will sprom hair only to lose it, 
only to sprout it yet again. Ami Dorian's 
portr.tit will grow old, then you11g, then 
o ld again forever, and so eye.le in cycle. 
fact cirding dream and drmm circling 

fact, Man, not the one Lhing but many, 
will cominue his journey out of the Gar
den, on his way to bccomi11g a thing he 
ca1111ot now name nor know nor guess, 
but wish upon. 

The motion-picture projector stops. 
i\ly TV special on honor films is o\'er. 
The small autumn leaves of film fly 

out the projection-room wi11dow i1110 the 
night. 

The lights come slowly on. 
The great opera chauddier shivers 

abo,·e me. as il struck a blow with a 
sledge. It 1hre:1tens to fall. I wait. The 
tremble or glilss subsides. 

I walk to the far exit. I uod 10 the high 
box, where the Phantom movc:s his hand 
in a shadm\·ed farewell. 

The doors fall shut. 
I walk along the dark street, accompa

nied by those auunun leaves that uibblc 
my shoes. 

I turn the corner. The le;i,es ~!lit·. I 
am gone. 

l't: I.L c .nlEKA IIACK ALO'<(, I Ill l \II' l \ 

STR~: ET. 

IF YOU ~lUST IIA \'E ,\ C:0\l~IERCIAI.. 

11'SERT IT 11£RE. 

TllE END. 

D 2s3 
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