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LETTER OF THE
MONTH

As a professional writer, I have been uncommonly interested in the great
controversy on Boys’ Weeklies, but both Orwell and Richards miss 2 main
. point. Current in Fleet Street there is a very simple and credible explanation
of why T4e Magnet and The Gem give such a scant reflection of the modern
world and seem scarcely to have changed in thirty years. It is due, it would
seem, neither to the vile machinations (? casual control) of a Tory millionaire
on the one hand nor the alleged out-datedness of Mr. Richards on the other.
It is merely that, so editorial gossips tell me, T4¢ Magnet and Tke Gem stories
regularly revolve in an eight-year cycle. Every eight years, so they say, the
old stories are touched-up and painted over, to appear again with fresh gloss
and entertain a new generation of boys.

I have not the time necessary for research to confirm this. Mr. Orwell has
obviously missed it, but what does Mr. Richards say?

If the stories are recurrent, much is explained. It fully shows why they
smack of 1910, clears up Mr. Richards’s otherwise inexplicable literary output,
and puts boyhood on its proper level of timelessness.

Besides, I much prefer the picture of Mr. Richards touching up his past
work to the awful ordeal of an author condemned to inventing new Grey-
friarsiana every week for life.

Yours sincerely,

HAROLD A. ALBERT

In reply, Mr. Rickards erites:

Mr. Harold A. Albert tells us that he is a professional writer, on gossiping
terms with editors who in their gossipy moments appear to have been pulling
his leg to a considerable extent. I prefer to take this charitable view rather
than to believe that Mr. Harold A. Albert is an unsuccessful scribe whose way
to the editorial sanctum is barred by some inexorable Cerberus, and who,
consequently, like so many other disappointed Peris at the gate of Paradise,
allows his judgment of those within the magic portals to be clouded by his
irritation. In either case, Mr. Harold A. Albert is talking nonsense.

Mr. Harold A. Albert states that it is ‘current in Fleet Street’ that T
Magnet revolves in an eight-year cycle, and that at these regular intervals old
Magnet stories are touched up and reprinted; which, says Mr. Harold A.
Albert, explains ‘why Te Magnet gives such a scant reflection of the modern
world >—an utterly unfounded statement, by the way. Mr. Harold A. Albert
must have provided himself with an Ear of Dionysius, seventy-seven times
amplified, to hear even a whisper of such gossip in Fleet Street. He tells us



The Hogarth Press

have just published these outstanding books

% The Backward Son by Stephen Spender (7. 64.). Recommended
by the Book Society, publication of this first novel about the world of
childhood and early boyhood by this famous young poet is an event
of considerable importance.

Y Folios of New Writing, Spring 1940 (5s.). A war-time successor to
New Writing: cheaper and in different format. Contributions by
Henry Green, Rosamond Lehmann, William Plomer, André Chamson,
George Barker, H. T'. Hopkinson, G. F. Green, John Sommerfield,
and many other young writers, both known and unknown.

% England’s Pleasant Land by E. M. Forster (3s.64.) is the script of
Mr. Forster’s famous pageant play staged nearly two years ago in the
grounds of Milton Court in Surrey.

Hogarth Press books lead in

War-time as in Peace

Just Out

JIM PHELAN’S
prison autobiography

JAIL JOURNEY

Whether as a human document or
as a masterpiece of literary crafts-
manship, this book must rank
among the greatest prison books

of all time. ‘Phelan has come near

totheimpossiblefeat of makingthe
free man enter into the feelings of
the man inside.” Margery Fry

392 pages 12s, 6d. net

Just Out

THOMAS MANN’S
new novel

ROYAL HIGHNESS

A delightful full-length novel of 2
German princeling and his bride,
drawing its atmosphere from the
German monarchy of [905. An
ironical study of royalty and its
gilded trappings, which takes its
place with Mann’s great novels,
Buddenbrooks, The Magic Mountain

and Joseph in Egypt.
8s. 6d. net

SECKER & WARBURG
22 ESSEX STREET, STRAND, W.C.2




386 HORIZON

that he has had no time to confirm this. Mr. Harold A. Albert’s time no doubt
is extremely valuable, buta few precious moments should have been sacrificed
to confirming such a statement before chucking it at the public. It would have
been easy to examine an old file of Magzets, which would have led Mr. Harold
A. Albert to the startling discovery that every Magret, from the first issue, has
contained a new and original story. The same characters, certainly, appear
each. time, but the plots are infinitely varied, many of them connected with
current events that could not possibly serve a second or third time. And—
though I do not expect Mr. Harold A. Albert to understand it—T%e Magnes
gives a faithful reflection of life at the very hour of printing. T'e Magnet author
knows his business so well, that every number is right up to date, the fact that
the characters have been before the public for thirty years making no difference
whatever to this.

‘There were strikes, slumps, unemployment, Socialism and Communism,
and other blunders and imbecilities, before 1910, and Frank Ricbards left
them alone then, as he leaves them alone now, because they are not proper
subjects for healthy young people to contemplate. The Human Boy is Frank
Richards’s subject, and except for ‘light externals’, the Human Boy has not
changed since "Fom Brown went to school. Frank Richards keeps a careful eye
on those light externals; for the rest, he is content with human nature, as it
was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world without end.

Frank Richards will write of Socialistic schoolboys, or Communistic
schoolbays, or schoolboys deeply concerned with the influence of blue in the
arts, when he finds such schoolboys in actual existence. So far, he has never
had the misfortune to encounter any such young asses.

- MUSIC REVIEW

‘We must apologise to the publishers of Music Review,
which was noticed in our May issue. The price of this
review is 4s. per copy, and not Is. as stated in that notice.

‘L’ OCA DEL CAIRO’

"The first performance in England of Mozart's opera will

take place at the Sadler’s Wells Theatre on Thursday,

May 3oth, at 8.30 p.m., and on Saturday, Junme 1st,

at 2.30 and 8.30 p.m. The musical adaptation is by

Dr. H. F, Redlich. The performance is in aid of the

County of London and the County of Middlesex British
Red Cross Society.
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SACHEVERELL SITWELL

‘Mauretania: Warrior, Man and Woman’, is Mr. Sitwell’s first Oriental
travel book: Morocco, the Sahara, Libya, Tunisia, Leptis Magna, Cyrene,
Alexandria. ‘Wherever he goes,’” says The Times Literary Supplement, ‘he
creates that desire in the reader to have seen what he has seen . . . Travelling
and observing as it falls to the lot of few to travel and observe,’ Finely
illustrated in collotype. Book Society Recommendation. 155. net

I FELL FOR A SAILOR

—and Other Stories: the first collection of tales by a young proletarian
novelist. Equally at home in Scottish back-street or bourgeois family, or even
in Hades, Fred Urquhart does not mince his words for the squeamish, y

7s. 6d. net

GEORGE VILLIERS,

FIRST DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM

Hugh Ross Williamson presents the first authoritative life of James I’s
favourite published since 1860. An entirely new portrait emerges from his
researches, enriched with 85 of Buckingham’s personal letters. With four
collotype plates. . 15s. net
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B. DEW ROBERTS :
This story, its theme the %OUk wurm
%

history of a small squire’s
family in Wales, with scenes
in the gay Dublin of the later
Georggs, is one of the most 9 MUSEUM STREET
distinguished first novels Ww.C.1

CHATTO & WINDUS
have yet published. 8s. net.

Telephone
TeMmple Bar 5935




‘WRITING FOR THE PRESS’

Tu1s publication should be in the hands of all who are considering the
possibilities of writing short articles or stories. It contains much useful
information on this subject—some of its chief contributors being well-
known editors and journalists who are, of course, qualified by their
experience and knowledge to speak with authority. They give many
valuable hints to the new writer and show how wide is the field of
opportunity which awaits the newcomer into the literary sphere.

A large part of “Writing for the Press’ is devoted to a description of
the work of the London School of Journalism, which was founded in
1919 at the instance of the late Lord Northcliffe. It is the only School of
its kind which enjoys the patronage of great newspaper proprietors and -
editors, and has won a unique reputation as an attractive centre of
instruction in story and article writing. Its range of subjects (taught by
correspondence) include:

PROFESSIONAL JOURNALISM FREE-LANCE JOURNALISM
SHORT STORY WRITING POETRY and PROSE WRITING

The School is further distinguished by the fact that all the lessons
comprising the various Courses have been contributed by authors,
editors and journalists of the highest standing, and are not the production
of a single person.

Further, the instruction is entirely in the hands of experienced and
successful journalists, authors, and editors. :

THE PERSONAL METHOD

To these important advantages may be added the special character of
the methods by which the London School of Journalism has assisted so
many hundreds of men and women in all parts of the world to become
regular contributors to the Press and, in many cases, to occupy im-
portant positions on the staffs of newspapers, journals, and magazines
throughout the English-speaking world.

Additional information upon any point will, of course, be gladly given
upon application to the Secretary, and this will involve the inquirer in
no expense or obligation of any kmg The aim of the School is to assist
interested inquirers to discover whéther they possess a latent ability for
literary work which would, with some training, enable them to earn
money by occasional (‘free-lance’) work or to become members of the
editorial staff of a publication.

A free copy of ‘Writing for the Press’ will be sent post free to any
address upon application to

Inquiry Bureau, :
London School of Journalism,
57 Gordon Square, London, W.C.1
: (Mus. 4574)
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COMMENT
S1x numbers of Horizon have now appeared. Six more may
reasonably expect to see the light; let us consider, at this
half-way house, how our policy is shaping. It is a literary
policy, and nothing more, and therefore meets with opposi-
tion from the non-literary, and unsleeping criticism from
those within the ranks. Mr. Priestley, for example, says we
have too much poetry; it is no longer, he claims, a cultural
export, and should be treated as a literary by-product. In
fact, we are inundated with poems, not only by professional
poets, or even amateur ones, but in many cases by people who
have never written a poem before, and yet find it come to
them as naturally as blowing out a paper bag. Poems arrive
on regimental notepaper, or on the shoddy white foolscap
(used only in communicating with their equals!) of our
suave bureaucracy. We have had poems sent from schools
and prisons, and even from large country houses. From
these amateur poets we can learn one important fact.
Poetry is still the natural national form of self-expression,
the one to which we take most readily. It is neither artificial
nor decadent, and as the volume of poetry written would
appear to have increased since the war, so the likelihood
of great poetry being written in this country—which
possesses the language and the emotional reserves necessary
for it—must increase, particularly when it is taken into
account that the poetry of to-day is classless and is no longer
the preserve of the educated and leisured. From the pro-
fessional poets another fact can be learned; that a fascinating
struggle 1s going on between the technicians (the ‘poets’
poets’, the ‘avant garde’) and the traditionalists. It is a
struggle rather between technique and imagination, and
Horizon has tried to give expression to both. Thus, in this
number, we have a long poem by William Rodgers, an
Ulsterman of thirty, which is dependent entirely on its
technique, its inner rhymes, dry assonances, practical images,
all, of course, in their turn proceeding from the solid thought



