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INTRODUCTION

Ray Bradbury considers himself to be a child of his time. He was born Ray Douglas
Bradbury, on August 22, 1920, in Waukegan, Illinois, and began reading, voraciously, at the age

of eight, about the time when Hugo Gernsback’s pulp magazine Amazing Stories first appeared.

He came to maturity just prior to World War I, when the V-1 and V-2 rockets were used against
the British, and began writing at a time when the space age really came full-stride. Since his first

professional sale in 1941, of “Pendulum,” written with Henry Hasse for Super Science Stories,

Bradbury has written and published hundreds of essays, short stories, novels, dramas, operas,
teleplays, poems, and screenplays. Over the course of his career, he has also been interviewed
more than 335 times.

The Bradbury family’s American roots run back 300 years. The early Bradbury
immigrants came from a little community outside London, England, and settled around 1630 in
Salisbury, Massachusetts. Later, members of the family moved to Illinois. Bradbury’s father’s
full name is Leonard Spaulding Bradbury. Ray combined his middle name and his father’s to
create one of his pseudonyms, Douglas Spaulding, also the name of one of his characters.
Bradbury’s great-grandfather in Waukegan was involved in the printing trade, making up small
booklets and doing odd printing jobs, at the same time that he was editor and publisher of two
newspapers. Much of the Bradbury family money was lost by his paternal grandfather’s ill-fated
expeditions, including his desperate enterprises in gold and silver mining, in Canada and
Nevada. Bradbury’s childhood was filled with such stories of family misadventure.

Esther Marie Moberg, Bradbury’s mother, was two when her family migrated to America
from Stockholm, Sweden, as part of the movement of the Swedes to the steel mills in Worcester,

Massachusetts. When steel and iron foundries moved into the vicinity of Chicago, her family



migrated there. In Illinois, Esther met Leonard, and they were married in Waukegan, where
Bradbury and his older brother Leonard were born. Bradbury had another brother, Leonard’s
twin, Samuel, who died in the Asian flu epidemic in 1918, two years before Ray’s birth. This
tragedy was followed by the death of a sister, Elizabeth, in 1927, when Ray was only seven.
Consequently, Esther Bradbury was overcautious in rearing Ray, making him, he readily admits

in a video biography, Ray Bradbury: An American Icon, a “mama’s boy,” who was bottle-fed

until the age of six and spoon-fed until he was 13 or 14 years old. Bradbury did not leave the
nest until he was 27 years old.

The early deaths of these siblings most assuredly contributed to Bradbury’s fascination
with death, one of his major themes. In the 1962 Harvey interview, Bradbury comments on how

he came to see the value of horror films such as Dracula as a way of “making do with death.”

According to Bradbury, Count Dracula is a symbol for death and the unknown, and the stake,
cross, and Bible are symbols used to conquer death. With these sure-fire vampire-extinguishing
symbols, the reader or filmgoer can self-project into the text or film and release his or her tension
about the horror of the unknown, in much the same way that the people of Mexico laugh at death
in its face, in their celebration of El Dia de los Muertos (the Day of the Dead), on which
Bradbury based his 1947 short story “El Dia de Muerte,” the English title for which is “The Day
of Death.”

Bradbury credits two people, his Aunt Neva and his father, for his literary interests. Aunt
Neva—a painter, artist, dress designer, and, above all, a great lover of books, who was only ten
years older than Bradbury—Ilived next door to him in his grandmother’s house when he was a
boy. Bradbury thoroughly enjoyed her company and conversation, at times looking upon her as a

kind of surrogate mother. His natural mother was not particularly interested in literary things,
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and he went to his aunt for artistic stimulation. Of Aunt Neva, Bradbury says that she “helped
bring me up in a world of let’s-pretend, in a world of masks and puppets that she made, in a
world of stages and acting, in a world of special Christmases and Halloweens. It was she who
read me my first fairy tales, she who read Poe aloud to me when | was seven and taught me all
about a fabulous mythological country from which | never quite emerged” (Show).

His father’s reading habits, also, influenced Bradbury. As he informs us in the 1961
recordings in his home by Craig Cunningham, compiled in the unpublished manuscript entitled

The Dogs That Eat Sweet Grass, as the young Bradbury matured, the sight of his father

“constantly sitting in the front room with a book in his hand” served as inspiration (4). Seeing his
father “night after night in the living room, like a statue, saying very little to the family,”
contributed to Bradbury’s picking up books and magazines and reading them throughout his
developmental years. Throughout the interviews in this book, Bradbury is critical of the public
educational system in the United States. He came to reflect, in the 1999 Klein interview, surely
drawing upon his own childhood experiences, that the developmental years, especially
kindergarten and the first grade, demand the attention of anyone who wishes positive reform in
education. “It’s the teachers who have to do the job in kindergarten and first grade. Once you
teach them to read and write, then the students will be curious. But the education system has
failed, and all the money that Washington sends out in the next two years has got to go to local
schools, first grade, and kindergarten. Then we can cure the problem.” Bradbury’s 1999 thinking
had not strayed from his belief expressed nearly two decades earlier, in 1980, that if children do
not know how to read and write certainly by the third grade, then they’re not going to know how
to think—since “the only way that you can learn to think is by knowing how to write”

(Newcomb).
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Films, comics, and books, all stimulations Bradbury loved, have been part of his writing,

beginning with The Hunchback of Notre Dame, starring Lon Chaney, in 1923, when he was a

mere three years old, and The Phantom of the Opera when he was five. These two films set

Bradbury off on a great, life-long love-affair with the cinema. Buck Rogers arrived in
Bradbury’s life at age eight, and he describes himself having “lived in a state of near hysteria
waiting for the comic to slap onto my front porch each night in the evening paper” (Show). With
Buck Rogers came Tarzan and John Carter, Warlord of Mars, by Edgar Rice Burroughs. He
borrowed the Burroughs books from his Uncle Bion, read them numerous times, and virtually
committed them to memory, chapter and verse. Aunt Neva’s huge bookcase next door to him
supplemented Bradbury’s Burroughs readings with Lyman Frank Baum’s “Oz” books, so that,
between these two libraries, Bradbury reminisces, “Long before | went to the regular library, |
picked up on those elements of fantasy which I think influenced me and changed my life” (Dorf).
Later on, he prowled the Waukegan Town Library for new volumes of Jules VVerne, Robert Louis
Stevenson, and H. G. Wells. Says Bradbury, “The library was the greenhouse in which I, a very
strange plant indeed, grew up, exploding with seeds” (Show).

The young Bradbury kept moving from excitement to excitement. When Blackstone the
Magician came to town, “that was incredible, too,” says Bradbury, “I could hardly wait. 1’d just
go right out of my head waiting for Blackstone to show up. So all of that energy and passion and
madness went right into my writing when | began to do it at the age of twelve” (Dorf). Bradbury
decided to become a magician, at the age of ten, after Blackstone gave him his first live rabbit.
The young Bradbury’s meeting with Mr. Electrico was also inspirational. This meeting is

recounted in the video biography, Ray Bradbury: An American Icon. When he was 12, he

attended Mr. Electrico’s performance when the Dill Brothers Combined Shows set up their tents
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just outside Waukegan. With a charged sword, Mr. Electrico reached out and touched the boy
Bradbury on both shoulders and then on his nose, and commanded him to “Live forever!” The
following day, the enthralled Ray returned and met Mr. Electrico in his uncharged state, who
revealed to Bradbury the behind-the-scenes mysteries of the carnival, introducing him to some of
the carnival figures, such as the strong man and the fat woman. Then he told the boy they had
had a memorable meeting in a previous incarnation, in the battle of the Ardennes forest, in
France. Bradbury’s extraordinary encounter with Mr. Electrico and his consequent insider’s
glimpse into carnival life loom large in his short stories such as “The Black Ferris,” first
published by Weird Tales in 1948, and “The Illustrated Man,” released two years later, as well as

his popular 1962 novel Something Wicked This Way Comes. For example, in the first of these

works, the slick carnival man, Mr. Cooger, appears, dressed in sharp, bright clothes, a lapel
carnation, hair greased with oil, a brown derby on his head.

Bradbury’s inspiration to be a writer solidified at age 12, when he began writing his first
stories by hand on butcher paper. He was determined that his first “book” should be a sequel to a
Mars volume by Burroughs. Bradbury’s young talents not only included burgeoning writing
skills, but also his thespian interests in performing magic shows and reading comics to children
over radio air waves on Saturdays. Thus, Bradbury fused his passion for magic and comics and
drama, which still flourishes. John J. McLaughlin, theater critic for The Nation, wrote the
following in the January 25, 1965 edition about “The World of Ray Bradbury,” an evening of
three one-act-plays: “The appearance of a theatrical company dedicated to producing his own
work represents more than dabbling in a new literary form for Bradbury. It is a full commitment

to put time, energy and money into the theatre. He spent $20,000 out of his own pocket, gathered



a professional group of actors and stage technicians, and set out to establish a permanent theatre
where his plays can be staged for as long as he cares to write them” (92-93).
Continuing his writing and thespian propensities, at Los Angeles High School Bradbury

studied short story writing under Jennet Johnson whom he describes in the 1964 Show interview

as “a kindly, patient, warm, and very human woman, whose influence must weigh heavy on the
scales [of his development as a writer]. After her, my teachers were all established writers in the
science-fiction field.” At his high school, Bradbury became a scriptwriter, producer, and director

of the school’s Roman Review. During his senior year, he joined the Los Angeles Science

Fiction League, founded in 1935 as a chapter of Gernsback’s Science Fiction League, and he
began friendships with Ray Harryhausen, Forrest J. Ackerman, Robert Heinlein, Hannes Bok,
Jack Williamson, Edmond Hamilton, Henry Kuttner, and Leigh Brackett. The League met in
Clifton’s Cafeteria, where free meals were provided if someone was short of money. Heinlein,
Hamilton, Kuttner and Brackett, at one time or another, worked with Bradbury on refining his
craft. Brackett, particularly, used to meet with him every Sunday afternoon for about four years,
in Santa Monica. Bradbury soon reached the point where he was able to write well enough to
chart his own direction.

In June 1939, when he was nineteen and had saved enough money, Bradbury traveled
four days and nights in a Greyhound bus to the First World Science Fiction Convention, in New
York, where convened the successful writers and editors in the field. On this special trip, he
acted as agent for Hannes Bok, a member of the League, who was also an artist and whose
illustrations Bradbury carried with him. Bradbury showed Bok’s many oil paintings and

illustrations to Weird Tales, Astounding Science Fiction, and similar magazines, and was




directly responsible for selling his friend’s work. Bok continued doing art work for the covers
and interior illustrations for science-fiction magazines in the years following.

This 1939 trip to New York proved pivotal for Bradbury’s professional ambitions.
Beyond the thrill of meeting central figures in the science-fiction field and successfully
promoting his friend Bok’s illustrations, Bradbury was able to further his own writing career,
sharing samples of his short stories and receiving editors’ encouragement to continue writing his
stories. In particular, the editor Walter Bradbury, no relation to Ray, planted the thematic seed

that, eventually, germinated and became The Martian Chronicles. On this same trip, Bradbury

also formed a friendship with Julius Schwartz, who later became his first agent in the pulp field
and was editor at DC comics starting in 1944. When “Julie” read his work for the first time, he
told Bradbury it was not good enough, and he rejected Bradbury as a client. Bradbury was 21
before he presented a short story that met Mr. Schwartz’s standards. “Pendulum,” a collaborative

effort with Henry Hasse, was sold to Super Science Stories and represented Bradbury’s first

move into the pulp field for real money.

Bradbury’s momentous 1939 trip to New York also led to his visiting the New York
World’s Fair, fueling his energies, imagination, and creativity with its exhibits of the future.
Presented to him was a holistic view of a future community, complete with freeways and
cloverleaf intersections, a fabulous concept to behold in that day. This fascination with the future
and technology continued throughout Bradbury’s writing, though, ironically, in his private life
he has historically avoided driving, preferring to ride a bicycle, and has shunned e-mail in favor
of more human, hand-written letters. Bradbury’s rapture with things future is manifest in his
involvement in city planning, including his participation in the development of Disney World’s

Experimental Community of Tomorrow (EPCOT) and Horton Plaza in San Diego. Bradbury’s

Xi



penchant for urban planning, which is a prevalent concern for him throughout his interviews,
was framed by his philosophy to be part of the solution, not part of the problem. He perceives the
active leadership role of the corporate world, such as Walt Disney, in the development of ideal
cities, as the panacea for urban ills: “[T]he failure of cities is the failure of chambers of
commerce and the failure of the mayors and the city councils who don’t understand what cities
are,” he believes. “They’re in for political power, they’re not in to recreate the city, and make it
better for everyone. So my dream has been, if they won’t do it, some sort of corporate effort has
to do it” (Couteau). This remedy-focused philosophical bent attracted Bradbury to the problem-
solving genre of science-fiction.

Unfortunately, amid the grand promises of what the world could be, within the next few
months after his 1939 New York trip, the United States was plunged into World War I1. Poor
eyesight kept Bradbury from the front lines, but his writing appeared in the major pulp

magazines of the period: Weird Tales, Famous Fantastic Mysteries, Thrilling Wonder Stories,

Planet Stories, Super Science Stories, Detective Book Magazine, New Detective Magazine,

Dime Mystery Magazine, and Astounding Science Fiction. The pulp press is not without merit,

he avowed to the Show interviewer: “Long before mass media began publishing or broadcasting

material on the color problem, science-fiction acted out such problems in the pulp magazines. |
wrote a story in which the Negroes picked up and went off to Mars, leaving the entire South in
the lurch, way back in 1949.”

A major milestone occurred in Bradbury’s writing in 1943, when he wrote “The Lake,”
which he considered to be his first story of literary value. It recorded a disturbing incident from
his childhood, when he built sand castles with a little girl on the shore of a lake. She had gone for

a swim and had never returned. He trusted his subconscious and allowed his emotions to write
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the story, and, as a result, was able, at least partially, to purge from his system a demon that had
long haunted him, the memory of her death. Bradbury has relied on his muse ever since, and he
advises those who wish to be writers to follow their emotions, rather than economics. He
discourages writers from being directed by profit, because “The cleansing process, the
therapeutic process that should be going on between the writer and his typewriter, or his pen and
ink, is cut across, then, by this commercial function. And he begins to lie. And as soon as he
begins to lie in his work, it becomes noncreative, nontherapeutic to himself, and nontherapeutic
to anyone that reads him” (Harvey). Paradoxically, Bradbury has become one of the most
financially successful writers in America, sometimes by repackaging his works in different
collections for redistribution.

Two events in 1947 proved monumental for Mr. Bradbury. He married Marguerite
“Maggie” McClure and became a client of literary agent Don Congdon. Both relationships have
persevered to this day. Overall, during the *40s, five of Bradbury’s stories brought him critical
acclaim. “The Big Black and White Game,” “Powerhouse,” “The Meadow,” “I See You Never,”
and “Homecoming,” were selected for prestigious awards. The latter became the nucleus of his

1998 novel From the Dust Returned. In John C. Tibbetts’ March 20, 1991 published interview of

Bradbury for The Christian Science Monitor, which, regrettably, does not appear in this

collection, Ray recalled how his story “Homecoming,” was sold in the slick magazine market.

Mademoiselle and Vogue “were women’s magazines with fine story editors who published work

by Katherine Anne Porter, Carson McCullers, and Eudora Welty,” he remembered. “A young
assistant at Mademoiselle found one of my stories in the *slush pile.” It was about a family of

vampires, called ‘The Homecoming.” He gave it to the story editor and said, *...you must publish

Xiii



this!” That young man was Truman Capote, and Mademoiselle ended up changing the whole
magazine to fit the story!” (17)

If the decade of the *40s solidified Bradbury’s reputation in the pulp tradition, with a
scattering of prize-winning, non-pulp short stories, then the changeover into the *50s introduced

Bradbury to the major slick magazines. His work appeared in Senior Scholastic, Maclean’s,

Esquire, The Saturday Evening Post, Argosy, Charm, Life, and Playboy. Approaching the *50s,

Bradbury’s short works made the transition to hardcovers and paperbacks, as compilations. His
first hardcover collection, Dark Carnival, was published in 1947. The 1950 publication of The

Martian Chronicles, a collection of short stories with the common thread of planet Mars

accounts, which shed light on contemporary issues, established Bradbury’s reputation in the
sophisticated, speculative fiction field.
The literary critic Christopher Isherwood rendered the first major review of a Bradbury

work when he critiqued The Martian Chronicles in Tomorrow magazine. Isherwood’s analysis

placed Bradbury more in the fantasy tradition, one of Poe’s genres, than in the science-fiction
field. Bradbury admits, “I’m not a science-fiction writer. I’ve only written one book that’s

science-fiction, and that’s Fahrenheit 451. All the others are fantasy.” Bradbury is careful to

differentiate between the two: “Fantasies are things that can’t happen, and science-fiction is
about things that can happen” (Klein). Bradbury agrees with the critics’ charge that he relies too
much on fantasy and not enough on science to be labeled a science-fiction writer. He says in his
1996 Playboy interview with Kelley, “I use a scientific idea as a platform to leap into the air and
never come back. This keeps them angry at me. They still begrudge my putting an atmosphere

on Mars in The Martian Chronicles more than 40 years ago.” As evidence of this grudge by

readers, Juliet Grimsley’s essay in the December 1970 English Journal cites a student’s response
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to Bradbury’s Mars: “When an author can make his reader believe his story, | feel he is then a
good writer. Ray Bradbury did this to me, and it makes me a bit angry to think | believed his
‘fakey’ story without any question” (1239).

Many critics point to Bradbury’s prose collections of the *50s as among his best. The

Illustrated Man was published in 1951, and, like The Martian Chronicles, it is a collection of

short stories linked by a framing device, a tattooed man whose illustrations come alive to tell
their stories. In 1953, Bradbury’s most influential and widely read work on censorship was

published, Fahrenheit 451, a revision and expansion of his 56-page novella, “The Fireman,”

which first appeared in Galaxy. Fahrenheit was sold to Hugh Hefner’s new magazine, Playboy,

in three installments. In the May 1954 edition of Playboy, readers’ reactions to the Fahrenheit
installments, in “Dear Playboy,” varied from “I’ve read a lot of stories in my day but this one is
the worst. It stinks!” to “Ray has been a good friend for a number of years and gifted me with the
original manuscript to F.451 a few months back. At that time | termed it a classic in the field and
upon re-reading the first installment in your magazine my opinion seems justified.” That
accolade was made by William F. Nolan, whose interview with Bradbury is included in this
collection. Playboy continued to publish Bradbury’s fiction, essays, and poetry, throughout his
career. The 1996 Playboy interview, which is also part of this collection, is considered one of
Bradbury’s most important.

Fahrenheit 451 is the quintessential fictional masterpiece on censorship and is discussed

numerous times in Bradbury’s interviews. Even though he abhors censorship, which he defines
as “when government controls things, and you cannot publish or sell or find in a library the
books that you want” (Glasior), Bradbury paradoxically believes government may and should

use discretion in selecting the art it wishes to fund, without being considered tyrannous:
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“[Government is] just saying that they’re funding you just as a gallery does; a gallery has the
right to choose what it wants to hang on its walls. That’s not censorship—that’s selectivity”
(Albright).

As special interest groups and political correctness gained influence, Bradbury came to
view these forces as just as menacing as despotism and its effect upon the malleable masses, and
he expanded his views on censorship. “So whereas back then [the early *50s] | wrote about the
tyranny of the majority, today 1’d combine that with the tyranny of the minorities. These days,
you have to be careful of both. They both want to control you” (Kelley). “If we listened to all
these groups then we wouldn’t have anything to read or anything to look at. It’s okay for them to
speak up, but you don’t have to listen to them ’cause if we censor all the things the gays want
changed and all the women’s lib things changed and all the Jewish groups want changed and all
the Catholic groups, after a while you have empty shells” (Albright). Despite Bradbury’s
characteristic free discourse on politics and his obvious poverty of self-censorship in expressing
his viewpoints that are unapologetically politically incorrect, from my recent conversations with
the author it was quite apparent that my political questions rattled him. He edited them and his
replies out of my combined interviews with him as they appear in the University Press of
Mississippi collection. My two unedited interviews with Bradbury, including our discussion of
political topics, appear in this dissertation.

Bradbury’s output for the rest of the ’50s included The Golden Apples of the Sun and

The October Country, both published in 1953, the latter containing many of the stories from

Dark Carnival, with some additions, and A Medicine for Melancholy, released in 1959. Each of

these volumes gathered stories written from 1945 to 1959. He also produced his semi-

autobiographical novel, Dandelion Wine, in 1957, which contains many previously published
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individual short stories. In his review of Dandelion Wine, literary critic Robert O. Bowen

commented in the September 7, 1957 issue of The Saturday Review that, “No other writer since

Mark Twain has caught the vitality and innocence of small-town American youth with as fine
and mature perception as Ray Bradbury’s” (18). The Apollo 15 crew named a section of the
moon Dandelion Crater in 1971, after the title of this Bradbury novel.

Bradbury’s work in Ireland in 1954 crafting the screenplay for John Huston’s film Moby
Dick established him as a permanent fixture in Hollywood. Moby Dick set a conspicuous
precedent for Bradbury’s presence in television, cinema, and stage, and, no doubt, contributed to
his becoming one of the most financially successful American writers by 1958. In addition to his
works appearing on all the major networks—ABC, CBS, NBC, BBC, and PBS—65 of his

teleplays for The Ray Bradbury Theater were produced for Home Box Office (HBO) and USA

Network from 1985 through 1992. HBO viewers tuned into Bradbury’s familiar description of
the genesis of his ideas: “People ask “Where do you get your ideas?” Well, right here [pointing to
his cluttered *“office” that brings to mind the “fabled attic or basement storehouse” he uses as a

metaphor for the source of his Dandelion Wine, in his 1964 Show interview]. All this is my

Martian landscape. Somewhere in this room is an African veldt. Just beyond, perhaps, is a small
Illinois town where | grew up. And I’m surrounded on every side by my magician’s toy shop. I’ll
never starve here. | just look around, find what I need, and begin. I’m Ray Bradbury, and this is
‘The Ray Bradbury Theater.” Well, then, right now what shall it be? Out of all this, what do |
choose to make a story? | never know where the next one will take me. The trip—exactly one
half exhilaration, exactly one half terror.”

In 1961, Bradbury composed the voice-over narration for the movie King of Kings. The

following year saw the release of Icarus Montgolfier Wright, an 18-minute animated film, the
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story of which was Bradbury-imagined and the writing of which was shared by Bradbury and
George C. Johnson. The film was nominated for an Academy Award as the best animated short
subject of the year, and received a Golden Eagle Film Award. Bradbury’s first collection of

drama, The Anthem Sprinters and Other Antics, appeared in 1963, and Director Frangois

Truffaut’s film adaptation of Fahrenheit 451 was released in 1966.

Though predictably critical of film versions of his works, Bradbury said of Truffaut’s
rendering, in his 1972 interview with Kunert: “I thought Francois Truffaut did a fine job with

Fahrenheit 451. | loved the adventure, the chase, the way he handled his actors.” According to

Bradbury, the film improves with multiple viewings: “There are many fine little throwaway
items that one often misses on the first viewing. Truffaut probably didn’t have the city congested
with people, for example, because he wanted to suggest that everyone was inside—watching
television.” Bradbury regards many of the film’s scenes as poignant: “For example, the first
night that Montag reads a book, sitting by the television set, and using the light from the set to
read is a great touch. That isn’t even in my book. And the careful articulation of the words from
Dickens, running his finger over every word, stumbling. This is a great scene.” Bradbury
counted the conclusion of the film among the most beautiful in the history of film: “[T]hese
people at the ending of the film only articulate as walking metaphors what we are as people.
Each of us has some part of some book in our heads. Some of us have good memories. Some of
us have poor memories. But we all have memories of a book and how it changed our lives. So to
me, that ending is beautiful. It’s a lovely movie. It’s a haunting movie.”

Beyond his contributions to television, cinema, and drama, the *60s also saw the

publication in 1962 of Bradbury’s novel Something Wicked This Way Comes, subsequently

popularized in film by Walt Disney Studios in 1983, which included many autobiographical
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episodes. Its 13-year-old Will Halloway is essentially Douglas Spaulding from Dandelion Wine,

who is also Bradbury. Other than this new work, Bradbury’s remaining works of fiction
published during the *60s were largely repackaging of previously written and compiled material,

including R is for Rocket, The Machineries of Joy, The Vintage Bradbury, S is for Space, and

Twice 22, published from 1962 through 1966. Of The Machineries of Joy, literary critic Martin

Levin writes in the February 16, 1964 The New York Times’ Reader’s Report: “Mr. Bradbury is

a smooth pitchman for his versatile collection, luring you into each story with a well-thrown
narrative hook, and then confronting you with whatever exhibit takes his fancy” (38). The *60s

culminated in a 1969 collection of new Bradbury fiction, | Sing the Body Electric!.

The nation’s successes in its space program in the late *60s caused Bradbury to shift from
thinking about space as a concept to thinking about it as a definite reality, and to ponder the
theological implications of such “blasphemies,” which he welcomed. “[W]e are refashioning
God into a new image so that He will stay conveniently out of the way. So that we can get the
work done of going into space, of landing on God’s moon, of landing on God’s Mars, and going
places where, a hundred years ago if we had tried to go there, we would have been burned at the
stake for doing the job” (Berton). Bradbury believes in the divinity of man, and not the
anthropomorphic God: “Man is a fusion of the human and the divine. | believe that the flesh of
man contains the very soul of God, that we are, finally, irrevocably and responsibly, God
Himself incarnate, that we shall carry this seed of God into space” (Nolan). In response to
William B. Allen’s query regarding whether “one finds much of Walt Whitman or Ralph Waldo
Emerson in Bradbury,” Ray admits, “Not too much. | read Emerson so many years ago that |
can’t really say that he rubbed off that much. Little of Whitman, and | was very young. But

Whitman could have come to me through other people; people like Norman Corwin or Thomas
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Wolfe. I’m not sure how much Whitman Thomas Wolfe read; but there are echoes. Emerson
could have come to me through other people too. But if | really listed influences, I don’t think |
would put them on the list anywhere.”

There was little new Bradbury fiction in the *70s and ’80s. Instead, Bradbury turned his

energy towards publishing poetry—When Elephants Last in the Dooryard Bloomed, Where

Robot Mice and Robot Men Run Round in Robot Towns, The Haunted Computer and the

Android Pope, and The Complete Poems of Ray Bradbury, released from 1973 through 1982.

During this period, drama also received more of his attention. Madrigals for the Space Age,

Pillar of Fire, Dandelion Wine, Leviathan *99 and The Martian Chronicles were all theatrically

presented from 1973 through 1976, and Pillar of Fire and Other Plays for Today, Tomorrow, and

Beyond Tomorrow came to print in 1975.

The three Bradbury short-story collections released in the *70s and ’80s, Long After

Midnight, The Stories of Ray Bradbury, and The Toynbee Convector, published from 1976

through 1988, gather the stories Bradbury wrote from 1943 through the ’80s. | asked Bradbury to

discuss “The Better Part of Wisdom,” one of his stories from Long After Midnight, in my

interview with him. His response to me affirms Ralph A. Sperry’s comment in his December
1976 Best Sellers book review of the collection that that particular story, “the most sensitive,
most restrained, most graceful treatment of homosexuality I’ve ever read, ought to be required
reading for all gay writers.” The critic Orson Scott Card, writing in the November 2, 1980 The

Washington Post Book World, said concerning The Stories of Ray Bradbury: “It is not the

characters he expects you to identify with. Rather, he means to capture you in his own voice,

expects you to see through his eyes. And his eyes see, not the cliché plot, but the whole meaning
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of the events; not the scenes or the individual people, but yourself and your own fears and your
own family and the answer, at last, to the isolation that had seemed inevitable to you” (5).
Bradbury delved into the crime and detective genre early in his writing career, and these

stories were collected in A Memory of Murder, released in 1984. In 1985, he published a second

work within this genre, Death is a Lonely Business. Set in 1949 Venice, California, this work

contains many autobiographical dimensions. Bradbury admits that the crazy kid in the novel is a
portrayal of Bradbury himself as a struggling writer for pulp magazines: “Events in my past life
are in there, some people that | knew” (Couteau). The November 3, 1985 review of the book in

The Washington Post Book World focuses on Ray’s romantic style: “Ray Bradbury’s writing

remains as rich and ripe as ever,” Ross Thomas writes. “When describing a woman he has his
Young Writer hero think of her as being “a lovely chess game carved and set in a store window
when you were a kid. She has a freshly built girl’s gym, with only the faintest scent of the noon
tennis dust that clings to golden thighs.”” The book is dedicated to the memory of “hard-boiled”
writers Raymond Chandler, Dashiell Hammett, James M. Cain, and Ross Macdonald, among
others.

The sequel to Death is a Lonely Business, A Graveyard for Lunatics, came about because

of an incident in Bradbury’s life, when he sailed to Europe and observed a man for four or five
days with a horribly disfigured face. He began to write the book with the plot revolving around
the man with the ruined face. The work is critical of the film industry for such things as control
over the writer’s material, because “once you sell those things to the studio, they can do anything
with it that they want.” The industry’s use of gratuitous profanity also perturbs Bradbury: “It all

started with Saturday Night Fever about 20 years ago. In the very first scene, the guys drive up

and call him [one of the film’s characters] a ‘“fuckhead.” That’s the point where | got up and left
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the theater with my wife. | said, ‘I don’t need that™” (Klein). Let’s All Kill Constance,

Bradbury’s 2002 novel, is the latest in this series. As Bradbury explains in his 1998 interview
with Jason Marchi preceding the publication of this work, Constance has “been in my first two
murder mysteries, and | killed her off in the first one. As | was revising that first murder mystery
she came back and knocked on the door and said, ‘I refuse to stay dead. Put me back in.” So | put
her back in and now she’s in three books.” His murder mystery characters are representative
paranoids, schizophrenics, neurotics, and perverts—all representative of the underbelly of mass
culture.

Over the last decade, beyond his late murder mysteries already mentioned, Bradbury has

added two novels to his credit—Green Shadows, White Whale (1992), a mosaic of his

experiences in Ireland while working on the Moby Dick screenplay for John Huston, and From

the Dust Returned, a tapestry of exploits by the ghouls of his imagination, published in 1998.

The Elliott family, featured in the latter novel, is based on Ray’s childhood memories of his Aunt
Neva; his favorite Swedish uncle, Einar; and his grandmother. The individual characters in the
Elliott family threesome appear elsewhere in previously published short stories. Three short

story collections have also emerged, published from 1996 through 2002—Quicker than the Eye,

Driving Blind, and One More for the Road, compilations of stories written from 1947 through

2001. Publishers Weekly said of the 21 stories in Driving Blind: “Despite bizarre actions and

abstract twists, all are grounded in the everyday. Here are sketches, vignettes, strange tales,
colorful anecdotes, little tragedies, hilarious lies and metaphysics too” (72). Hanna-Barbera

Studios’” animated version of Bradbury’s The Halloween Tree earned an Emmy in 1993, and

Walt Disney Studios released his The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit on video, in 1998. Bradbury

wrote the screenplay for this movie and considers it “the best film I’ve ever made, and there’s

xXii



not one curse in the whole film. And it’s about people who could very easily curse, you see? But
you don’t need those swear words” (Klein).

At 83, Mr. Bradbury continues to work from his wheelchair, his post-stroke command
center. In a May 7, 2002, communication to me, he reminded me of his circumstances: “During
the last two-and-a-half-years, I’ve been recovering from a stroke. Not long ago | went
completely blind in my left eye and my right eye is behaving poorly. I’ve had to learn to write
again and to speak clearly, and there are many other medical problems that have occurred in
recent months.” At the time of my interview with Mr. Bradbury, he was awaiting the release of
the remaking of his short story “A Sound of Thunder,” in production in Prague, and other
Hollywood projects. His plays continue to be presented on the stage.

For all of his literary merit, of all the accolades Bradbury has received over his illustrious
career, most notably the Nebula Grandmaster Award for his lifetime achievements, and the
National Book Foundation’s 2000 Medal for Distinguished Contribution to American Letters,
Bradbury would best like to be remembered as a Teller of Tales. In his own words, spoken in his
1964 Show interview, he sends himself “on a journey back through the ages in a time machine.
Arriving in Baghdad | would walk through the marketplace and turn down a street where sit the
old men who are the tellers of tales. There, among the young, who listen, and the old who say
aloud, 1 would like to take my place and speak when it is my turn. It is an ancient tradition, a
good one, a lovely one, a fine one. If some boy visits my tomb 100 years from now and writes on
the marble with a crayon: He Was A Teller of Tales, | will be happy. | ask no more name than

that.” And Bradbury has most solidly earned that epigraph.
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1920

1923

1925

1926

1927

1928

1929

1930

1932

1933

1934

1937

CHRONOLOGY

Ray Douglas Bradbury is born [22 August] in Waukegan, Illinois, the third

son of Leonard Spaulding Bradbury and Esther Marie Moberg Bradbury. [Leonard and
Samuel, twin older brothers, were born in 1916; Samuel died in the Asian flu epidemic in
1918.]

As a child of three, sees the film, The Hunchback of Notre Dame, which leaves an
indelible impression, even at this early age.

Discovers The Phantom of the Opera, at age five.

Bradbury’s family, during the Depression, moves from Waukegan to Tucson, Arizona.
Elizabeth, younger sister, is born.

Elizabeth dies of pneumonia. Family returns to Waukegan.
Buck Rogers arrives in Bradbury’s life at age eight, along with Tarzan and John Carter,

Warlord of Mars, by Edgar Rice Burroughs. Simultaneously discovers Hugo Gernsback’s
pulp magazine Amazing Stories.

Becomes acquainted with Lyman Frank Baum’s “Oz” books.

Meets Blackstone the Magician and Mr. Electrico; the young Bradbury is enchanted by
the latter in an encounter with him when the Dill Brothers Combined Shows set up their
tents just outside Waukegan.

First stories written by hand on butcher paper. Family moves to Tucson due to father’s
unemployment. Bradbury discovers Jules Verne. Performs magic shows at Oddfellows
Hall and American Legion. Reads comics to children on Saturdays, on radio station
KGAR.

Family returns to Waukegan.

Bradbury’s Aunt Neva takes him to the World’s Fair in Chicago, and he is enthralled by
the Century of Progress exhibit. Bradbury’s father, a power lineman, having trouble
gaining employment during the Depression, moves his family to Los Angeles.

Becomes scriptwriter, producer, and director of the Roman Review at Los Angeles High
School. Discovers science-fiction fandom. Joins the Los Angeles Science Fiction League,
founded in 1935 as a chapter of Gernsback’s Science Fiction League, and begins
friendships with Ray Harryhausen, Forrest J. Ackerman, Robert Heinlein, Hannes Bok,
Jack Williamson, Edmond Hamilton, and Henry Kuttner.
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1938

1939

1941

1942

1945

1946

1947

1948

1949

1950

First short story, “Hollerbochen’s Dilemma,” published in Imagination!, an amateur
fanzine. Graduates from Los Angeles High School and sells newspapers on Los Angeles
street corners through 1942.

Begins publishing his fanzine, Future Fantasia. Meets Julius [Julie] Schwartz, and they
frequent the New York World’s Fair. Attends the World Science Fiction Convention in
New York. Joins Wilshire Players Guild, Laraine Day’s drama group.

Schwartz becomes Bradbury’s agent, and Bradbury, in collaboration with Henry Hasse,
experiences his first professional sale, “Pendulum,” to Super Science Stories. Attends
Robert Heinlein’s weekly writing classes.

Quits selling newspapers and writes full time. Discovers his writing style in “The Lake.”

Breaks into writing for the “slick” magazines, such as McCall’s. Travels to Mexico to
collect masks for the Los Angeles County Museum. “The Big Black and White Game”
selected for Best American Short Stories.

Leigh Brackett works with Bradbury on his writing techniques. He completes her
“Lorelei of the Red Mist” for Planet Stories. Dramatic radio rendition of “Killer, Come
Back to Me” for Molle Mystery Theatre [ABC].

Many of Bradbury’s early stories, written 1943-7, presented in a collection in his first
book, Dark Carnival. Receives O. Henry Award for “The Homecoming.” Dramatic radio
renditions of “The Meadow” for World Security Workshop [ABC] and “Riabouchinska”
for Suspense [CBS]. Bradbury marries Marguerite McClure [27 September]. Don
Congdon becomes Bradbury’s literary agent.

Receives O. Henry Award for “Powerhouse.” “I See You Never” selected for Best
American Short Stories. “The Meadow” selected for Best One-Act Plays—1947-48.
Dramatic radio renditions of “Summer Night” and “The Screaming Woman” for
Suspense [CBS].

Selected best author of 1949 by National Fantasy Fan Federation. Dramatic radio
renditions of “The Lake” and “The Wind” for Radio City Playhouse [NBC]. First
daughter, Susan, born.

The Martian Chronicles ; [revised as The Silver Locusts in the UK 1951]; a collection of
linked stories, receives rave review by Christopher Isherwood in Tomorrow. “The Great
Fire” selected for Best Humor of 1949-50. “The World the Children Made” selected for
Best Saturday Evening Post Stories. Dramatic radio renditions of “To the Future,” “There
Will Come Soft Rains,” “Zero Hour,” “Mars is Heaven,” “The Martian Chronicles” and
“And the Moon Be Still Bright” for Dimension X [NBC]; “Mars Is Heaven” for Escape
[CBS]; “The Crowd” for Suspense [CBS]; and “The Rocket” for NBC Presents: Short
Story.
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1951

1952

1953

1954

1955

1956

The Illustrated Man, short stories, published. Dramatic radio renditions of “Dwellers in
Silence,” “The Veldt,” “Marionettes, Inc.” and “Kaleidoscope” for Dimension X [NBC];
and “The Earth Men” for Escape [CBS]. Bradbury stories adapted for television by other
writers include “Zero Hour” and “Marionettes, Inc.” for Tales of Tomorrow [ABC];
“Zero Hour”for Light’s Out [NBC]; and “The Man” for Out There [CBS]. Second
daughter, Ramona, born.

“The Other Foot” selected for Best American Short Stories. Edits Timeless Stories for
Today and Tomorrow, anthology. No Man Is An Island, an address delivered by Ray
Bradbury before the Los Angeles Chapter of the National Women’s Committee of
Brandeis University, published. Bradbury stories adapted for television by other writers
include “The Rocket” for CBS Television Workshop and “Summer Night” for Suspense
[CBS].

Fahrenheit 451, novel, The Flying Machine, play, and The Golden Apples of the Sun
[IMustrated by Joseph Mugnaini], short story collection, published. Two popular early
science-fiction films, It Came from Outer Space and The Beast from 20,000 Fathoms, are
loosely based on Bradbury short stories. [Writes extended treatment for 1t Came from
Outer Space, and The Beast from 20,000 Fathoms credits Bradbury’s short story, “The
Fog Horn.”]. Travels to Ireland for six months to work on screenplay for John Huston’s
film version of Moby Dick. Dramatic radio renditions of “Mars Is Heaven” and “The
Whole Town’s Sleeping” for ABC Radio Workshop and *“Zero Hour” for Escape [CBS].

Receives Benjamin Franklin Magazine Award for “Sun and Shadow,” and two other
awards—National Institute of Arts and Letters Award in Literature, and Commonwealth
Club of California Literature Gold Medal Award—for Fahrenheit 451, which is
published in three installments, in Playboy. Bradbury story, “The Black Ferris,” adapted
as series pilot for Sam Goldwyn, Jr.

The October Country [Hlustrated by Joseph Mugnaini], short story collection, and Switch
on the Night [HIustrated by Madeleine Gekiere], juvenile fiction, published. Dramatic
radio renditions of “Zero Hour,” “The Whole Town’s Sleeping” and “Kaleidoscope” for
Suspense [CBS]; and “And the Moon Be Still as Bright,” “Mars Is Heaven,” “The Veldt,”
“Dwellers in Silence,” “To the Future” and “Marionettes, Inc.” for X Minus 1 [NBC].
Bradbury story “Cora and the Great Wide World” adapted for television by other writer
for G.E. Theater [CBS]. Third daughter, Bettina, born.

Receives Boys Club of America Junior Book Award for Switch on the Night, juvenile
fiction. Moby Dick, screenplay by John Huston and Bradbury, released. Edits The Circus
of Dr. Lao and Other Improbable Stories, anthology. Bradbury’s teleplays include
“Shopping for Death,” which is based on his short story “Touched with Fire,” for Alfred
Hitchcock [CBS]; and “The Marked Bullet” for Jane Wyman’s Fireside Theater [NBC].
Dramatic radio renditions of “Hail and Farewell” and “Season of Disbelief” for CBS
Radio Workshop. Bradbury story “And So Died Riabouchinska” adapted for television by
other writer for Alfred Hitchcock [CBS].
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1957

1958

1959

1960

1961

1962

1963

1964

1965

Dandelion Wine, novel, published. Father dies.

Bradbury’s teleplays include “The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit” for Rendezvous [CBS];
“Design For Loving,” based on his short story “Marionettes, Inc.,” for Alfred Hitchcock
[CBS]; and “The Gift” for Steve Canyon [NBC]. “The Day It Rained Forever” selected
for Best American Short Stories. Fourth daughter, Alexandra, born.

Short story collection A Medicine for Melancholy; [revised as The Day It Rained Forever
in the UK]; published. Writes the teleplay “Special Delivery,” which is based on his short
story “Come into My Cellar,” for Alfred Hitchcock [CBS].

Writes teleplay “The Tunnel to Yesterday” for Trouble Shooters [ABC]. Stage
production of “The Meadow” at the Huntington Hartford Theatre in Hollywood,
California.

Composes voice-over narration for the movie King of Kings.

Publishes his novel Something Wicked This Way Comes and his short story collections R
Is for Rocket and The Small Assassin [abridgment of Dark Carnival]. Icarus Montgolfier
Wright, an 18-minute animated film based on a Bradbury concept and co-written by
Bradbury and George C. Johnson, is released. Bradbury writes three teleplays: “The Faith
of Aaron Menefee,” for Alfred Hitchcock [CBS], based on the short story by Stanley
Ellin; “The Jail” for Alcoa Premiere Television [ABC]; and “I Sing the Body Electric!,”
for The Twilight Zone [ABC]. Stage production of “Way in the Middle of the Air” at the
Desilu Gower Studios in Hollywood, California.

First collection of drama, The Anthem Sprinters and Other Antics, which contains “The
Great Collision of Monday Last,” “The First Night of Lent,” “A Clear View of an Irish
Mist,” and “The Anthem Sprinters, The Queen’s Own Evaders,” published. The play
Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow, which is derived from three stories—“A Medicine for
Melancholy,” “The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit,” and “The Pedestrian”—is presented at
Desilu Gower Studios in Hollywood, California. Icarus Montgolfier Wright is nominated
for Academy Award for best animated short subject of the year and receives Golden
Eagle Film Award.

The Machineries of Joy, short story collection, published. The U.S. Government Pavilion
at the New York World’s Fair commissions Bradbury to compose the screenplay
American Journey. Bradbury produces The World of Ray Bradbury, which consists of
“The Veldt,” “The Pedestrian” and “To the Chicago Abyss,” at the Coronet Theater in
Hollywood, California. Bradbury story “The Jar” adapted for television by other writer
for Alfred Hitchcock [CBS].

The Autumn People, Bradbury stories adapted for E.C. Comics by Albert B. Feldstein; A
Device Out of Time: A One-Act Play; and The Vintage Bradbury: Ray Bradbury's Own
Selection of His Best Stories published. The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit, a presentation of
three one-act plays—*“A Device Out of Time,” “The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit,” and
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“The Day It Rained Forever”—produced by Bradbury at the Coronet Theater in
Hollywood, California. The World of Ray Bradbury runs again, this time in New York, at
the Orpheum Theater. “The Other Foot” selected for Fifty Best American Short Stories:
1915-1965. Bradbury receives Mrs. Ann Radcliffe Award from the Count Dracula
Society.

1966 Tomorrow Midnight, Bradbury stories adapted for E.C. Comics by Albert B. Feldstein;
two short story collections, Twice 22—which collects the stories in A Medicine for
Melancholy and The Golden Apples of the Sun—and S Is For Space; and two plays, The
Day It Rained Forever: A Comedy in One Act and The Pedestrian: A Fantasy in One Act,
published. Director Francois Truffaut’s film adaptation of Fahrenheit 451 is released. The
one-hour radio drama, “Leviathan ’99,” is produced by British Broadcasting Company
[BBC]. Bradbury’s mother dies.

1967 Dandelion Wine staged as a full-length musical drama at Lincoln Center, New York. The
Anthem Sprinters, which consists of Bradbury one-act Irish plays—*“The Great Collision
of Monday Last,” “The First Night of Lent,” “A Clear View of an Irish Mist,” and “The
Anthem Sprinters”—is staged at the Beverly Hills Playhouse in California.

1968 Receives Aviation Space Writers Association Award and the Robert S. Ball Memorial
Award for the Life Magazine science article “An Impatient Gulliver above Our Roofs.”
“Leviathan ’99,” the original one-hour radio drama, is broadcast over the BBC in
London, England. Any Friend of Nicholas Nickleby’s Is a Friend of Mine staged at the
Actor’s Studio West in Hollywood, California.

1969 1 Sing the Body Electric!, short story collection, published. Director Jack Smight’s film
version of Bradbury’s The lllustrated Man released. Christus Apollo, cantata, with music
by Jerry Goldsmith and lyrics by Bradbury, is staged at Royce Hall, University of
California, Los Angeles. Any Friend of Nicholas Nickleby’s Is a Friend of Mine is staged
at Rio Hondo College.

1970 *“Mars Is Heaven” selected for the Science Fiction Hall of Fame by the Science Fiction
Writers of America.

1971 Old Ahab’s Friend, and Friend to Noah, Speak His Piece: A Celebration, verse,
published. Panel discussion at California Institute of Technology, with Ray Bradbury,
Bruce Murray, Arthur C. Clarke, Walter Sullivan, and Carl Sagan, published in 1973 as
Mars and the Mind of Man. Bradbury receives Mrs. Ann Radcliffe Award from the
Count Dracula Society.

1972 Madrigals for the Space Age, for mixed chorus and narrator with piano accompaniment,
music by Lalo Schifrin, text by Bradbury; The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit and Other
Plays; and The Halloween Tree [lllustrated by Joseph Mugnaini], juvenile fiction,
published. Dandelion Wine is staged at California State College, Fullerton; and
Leviathan *99, an adaption by Bradbury from his radio play, is performed at Samuel
Goldwyn Studio Stage 9 Theater in Hollywood, California. Receives television
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1973

1974

1975

1976

1977

1978

1979

1980

screenplay credit under the pseudonym Douglas Spaulding, along with Ed Weinberger
[Edwin Boyd], for Picasso Summer, which is based on Bradbury’s “In a Season of Calm
Weather,” written in 1957. The Screaming Woman, a short story adaptation, is the
Universal-ABC Movie of the Week.

When Elephants Last in the Dooryard Bloomed: Celebrations for Almost Any Day in the
Year, verse, and Zen and the Art of Writing and The Joy of Writing: Two Essays,
published. Madrigals for the Space Age, with music by Lalo Schifrin and lyrics by
Bradbury, is presented at Los Angeles Music Center, Dorothy Chandler Pavilion. Pillar
of Fire, which includes “Pillar of Fire,” “Kaleidoscope,” and “The Fog Horn,” is staged
at the Little Theatre, California State College, Fullerton.

That Son of Richard I11: A Birth Announcement, verse, published. Dandelion Wine
produced off-Broadway at the Phoenix Side Show.

Pillar of Fire and Other Plays and Ray Bradbury, short story collection, published.

Long After Midnight, a retrospection collection and World Fantasy Best Collection
nominee [1977], and The Best of Bradbury published. Bradbury’s teleplay “Murderer” is
presented by WGBH-TV, Boston. Three dramatic productions: Leviathan 99 at the
Samuel Goldwyn Studios Stage 9 Theatre; The Martian Chronicles at the Cricket
Theatre, Minneapolis; and Dandelion Wine, adapted for the stage by Peter John Bailey,
in the Kreeger Theater at Arena Stage, Washington, D.C.

Where Robot Mice and Robot Men Run *Round in Robot Towns: New Poems, Both
Light and Dark and Man Dead? Then God Is Slain! [Illustrated by Hans Burkhardt],
verse, published. Receives Lifetime Achievement Award from the World Fantasy
Convention. The Martian Chronicles presented at the Colony Theatre, in Burbank,
California.

The Mummies of Guanajuato, an illustrated version of Bradbury’s story “The Next in
Line,” with photos by Archie Lieberman; and Twin Hieroglyphs That Swim the River
Dust, verse collection, published. The Bike Repairmen: A Poem, designed and printed by
Pall Bohne for the Ray Bradbury Celebration, Oct. 23-31, Twentieth Anniversary of
California State University, published.

The Attic Where the Meadow Greens, verse collection, The Poet Considers His
Resources, poem, The Agueduct: A Martian Chronicle, story, and Beyond 1984: A
Remembrance of Things Future, verse and essays, published. Receives two awards: the
Aviation Space Writers Association Award for an ABC television documentary Infinite
Space: Beyond Apollo and the Best Poet Balrog Award. Receives a D.Litt. from Whittier
College.

The Stories of Ray Bradbury; The Last Circus; & the Electrocution [Illustration by
Joseph Mugnaini], two stories; and The Ghosts of Forever, a large format illustrated book
with an essay, a story, and five poems, published. The television miniseries The Martian
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1981

1982

1983

1984

1985

1986

1987

1988

1989

Chronicles airs on NBC. Presented the Gandolf Award [Grand Master] from the World
Science Fiction Society at the Hugo Award Ceremonies.

The Haunted Computer and the Android Pope, collected verse, and Then Is All Love? It
Is, It Is! [Hlustrated by Scott Fitzgerald], verse, published. Dandelion Wine performed at
the Colony Theatre, in Burbank, California.

The Complete Poems of Ray Bradbury, published. Bradbury co-authors the teleplays
“The Electric Grandmother” [NBC Peacock Theater], “All Summer in a Day” [PBS], and
“The Invisible Boy” [CBS Library: Robbers, Rooftops and Witches]. Receives George
Foster Peabody Award from the University of Georgia, an Emmy nomination from the
Academy of Television Arts and Sciences, and American Film Festival Blue Ribbon
Award for “The Electric Grandmother.”

Dinosaur Tales, juvenile fiction, and The Love Affair, a short story and two poems,
published. Walt Disney Studios’ Something Wicked This Way Comes, with screenplay
by Bradbury.

A Memory of Murder, crime fiction collection, Forever and the Earth: Radio
Dramatization and The Last Good Kiss: A Poem [Illustrated by Hans Burkhardt]
published. Receives Jules Verne Award, and Valentine Davies Award from the Writers
Guild of America, for his cinema work.

Murder mystery, Death Is a Lonely Business, and Long After Ecclesiastes: New Biblical
Texts [Illustrated by D’ Ambrosio], verse, published. Receives Home Box Office [HBO]

Ace Award for Writing a Dramatic Series. HBO produces six television episodes of Ray
Bradbury Theater. Presented Body of Work Award from PEN.

A Device Out of Time [A Device Out of Time: A One-Act Play 1965] published.

Death Has Lost Its Charm For Me, verse; Fever Dream [lllustrated by Darrel Anderson],
juvenile fiction; and The April Witch, The Fog Horn, The Other Foot, and The Veldt [A
Creative Classic series illustrated by Gary Kelley] published. “Walking on Air,” an
original teleplay, released.

The Toynbee Convector, short story collection; and Ray Bradbury’s Falling Upward,
which is first produced in Los Angeles at the Melrose Theatre, published. USA Network
produces 59 episodes of Ray Bradbury Theater, beginning in 1988 and ending in 1992.
Receives Los Angeles Drama Critics Circle Award for The Martian Chronicles.
Nominated for two Bram Stoker Awards: Best Short Story [The Young Thing at the Top
of the Stairs] and Best Collection [The Toynbee Convector].

The Climate of Palettes, verse, published. Receives Nebula Grandmaster Award for his
lifetime achievements.
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1990

1991

1992

1993

1995

1996

1997

1998

1999

2000

2001

2002

2003

Classic Stories 1: Selections From the Golden Apples of the Sun and R Is for Rocket;
Classic Stories 2: Selections From A Medicine for Melancholy and S Is for Space; The
Day It Rained Forever: A New Musical, with music by Bill Whitefield, lyrics by
Bradbury and Whitefield, and additional music and lyrics by Tom Gire; and A Graveyard
for Lunatics, novel, published.

On Stage: A Chrestomathy of His Plays, 10 one-act plays, Yestermorrow: Obvious
Answers to Impossible Futures, essays, and The Smile, juvenile fiction, published.

Green Shadows, White Whale, novel, published.

Switch on the Night [IHlustrated by Leo and Diane Dillon] published. Hanna-Barbera
Studios’” animated version of The Halloween Tree wins an Emmy.

The World of Ray Bradbury performed at the Colony Theatre, in Burbank, California.

Quicker Than The Eye, short story collection, published.

Driving Blind, short story collection, published and nominated for British Fantasy
Society Best Collection and World Fantasy Best Collection awards. With Cat for
Comforter and Dogs Think That Every Day Is Christmas, verse, published.

From the Dust Returned, novel, Ahmed and the Oblivion Machine [Illustrated by Chris
Lane], juvenile fable, and Christus Apollo: Cantata Celebrating the Eighth Day of
Creation and the Promise of the Ninth [Illustrated by D’ Ambrosio] published. Disney’s
The Wonderful Ice Cream Suit, screenplay by Bradbury, is released.

Bradbury suffers a stroke.

Recipient of the National Book Foundation’s 2000 Medal for Distinguished Contribution
to American Letters. Dandelion Wine is performed at the Colony Theatre, in Burbank,
California.

A Chapbook for Burnt-Out Priests, Rabbis, and Ministers, essays, and Ray Bradbury
Collected Short Stories [The Great Author Series], juvenile fiction, published. Dandelion
Wine is performed at the Colony Theatre, in Burbank, California.

One More for the Road, short story collection, I Live By the Invisible: New and Selected
Poems and They Have Not Seen the Stars: The Collected Poetry of Ray Bradbury
published.

Let’s All Kill Constance, novel, and The Best of Ray Bradbury: The Graphic Novel,
comic book, published.
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ABSTRACT

Conversations with Ray Bradbury, edited by Steven Aggelis and published by the
University Press of Mississippi in Spring 2004, is a collection of Ray Bradbury interviews from
1948 to 2002, with the last of these interviews being conducted by the editor. Besides the
interviews, the University Press of Mississippi collection contains an introduction, chronology,
and index.

This dissertation includes and supplements the published work. Although the interviews
in the published collection appear in the hard-copy of the dissertation, along with other
interviews not in the University Press of Mississippi collection, they are excluded from the
electronic copy, due to copyright restrictions. However, the electronic version does contain the
following additional dissertation material: the unabridged introduction; chronology; two
Bradbury interviews by Steven Aggelis, including the published interview and one not
previously released; an annotated bibliography of published interviews with Ray Bradbury that
consists of interviews selected for the collection as well as entries and excerpts from others not
chosen; and an exhaustive bibliography of Bradbury primary and secondary sources, i.e., works
by and about the author and his writings.

The interviews reveal Bradbury’s recurring interest in science, an appeal to and reliance
on emotion versus reason, censorship and tyranny, urban planning, comics and cartoons, death,
education, Hollywood, love or passion as a creative force, magic, outer space, morality, myth,
philosophy, politics, psychology, racial relations, technology, sex, the economy, the future, the
horror genre, films, the media, the use of metaphor, war, writing and writers, religion, and more.
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PREFACE

The interviews in this collection span more than five decades and appear in chronological
order, as they were conducted. Obvious grammatical and spelling errors have been silently
corrected. Bradbury’s responses to interviewers, over the years, are generally consistent and
well-crafted, with some exceptions, such as his recent reticence in discussing political matters.
This uniformity is due, in large part, to repetitive or similar questions being posed and his
typically well-rehearsed responses. Some duplication of questions and answers occurs in the
different interviews, but | have made every effort to cover the gamut, with as little redundancy as
possible. It is impossible to offer all the available interviews in one volume, but | wanted to
assemble the “major,” most representative, and most difficult-to-access interviews.

Most of these interviews appeared in the The University Press of Mississippi’s Spring

2004 publication Conversations with Ray Bradbury, edited by Steven Aggelis, along with an

introduction, chronology, and index. This dissertation supplements the published work by
offering an additional interview of Bradbury by Steven Aggelis not previously released, an
annotated bibliography of published interviews with Ray Bradbury that includes interviews
selected for the collection as well as entries and excerpts from others not chosen, and an
exhaustive bibliography of Bradbury primary and secondary sources, i.e., works by and about
the author and his writings.

A number of people helped me with this project: Ms. Seetha Srinivasan and Walter
Biggins from the University Press of Mississippi; Dr. R. Bruce Bickley, Jr. and Dr. William T.
Lhamon, Jr., members of my doctoral committee, and Dr. Elisabeth Logan, Associate Dean and
Professor of Library and Information Studies, at Florida State University; Margaret J. Kimball,

Stanford University Archivist; Jon Edmondson, Public Services Manager, UCLA Southern



Regional Library Facility; Alva Moore Stevenson, UCLA Oral History Program; Dr. Peter
Schramm, Ashland University; Dr. William B. Allen, Michigan State University; William F.
Nolan, acclaimed author and Bradbury bibliographer; Jason J. Marchi, from the New Century
Cinema Group; Arnold Kunert, retired Communication Arts teacher; Dr. Jonathan Eller, a
Bradbury scholar at the University of Indiana and Purdue University, Indianapolis; Donn

Albright, a professor in Communications at Pratt Institute and author of The Ray Bradbury

Bibliography; and Mr. Shel Dorf, former lettering man on Milton Caniff’s Steve Canyon comic-
strip, who has two interviews with Milton Caniff included in The University Press of

Mississippi’s Conversations with Milton Caniff, edited by R.C. Harvey, and who graciously

served as my ambassador to personally meet and talk with Mr. Bradbury in San Diego. Special
credit is given to my wife, Kitty Jo, and my mother, Zola Belle, for their professional assistance
and continuing support. Last, but not least, | am deeply grateful to Mr. Ray Douglas

Bradbury, who made a personal commitment to my project and also granted me access to Craig

Cunningham’s interview with him entitled The Dogs That Eat Sweet Grass, 1965, maintained by

the University of California Los Angeles Oral History Program. Echoing the words of Mr.
Electrico to the young Ray Bradbury, my wish is that he may “Live forever!” And, indeed, he
will—in the hearts and minds of his readers.

Steven Aggelis
Summer 2003



The Market Is Not the Story:
An Interview with Ray Bradbury

R. Walton Willems/1948

Writers” Markets & Methods, 15.3 (March 1948), pp. 8-9. Reprinted by permission.

Ray Bradbury started writing when he was 12. The stories were sequels to Tarzan—ones he
couldn’t afford to buy. He spent the next nine years learning how to reach a larger audience.

Bradbury, today, still writes stories he would want to read. He doesn’t write for the
money market, for certain magazines, nor for a chosen audience. He writes the best story he can
to sell where it may. Most of his stories are on the fantasy side.

“Most selling writers could produce a story of any type,” Bradbury says, “but the author
who prefers westerns, for instance, can write fine ones with a good deal of sincerity in them.
This is a feeling he could not give a type of story he didn’t like. The sincerity extends to the
reader and improves the story immeasurably.

“Which doesn’t mean there is anything wrong with writing for money, for those who
prefer to do so. The money-writer is writing for a purpose and he’s in some ways on sounder
footing than many a writer who wouldn’t think of writing for money. He knows what his
objective is.”

Bradbury believes the writer must know his objective, must know why he is writing. If
it’s money he wants, and only money, he should admit this to himself and go about finding ways
to make it. But, if, like Bradbury, one considers artistic worth and reputation above all, then this,
too, should be admitted and said author should resign himself to little money but great returns in
reputation until his name is established, whereupon the money will begin appearing as reward
for honest work well done. A goal to reach will bring out individuality and style that would not
develop in a writer trying to fit first one, and then another, market.

He’s got reasons for thinking writers shouldn’t study markets too intensely.

“The writer who slants his material is striving to copy something. He should develop his
own product, should know what it is, and should have some idea of where to sell. But he
shouldn’t be writing the typical X Magazine story. The editor can get that from his regular
writers.”

Not slanting has shown results. A science-fiction story Bradbury wrote, expecting it to
land in a pulp, hit a top Canadian publication at twenty times the pulp price. Reason: He hadn’t
written down for pulp.

“Know what you have to offer. If you don’t think it good don’t submit it. If you think it
your best don’t be afraid of any market.”

Bradbury learned courage in submissions the hard way. Several stories were on file for
three years before he nerved himself to submit them. One, a psychological study of a neurotic
boy with a Christ complex, finally went, and was sold, to Charm. Hardly a likely market. A
vampire story went to Harper’s and stayed there! Another vampire story sold to Mademoiselle.
They were good enough to overcome editorial reluctance to stories so far afield. The vampire
story was so unsuitable to Mademoiselle that the editor changed to a vampire issue to suit the
story!



Again, “I See You Never” was in file for two years before submission. The New Yorker
used it, and, a few weeks ago, it won a place in The Best American Short Stories of 1948.

Readers have found a Bradbury story doesn’t change quality according to the magazine.
The editor knows it is the best Bradbury can do regardless of rates. Giving only of the best is the
surest way, Bradbury feels, for an author to hope to please both editors and readers.

“I don’t know what a typical Bradbury story is,” he admits. “I hope the one I write
tomorrow is better than the one | write today, of course, because | expect the one today to teach
me something more about writing.

“My stories are imaginative because that’s my field. Sincerity is important. It’s hard to
make the reader feel something the author doesn’t...No, I never write down, and I’m not
ashamed of anything I turn out. I make it my best work...1 don’t use pseudonyms, but sometimes
the editors will insist upon one.”

Bradbury reads literature as an aid to writing. “This might sound strange for a writer
whose work has gone mostly to the pulps. Yet, the masters of literature were, first, masters of
telling a story well, and the writer can learn from them. The writer should do his best for the
story, not for the market. His best is to provide entertainment to serve the purpose of the reader.
If the writer has a message it must be secondary.

“The writer should strive for a well paced story, written as well as he can handle it. The
writer’s vocabulary need not be extensive—he shouldn’t throw unusual words at the reader—but
I do believe in using the right word. The reader should be given something more than the basic
meaning by the use of words that are dynamic and colorful, that provide pictures for the reader.

“Every writer must be his character. Describe the character’s reactions, feelings,
sensations—what he smells, and whether, for instance, he feels extreme heat or cold. This brings
the reader closer to the character. This must be done in moderation, though. The character’s
immediate circumstances must be kept in mind and what he is likely to notice taken into
consideration.

“| try to enable the reader to see. Ray Bradbury should never come between reader and
story. | want the reader to be there. The writer’s personality or wit shouldn’t come into the
narration of the story. Flavor, color, humor or slang should come through actions and dialogue of
the characters, not from intruding asides from the author.”

Bradbury finds stories grow best from characters and ideas. The writer who works with
these will create many new stories for each one he writes.

“l get dry spells, of course, but | have some protection against them. | usually take three
to six months to finish a story. But I’m not working on it all that time. | try to keep 28 stories in
process during one year. | carry a story forward when | feel like working on that story. When I’m
not as interested in it as | should be I put it away and work on something for which I can show
some enthusiasm. There is always some story to fit the mood, and of course, with so many
stories going | have the backlog and the momentum to go on when ideas are temporarily scarce.

“I believe the writer should work on something, anything, to be writing. I work five to
eight hours a day, at least five days a week.”

What many writers would consider a finished story often goes back in file for possible
later revision.

“I get the most effective final copy when I’m not too objective about the first draft. | get
words down so the idea is there, and the correct mood and tension. Revision is largely a matter
of cutting to speed the pace and eliminate wordage that might be more important to the author




than to the reader. Being too objective and critical, too analytical on the first draft sometimes
freezes a writer. The writing doesn’t come naturally, but is stiff and awkward—self-conscious.”

Bradbury believes two things should be avoided by the beginning writer. First is
collaboration. Here each writer hopes the other will do the work. Second, stay away from first
person writing. Few stories are not better in the third person, and the writer always using the first
person is working toward a thought-habit hard to break.

“Writers must know human behavior. They should learn how to create a character which
the reader will accept as recognizably human. The writer should study people, naturally, and a
few books on psychology should be read. But don’t let the technical psychological terms enter
your actual writing. Use your knowledge to motivate characters, not to impress the reader.”

It’s always interesting to find what a writer thinks a writer is. “They certainly aren’t
thinkers,” Bradbury said. “They’re not idea men or spreaders of knowledge. Not primarily, at
least. The fiction writer is, first, an emotionalist. Whether he admits it or not. A story is not
successful through logic, or beautiful thinking, or by its appeal to the intellect, though these
elements must be present. It succeeds in its appeal to the readers’ emotions. Many of the best
loved stories are weak in plot and idea, implausible in conception. They are great because they
get under the reader’s skin, causing him to react sympathetically with the characters.”

Bradbury sees nothing complicated about plotting. “I put my character at a turning point
in his life, where he needs something. Then he will almost automatically be in conflict with
someone trying to prevent him from getting it. The story grows from the conflict.

“No, I don’t know any tricks to make writing easy. It’s work and study and
writing...Method? Sit down and write...In addition, I frighten the neighborhood by shouting for
quiet so I can work.”

Bradbury’s idea file is unusual. Instead of filing ideas he writes an opening. The idea is in
use, the mood is set, the story is started and ready to continue at any time.

“Some writers are sure their stories are not considered by the editors,” Bradbury said.
“Personally, I’ve submitted a lot of work to editors who’d never heard of me. Often they bought.
Sometimes stories came back with letters telling why they weren’t buying.”

Bradbury knows discouragement, knows it mustn’t be allowed to get the writer down. He
wrote for four years before submitting his first story, then submitted for five years before selling.
He learned much in this time and success came because he kept going.

He’s found discouragement comes even with steady sales. The writer doesn’t acquire
seniority and the right to an income as does the employee. Each story is a new experience in
writing, and selling must stand on its own.

Bradbury believes short stories are where the fiction writer should learn his trade. The
short story is the easiest to sell, and principles learned here apply to all fields of writing and
dramatic presentation.

He admits he doesn’t plan the future of the story. “Working for the story itself is enough.
I complete it as best I can. If it wins a prize award I’m happy, but a story can’t be a planned prize
winner...”

And when the Hollywood studios come around interested in buying stories which the
writer has almost forgotten about, that just bears out Bradbury’s contention that it’s worthwhile
to put your best in every story.



Sum and Substance:
With Ray Bradbury and Herman Harvey

Herman Harvey/1962

Produced by Joseph Sands, directed by Jim Johnson, and created by Herman Harvey with the
University of Southern California, KNXT Public Affairs. Reprinted by permission. [Transcribed
by Steven Aggelis]

Herman Harvey: In the contemporary world of writing, there is a species which goes by the
name of science-fiction. And whether one argues that such literature is unique to our time or that,
indeed, it is as old as the spoken word, there seems to be little question that among the very
finest examples of such writing are the works of Ray Bradbury. To be certain, Ray Bradbury
writes about rocket ships, about interstellar excursions, and about strange, incredible universes.
But, he does this always within the context of man, of his needs and hopes, his understandable
frailty, and the occasional impressive gesture of heroism. And it was of these that Ray Bradbury
spoke when we met, when he ventured to describe what he had come to see as the “Sum and
Substance.”

There seems to be little question that Ray Bradbury is one of our most creative and
provocative writers. In our characteristically mad rush to attach labels to everything and,
possibly, thereby make life a little more safe, he has been called a science-fiction writer. If there
must be a label, I prefer to think of Ray Bradbury as one of the long line of distinctly gifted
people who once were called the “tellers of tales.” To be sure, on occasion, he uses familiar
ingredients—rocket ships, space travel, incredibly strange worlds—but usually that’s entirely
beside the point. For example, in a story he wrote some years ago called, incidentally, “Way in
the Middle of the Air,” he tells of the Southern Negroes’ growing indignation, of how in a
massive exodus they leave the South, settle on Mars, and Ray Bradbury deftly, perceptively,
incisively sketches the economic chaos which explodes in the South. In a sequel to the story, Ray
Bradbury makes it necessary for what is now a distinctly Caucasian Earth population to leave the
Earth, and to seek refuge and safety on Mars, now, of course, populated by the Negro. What now
develops is one of the most impressive explorations of both human frailty and human
compassion that our literature has to offer.

For well over 20 years, this has been the nature of Ray Bradbury’s writing—writing
which, somehow, consistently addresses itself to matters of the human heart and spirit, of human
dignity, of the love of one’s fellow man, and the joy of simple, unadulterated living. And so
these were the things we talked about when | met with Ray Bradbury. And as we talked, | asked
him what it was that he now saw as meaningful and substantial in his own life, what he would
want to say were he to give words to his own feelings of commitment and value—what for him
represented ingredients which were substantial and enduring.

Ray Bradbury: Well, it’s come to me, fairly late, perhaps, to consider that there are two
honorable professions in this world. And if I could give back to the creative people of the world
the sense | have received from a lifetime of doing and then thinking about it, I would like to say
to the creative people—especially to writers; this is my field after all: *“You are in the same
profession as the doctors of the world.” The doctors cure the bodies, and the aesthetic people



come along, the writers come along, and help to cure the minds. They are working in the same
field as with psychologists and psychiatrists. And if they’re working at the top of their form, if
they’re on good terms with their subconscious, if they’re creating out of a sense of fun and
enjoyment in the world, then they are digging out of themselves things that they can offer to the
world. When these things are offered in this way, they can then help people throughout the world
even as medical people help with their medicines. It’s taken me a long time to believe this. | may
have begun to believe it some years ago, but I couldn’t prove it, and now I’ve begun to observe
ways of proving it, and trying to do this sort of thing with my work.

HH: Doesn’t the creative person realize this?

RB: I think most creative people | have met have a strong sense of inferiority they’re battling all
the time. It’s probably one of the reasons why they went into writing, or painting, or acting to
begin with. So, they come late to maturity in many ways, and they come late to full and
substantial belief in what they’re doing. And it’s taken me until about two years ago to begin to
see the ways we work. For instance, this is the way | line it up. A good story, a good play, a good
film does the following things: that we build a tension toward laughter, and at a given point in a
good play, or a good film, or a good story, we give permission to laugh, and people laugh and
release that tension. In a tragedy, we build a tension all during the drama, or the film, or the story
toward crying, and we then give permission to cry, and people may cry and release that tension.
When it comes to love, if we see a beautiful thing, if we see a beautiful woman, if we’re telling a
love story let’s say, and we have a tension build then for the fruition of this love, we give
permission to love. We give permission for the pursuit and the conquering, and this tension is
relieved. There are many other tensions. We have tensions for violence that build in us as people
in this world. And then we say to people: “You have built such a tension about a given problem
in the world today or in your own life, I give you permission to pick up that greatest of all
villains and throw him off of the building at the end of this work of art and release that tension.
Now, there’s another tension | would like to address myself to. It is not often enough discussed
by creative people, and I think because we’ve ignored it we’ve come to a time in many of our
plays, many of our novels, many of our short stories, where we’ve neglected to observe this
theory of tensions I’m discussing here. And as a result, we’ve wound up being rather sick at
times in the past, in the recent past. And this is the tension, then, of being sick. If we’re going to
write a play about a very unpleasant thing, let us say, if we’re going to tell the worst there is to
tell about human beings—and it must be told; I’m not saying that we shouldn’t do it. But, if we
say to people, “I’m going to tell you such a story, I’m going to write you such a play, or show
you such a film that at the very end you’ll want to be sick,” then we must give permission to
throw up. Now, not to know this is not to know yet another tension and finding ways to release
that tension and allow people to be really ill, very decidedly ill, because only by being ill can we
become well. We know this is a function of all dogs who throw up and then go out into the fields
and eat sweet grass. So, this is one of the things a writer can do. If he knows what he’s doing,
fine. But, he cannot know during the process. | don’t ask him to know during the process. But
before and after, he can examine this piece of work that he has done, and if he decides it is a sick
piece, then he must find ways of relieving this tension he’s given people, rather than to throw
down their throats and cram down into their stomachs a gigantic hairball which stays in their
crop and they can’t deliver forth. We then wind up with a situation similar to the one we have in
newspapers today. In other words, the newspaper functions the same way in most of our
communities today as the artist who does not know how to create, doesn’t know what he’s
creating, or how to go about relaxing tensions. The newspaper is the hairball of our time. And it



creates these tensions. It thrusts them into our mind, and it winds up delivering us into the hands
of a feeling which says, “Life is no damned good. We might as well blow our brains out. We
might as well destroy Russia and ourselves on the same magnificent day.” Well, any time you’re
playing around with a death wish in this way, any time you’re playing around with the dark side
of mankind, with the destructive side of mankind, it behooves you to know what you’re playing
with. Now, the newspapers are irresponsible, except for three or four in this country, and almost
everywhere in the world, because they’re playing upon this tension. They’re increasing this
tension continually. They are the people who are playing Russian roulette, but with us. They
hand us the gun day after day and say, “Put it to your temple and keep pulling the trigger, not
just once but continually.” So, this is, | think, the long way around to my point that you cannot in
your art duplicate the “half function” that is going on in your society, in the newspapers and
other places in your society, where a certain tension is not being relieved. It is up to the artist,
then, to look to that tension and see if he can relieve it, not by playing the Pollyanna, not by
giving happy endings, but by making sure that the sickness is a whole, and that the sickness
finally results in a cleansing by being really sick. And this moves us suddenly into the field, to
help build my point and show you where I’m going with it, of the horror film. I might bring this
up as an example.

A really bad horror film does nothing for nobody. It’s just there; it’s silly. We see them
on TV all the time. We go to the theaters because we expect we’re going to see more than we
wind up with. But here, too, the art form malfunctions by not realizing a good horror film
partakes of philosophy, of religion, of the mystery of life. And then the writer or the creator in
the horror film might say, “What are we trying to do here?” We’re trying to make do with death.
We’re trying to make do with destruction. So, a good mythology like Dracula, it’s a really fine
mythological way of making do with death because what does this story do for us? It holds up
before us a symbol of death and says, “Here’s Count Dracula. Isn’t he magnificent? And he is
going to scare the hell out of you during the next two hours. He is going to represent the
unknowable.” Now, for centuries, our religions, our philosophies have tried to find a way for us
to accept our position on this world. We have various approaches, and various religions, various
philosophies. We have told ourselves ghost stories. We have the Grimm’s fairy tales. All of these
are ways of rearing up before us the unknowable at times, so that we can make do with death.
Well, a horror film then says, “I parade before you a symbol of the unknown. We can’t see death.
It is a part of living. It is a cessation of life, and, therefore, since it is merely a cessation and not a
thing, we have to find a symbol to act it out for us. So, we bring on Count Dracula, and at the
end, then, of a really beautifully made horror film, we have another bit of magic, and we have a
formula. We have a stake, or we have the cross, or we have The Bible, we have some symbolic
thing that we can use to do death in. Then, symbolically, we can release our tension in regard to
the horror of the unknown. And a good horror film allows us, then, to destroy death, and for a
little while be on better terms with the unknown, just as a good parable in The Bible allows us to
do the same thing. Or the good advice of a philosopher friend or a psychiatrist can help us do the
same. We need varying attacks to these tensions on many levels. And to ignore one is to become
a malfunctioning human being. And | believe the reason why I become prouder of writing—I
didn’t start out with this intent at all. | was just having a good time, but I am proud now to see
that in my work and in the work of others I have helped people to cry. | have helped people to
laugh. I have helped people to be violent. | have helped people to be a little sick. And then | have
shown them the way to the fields where the dogs lie themselves down to eat the green grass. So,
it’s a long answer to a very short question. But this is the way | would sum up my life. And |



would hope other writers could finally sum up their lives and look to their writing and see if, first
of all, they’re enjoying themselves in it, and if they are, then they’ll automatically be performing
some of these functions.

HH: There’s a couple of things that intrigue me here, Mr. Bradbury. One, I think, as | listen to
you develop these points, that you may be underlining with a very heavy pencil the fundamental
social responsibility of the author. You are saying to them, are you not?: “Now, look, you have a
responsibility. You should do things in a certain way.” There is a therapeutic value, and | mean
this in a very broad sense, therapy for one’s soul, mind, or whatever. Is this true?

RB: Yes, it’s definitely true, and it becomes political without having to be political. That’s the
good thing about it too. If you’re functioning on all these levels, if you’re releasing all these
tensions, you invariably fall into political spheres. And, especially if you’re working in science-
fiction, let’s say, but you’re not pontificating. You’re automatically carrying out your
responsibility to yourself, first of all, because you’re trying to solve your own problems. And the
sad thing about our culture today, and the one thing | would try to warn people about, if | were
giving advice to young writers, or people moving into any field, is the fact that we have put the
cart before the horse. We’re far more interested in profit. Everyone is out for the fast buck.
Everyone wants a big home and a nice car. And, actually, these should come as rewards for work
well done, later in life. And, as a result, they do work they think will sell in a given field—which
means they begin to act unhealthy in their work. The cleansing process, the therapeutic process
that should be going on between a writer and his typewriter, or his pen and ink, is cut across,
then, by this commercial function. And he begins to lie. And as soon as he begins to lie in his
work, it becomes noncreative, nontherapeutic to himself, and nontherapeutic to anyone that reads
him. There is nothing of value, then, to be taken out for himself or for anyone else.

HH: I wonder how many writers that would be at all intrigued with the prospect of being
referred to, essentially, as a “tension reduction station.”

RB: Well, 1 don’t know. [Laughs.] We shouldn’t try to put too much of a label on this process.
It’s interesting to discuss; it’s interesting to break it down. But, then, as soon as one is finished
with the discussion, the main thing you want to say to people is: “Go and love very much in your
work.” And if you do not love the idea of being alive in this world to begin with, you really can’t
be a very good creative person. That means, love also means, hating in a certain special way.
The greatest artists in the world, men like Goya, loved hating. And there was a delicious quality,
a great sense of fun, in finding the proper enemy and attacking. And out of this passionate thing,
this passionate dedication for the truth as they saw it, to go into battle and destroy kings and
princes, and to make war against war, and to hate poverty. And a man like Dickens came along
and saw London the way it was, and enjoyed hating London the way he saw it, and penning it
down. So, it doesn’t mean just one attitude. And when | say “loving life,” that means loving
everything in it, paying attention to it, knowing it, and daring to put it down, and examining the
dark things in great detail.

HH: The point that occurs to me in all of this is that, again, if one takes this from a general
therapeutic standpoint, one says at one point or another: “This writing or this work is good for
you in the therapeutic context.” I think this also implies that, possibly, some writing is not good
for you. I worry, then, about the censorship implication of keeping one and not the other. The
other thing that intrigues me in this is the possibility that, really, perhaps, tension should be
around and allowed to remain at a level. Perhaps, this is the kind of thing that galvanizes a reader
into action—some kind of final fitting together of material that, perhaps, has not been resolved
successfully.



RB: That’s an excellent point. And there are many stories I’ve written over the years where 1’ve
had to make this very decision. If | want a certain action from my reader, or a reaction, do | get
him to move by relaxing his tension at this point, or by giving it to him and making him keep it?
I’ve used both approaches, and, then, 1’ve used the in-between approach. Sometimes shock is a
fabulous thing. | had a story in Saturday Night Post some years ago, about a boy and girl who
fell under this spell of a television room. And the television room became the mother and father.
And when the real mother and father, seeing that the function of the parents had been taken over
by the room, tried to turn it off, the children killed the parents, using the room to destroy them.
Well, now, this is a very shocking way of ending a story, a very horrible way. But, | called
attention to certain problems going on in our society in such a way that, I think, you’re unable to
forget the story, and, maybe, some days later could relate it to the function of television in your
own life. This is a case where | left the tension at a fairly high level, even though | destroyed the
parents. But, there was no happy ending. There was no relaxation on other levels. And | hope
people went away and thought about it. This problem rises again and again, and | have used
varying solutions. If I wanted people to go off and think about the colored problem in America, |
might want to keep them at the top of their tension. But there are other times, however,
especially in the science-fiction field, especially, I think you have to examine your total society.
Let’s put it this way: We’ve been living for quite a long while now in a state of tension in the
world. And we don’t like it. We don’t like this uneasy peace. But, there’s nothing we can do
about it—that is, insofar as starting a war is concerned. That would relax the tension. It really
would [laughs], in a tremendous way. So, we have to find other outlets. And, with our
newspapers driving us toward suicide continually, it’s a good time for writers to find ways of
solving some of these problems on other levels for the reader, as a countermeasure to what the
newspapers are doing. | don’t believe in a suicidal time that art can be suicidal. It has to be more
constructive. Conversely, in a much more quiet time, it is up to the writer to be a little more
suicidal. In other words, if everything is running too peacefully, then the artist must come along
and shake people up and say: “Bring yourself out of this stupor, for God’s sake, or we’ll destroy
ourselves by inactivity.” So, I think you look at your total time and say: “What is the—how does
the boat ride right now? Do | bail out? Or do I pour a little water into the boat? One or the other.
What kind of irritant should | be?”

HH: | see this from the outside—the view from outside. Might I ask something about, perhaps,
the view from within, as it were? That, indeed, as a craftsman, these are things within your
control—that, indeed, you use them beautifully and admirably, I grant. What happens to you
when you write? What sorts of things, in terms of your own perceptions, your own development,
your own growth—the questions that come to you?

RB: First of all, there is a great sense of elation. | think I’m one of the happiest writers | know,
simply because I’'m always going with my emotions. | write out of my emotions. I write out of
my need to express myself. If | get good and mad at Harper’s Bazaar magazine, let’s say, for one
of their strange issues, with their very odd people from another world—I think it’s published on
Mars, don’t you? [Herman Harvey laughs.], Harper’s Bazaar. I’m quite sure it is, and it’s being
rocketed into us every week here. Or if I’'m particularly delighted with some new discovery or a
relationship, let us say. I just wrote a story I’m very pleased with—I don’t know if it’s going to
sell or not—but I finished it and sent it off. And I did it because | had to do it. | noticed the
resemblance (I lived in Ireland for some time a few years ago.), and | was able to observe the
Irish male and his position in the world, and the fact that he remained unmarried until he was 40,
and lived in the pubs most of the time, or the cinema. And then I brought in a crew of six—a
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very elderly gentleman and five young men in their 20s—from Fire Island. And | had these six
sort of twittering, birdlike males arrive in Ireland, to the despair and dismay of the local
citizenry. And | then compared the Irish male and the male in his bright plumage brought over
from Fire Island, and | did a story which is nothing more than going down the line and proving
they’re almost identical, except in final function. And I don’t know if this story’s going to wind
up in Playboy—I hope it does; it’d be a nice change. But out of a sense of sheer delight at
finding these similarities, | had to make the comparison and write the story. Then, if | get very
mad at something—for instance, you get arrested in parts of L.A. for being a pedestrian; | don’t
like that—and | write a short story about that. If something upsets me with the colored situation,
and | take the Negroes and I put them in rocket ships and send them off to Mars, in a short story,
to rid myself of that tension. So, everything comes right off the top of my mind, and, as a result
of writing, immediately, within the hour after I’m angry, or within the hour after I’m sick at
something, or within the hour after being delighted...I think I’ve kept myself moving and
growing pretty well over the years, with an accumulation of acts of making this gigantic tapestry,
I guess you’d say, of emotions noted and acted upon.

HH: You mentioned the anger in specific fashion. I imagine there are other dimensions of
emotional response that motivate you.

RB: Yes, well, this sort of thing happened to me some years ago. | went to my doctor with a sore
throat, and | said, “Would you look in there? It feels kind of funny all around.” He looked at my
throat, and he says, “Oh, it’s a little red. It’s normal.” He says, “You know what you’re suffering
from?” And I said, “No. What?” He says, “You’re suffering from a bad case of discovery of the
larynx.” [Both laugh.] And I said, “What he’s saying, in other words...he’s saying it’s all
normal.” And | went out of there feeling all of my bones. And he said, “Well, you’ve got all
kinds of bones in your body you’ve never noticed. Maybe you haven’t felt the medulla, or the
bone on the end of your knee, here, the knee cap, that moves around if you get it in a certain
position.” So | went home and immediately wrote a short story about a man who becomes
terrified. Why does he become terrified? Because he discovered that within his flesh he has
imprisoned a baroque symbol of horror, a skeleton. And he becomes terrified of his own skeleton
inside of himself because he’s seen all of these horror films as a child, and skeletons are always
used as symbols of terror. So, | wrote a story—it’s a short story—that’s a competition between
the flesh and the mind of this man and the symbol of death imprisoned within his flesh. And |
sold it to Weird Tales—all as a result of my doctor saying | have discovered my larynx. So, this
is the way | come upon ideas. And I don’t deny them; I act on them immediately.

HH: So it was that | talked with Ray Bradbury, that he spoke of the writer who worked as the
physician, who had the same demanding, unequivocal responsibility, who was sensitive to the
inevitable human tensions and responsibly concerned with providing his culture some
opportunity to deal with them, comfortably and effectively. And | remember that Ray Bradbury
said, “I’m proud that I help people to cry, I help people to laugh, I help people to be violent, |
help people to be a little sick. And then | show them the way to the fields where the dogs lie
themselves down to eat the green grass.” Such was the way that one man in the 20th century
came to view his universe. This man, Ray Bradbury.
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A Portrait of Genius:
Ray Bradbury

Show/1964

Show, 4.11 (December 1964), pp. 52-55, 102-104. Reprinted by permission.

Science-fiction has traveled a popular road from H.G. Wells’s The War of the Worlds, from the
Frankenstein monster era, to the complex, highly successful formula that is today’s science-
fiction. What are the differences between Wells’s stories and, say, yours?

Before | comment on the question, | feel I must argue with the way the question is set up. There
can be no successful formula for writing science-fiction or, for that matter, any kind of fiction.
Any writer who sets out to write by formula turns away from himself, whatever truth he contains
about the world, and any creativity he has to offer. A good writer creates out of need, hunger,
excitement, a high sense of fun, zest, gusto, elation, call it what you will. He lives, or should live,
by his passions. Passion does not allow for formula. The man who takes a Manual of Sex
Instructions to bed should get out of bed immediately; he is in danger of severe malfunction.
Writing and living are one and the same process. Formula endangers any natural process. So,
finally, the best science-fiction is written by those who see something they dislike in our society
and explode on the spot about it.

A good example of this is my story “The Pedestrian.” | have been stopped on numerous
occasions for walking at night, for being a pedestrian. To express my outrage, | wrote a story
about a future world where all walkers in the city, at night, are considered criminal.

As for any difference between Wells’s writings and mine, 1 still feel a great kinship for
his work. There are differences, of course, but we all come from the same moral vineyard where
we worked under the kindly eye of our great-uncle, Jules Verne. | would have to re-read Wells to
spot any large dissimilarities. | regret to say | have not re-read him for 20 years. Verne, on the
other hand, I have re-read much in the past four years and know him to be of an exact and
absolutely similar blood to my own.

Are you a moralist? Are the science-fiction writers of today moralists?

I think I am, above everything, for the question of morality rises again and again with each
machine that we create. As each invention populates the world with itself, new laws must go on
the books to control its direction. While machines are amoral, sometimes the very manner of
their construction, and the power locked into their frame inspires man to lunacy, idiocy or evil.
Some of the greatest liberals of our time are illiberal and demonic in a car. Some of the greatest
conservatives become radical destructionists when they step on the starter and rampage off after
murder. | once asked a class in design at the Art Center in Los Angeles to design a car that
would cause men not to prove their masculinity every time they slung themselves into the bucket
seat. How to induce a man not to use the maniac power engineered into a roadster there indeed is
where morality, design, metal and human ingenuity meet, clash and often end up in destruction.
Perhaps we need to invent a car that trembles more, roars more and makes men feel as if they
were going 80 while only traveling 40. The problem remains unsolved. We must solve it. So too,
architecture is a problem in morality as well as construction. The buildings of the future must be
stages which produce, in their usage, human beings rather than unhappy beasts. This is the stuff
of good science-fiction!!
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As for other science-fiction writers, it seems inescapable, the problem of morality that
immediately arises as soon as a machine pops into the mind of its inventor. Long before the
locomotive crossed the prairies and won the West, the human problems it would cause could
have been anticipated by any writer capable of sitting and thinking on it for an hour. Touch any
science-fiction writer working today and you will, nine times out of ten, touch a moralist._

Why science-fiction stories at all?

Because they are a convenient shorthand symbolic way to write of our huge problems. Smog,
freeways, cars, atom bombs, most of mankind’s trouble these days comes from an abundance of
machinery and an undersupply of imagination applied to that machinery. Science-fiction supplies
the imagination whereby to judge, suggest alternatives and provide seedbeds for future
improvements.

Who is your favorite science-fiction writer? Why?

Jules Verne. Because he was among the first and still remains one of the best—a writer of
imagination, moral fiber and good humor who inspires as he writes. He makes one proud to be a
human being. He sets tests for mankind, dares him to lift himself by his bootstraps. He honors an
old-fashioned virtue: work. He honors the searching mind, the inquiring eye and the capable
hand. He gives rewards for work well done. He is in sum, admirable, and his novels will be
around as long as boys need to become good, kindly and enthusiastic men. In an age which has
often bankrupted its fund of ideals, Verne, from another age, calls out to better goals and warns
man not to worry so much about his relationship with God, but rather to see his kinship with
other men. Would that there were more like him writing today.

Are there any restrictions on the science-fiction writer? Have you the freedom to write what you
want?

No restrictions | can think of. In fact, it is probably the freest field of all. During the McCarthy
reign of terror, 1 wrote a novel titled Fahrenheit 451 which was a direct attack on the kind of
thought-destroying force he represented in the world. Yet few people attacked me for writing an
anti-McCarthy novel. | was able to propagandize without getting myself stoned or pummeled.
Later, the Russians pirated an edition of this same book, which | hear has sold very well in
Russia. Obviously, because it is science-fiction, they haven’t gotten the message that I meant all
kinds of tyrannies anywhere in the world at any time, right, left or middle. So I have been a
subversive force, if you like, in the USSR, while being equally subversive here.

Is there any form of censorship as to what you can or cannot write?

Again, science-fiction is freedom itself. Long before mass media began publishing or
broadcasting material on the color problem, science-fiction acted out such problems in the pulp
magazines. | wrote a story in which the Negroes picked up and went off to Mars, leaving the
entire South in the lurch, way back in 1949. Religious topics, usually verboten, are welcome in
science-fiction magazines. | have written a number of stories about priests traveling in Space,
searching for God or wondering if a Blue Fire-Balloon, encountered on Mars, were human or
merely a hallucinatory light. There is hardly a subject, save sex, that hasn’t appeared in the
science-fiction magazines 20 years before it came into public notice in the larger quality
magazines. And, of course, in the field of politics and philosophy, science-fiction predates all the
mouthings of our present politicos and space-scientist philosophers by anywhere from 20 to 100
years. Every time a government official opens his mouth these days, something from a 1928
issue of Amazing Stories falls out. Today’s astronomical theories, published in learned bulletins,
were acted out in Wonder Stories in 1931.
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Sex, as already indicated, has been the only missing subject. But even here, in recent
years, the science-fiction story has dared tread on toes. Homosexuality as a solution for tensions
of men on five-year rocket journeys has been dramatized not once but on numerous occasions by
several writers. So now the last barriers have fallen, and science-fiction incorporates, even today,
most of the ideas you will never find in McCall’s, The Saturday Evening Post or Good
Housekeeping.

How did you get into science-fiction writing? Are you a frustrated scientist? Were you
influenced by a parent, friend, teacher or other writer?

My aunt Neva helped bring me up in a world of let’s-pretend, in a world of masks and puppets
that she made, in a world of stages and acting, in a world of special Christmases and Halloweens.
It was she who read me my first fairy tales, she who read Poe aloud to me when | was seven and
taught me all about fabulous mythological country from which | never quite emerged. Ten years
older than myself, she was more like an older and loving sister whose art-and-dressmaking
studio | hung about sniffing the watercolors and oil paints. Halloweens, she dabbed me with
makeup, dressed me as a witch or monster and let me scarify at her parties. She took me roller-
skating on autumn nights, in the middle of empty and abandoned concrete streets far out on the
edge of town where the houses had not as yet built themselves up. | went with her to collect
pumpkins and cornshocks out in farmyards far beyond the city limits and helped fill her big old
house with them on October evenings. When | decided to become a magician, at the age of ten,
after Blackstone the Magician gave me my first live rabbit, it was Neva who watched my first
pitiful illusions, who paid enthusiastic attention. Later, she let me watch her create the costumes
for “The Streets of Paris” at the Chicago World’s Fair. And still later, she took me to my first
stage plays. All the worlds of art and imagination flowed to me through Neva, but especially she
put me in touch with October Country, a year packed into a single month, a special climate
which 1 still delight in. If I could have chosen my birthday, Halloween would be it.

Along with Neva’s and Blackstone’s influence, Buck Rogers arrived in my life when |
was eight. I collected, and still have safely put away, every Buck Rogers comic strip from the
year 1928 on up through 1940. With Buck Rogers came Tarzan and John Carter, Warlord of
Mars, by Edgar Rice Burroughs. The Burroughs books, borrowed from my uncle Bion, were
soon read ten times over and memorized, chapter and verse. Simultaneously, | came upon my
first copy of Amazing Stories, the October 1928 issue in which appeared “The World of Giant
Ants” by A. Hyatt Verrill, and where | soon made acquaintance with Jules Verne and H. G.
Wells.

I was exhilarated with their company. When | look back at my childhood I find I lived in
a state of near hysteria waiting for Buck Rogers to slap onto my front porch each night in the
evening paper. | exulted waiting to read the next Tom Swift book. | prowled the Waukegan
Town Library for new volumes of Verne, Stevenson and Wells. The library was the greenhouse
in which I, a very strange plant indeed, grew up, exploding with seeds. When | was 12, | decided
to become a writer. It was inevitable that my first “book” should be a sequel to a Mars volume
by Burroughs.

Looking back now, if | were to point to one outstanding factor in my life, it would be my
irrepressible vitality and hunger for great literary and artistic loves. | died a thousand deaths
waiting over the years while Disney finished his Fantasia. The night after the premiere | saw the
film with Neva. | still remember it as probably the greatest night in my life. | realize how silly
this may sound to some, for | have seen much greater things since—Olivier on the stage in
London, for instance. But it must be remembered, | was 20, and passionate, and the perfect age
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to devour, and keep on devouring and take strength from the feeding. | saw Fantasia 12 times in
as many weeks.

This same hunger and drive has pervaded everything | have ever done. From the age of
15 until I was 28 | saw every movie that was released. | went to films at least four times a week,
which means eight pictures a week! Out of this sublime madness has come the groundwork
knowledge in film-making which has helped me an immense lot writing my screenplays.

Beyond Neva, there was the influence of my short story teacher, Jennet Johnson, at Los
Angeles high school, a kindly, patient, warm and very human woman whose influence must
weigh heavy on the scales. After her, my teachers were all established writers in the science-
fiction field, Leigh Brackett, Henry Hasse, Ross Rocklynne, Jack Williamson, Edmond
Hamilton, Robert Heinlein and Henry Kuttner. They read and criticized scores of my stories over
a seven-year period and encouraged me to keep on. Without their friendship I could not have
continued as | did in the face of constant rejections.
Are you attracted to science-fiction literature because in a sense you are setting up your own
standards, your own world peopled by creatures of your imagination?
Perhaps. And yet, everything considered, and the evidence examined from the answers | gave to
the previous question, | am undoubtedly a Child of My Time. We all are, of course. But | feel
that I have rubbed my nose in machinery oil, rolled in the junkyards with the brute ruins of old
car wrecks, sent in my Cocomalt tin-strip off the one-pound-can to get my Solar Scouts button,
lived, eaten and snorted forth the fine soot of our civilization. My body was born in Waukegan,
but the chemistries of cities have infiltrated that body and influenced that mind in the years
following. Science has raped as well as lovingly seeded our land. We are the natural children of
that seeding and that ungentle rape. This is a science-fictional time. It would seem utter madness,
and literary bankruptcy for me to ignore the moving sidewalk that electrically carries us pell-
mell toward the future. We inhabit the very world I once saw behind glass at the Fair in Chicago
in 1933 and again in New York in 1939. | am attracted, therefore, to my time, not to science-
fiction per se, but rather to the fantastic mechanistic elements that explode, implode and drive
the machineries of our existence. Science-fiction in these circumstances is simple exhalation
after decades of breathing in.
Was Dandelion Wine a nostalgic glimpse into the past, your past?
Yes. It was a rummage through a fabled attic or basement storehouse. One of the unfortunate
aspects of our new Age is that we no longer have attics or basements in which to put away the
Past. | believe the Past is both bad and good, it can both wound and heal. If one goes to it to
suffer, to self-lacerate, of course the junk must go out of the attic into the incinerator. But if it
can be used to instruct so that a man, turning over the fabulous junk in his trunkroom, can feel
like a centipede, | grew this leg that year, and this leg the next and the next leg the year after
that, then a man extends himself in time, and becomes whole. It is good to see all the selves lined
up, mirrored and re-mirrored in all the looking-glasses one can find put away with mothballs,
with antimacassars and studio portraits. A man cannot possibly speak futures, unless he has a
strong sense of the past. Especially a writer must have a place to stash all the trash of his various
exciting lives. Each time he picks up a toy from the age of 12, it becomes a three-dimensional
Rorschach test by which to remember and know himself. | am not saying those were happier
days, they were not. But | am saying those days existed, look at them, know them, see them as
well as you can. With amiable good will accept yourself as fool, dumbbell, clod, murderer,
dreamer, dark shadow and lover of the sun. Man is Paradox. Attics and basements are good filing
cabinets of the Paradox we are and always will be. We are hurricanes and calms, good friends
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and terrible enemies to the world. If I had my way | would insist that high schools teach courses
in Paradox I, Paradox Il, so that students, exulting in Idealism, would not so easily break their
bones when colliding with the reality of their selves.

We in America suffer from a lack of knowledge in our arts of this Paradox. We leave the
handling of what seems insufferable to men like Bernard Shaw in England or Anouilh in France.
We prefer to paint all black or all white. The man who paints all black borrows tortures from the
Past to destroy himself with. The man who paints all white ignores the Past at his own risk, and
so risks destruction by others. Somewhere between sits Man and his Real Nature, multicolored,
very fine and very dangerous.

When attics and cellars got crowded out of architecture by rising costs and inane
builders, some of us, anyway, lost our chance to observe the Paradox in still-life.

So, in writing Dandelion Wine, | was doing more than time-traveling fueled by nostalgia.
I was picking up and putting down objects which represented Noon and Midnight, good and evil,
the vast cry of terror or the easeful sigh of relaxation on a summer evening early. My hope for
the book is that people will wake in the night having heard a sound, themselves, making noise in
their sleep remembering what | have written, and not know if it was a sound of laughing or a
sound of crying which wakened them. Somewhere between, the unnameable thing, is what |
wanted.

Can you pinpoint any incidents in your life that have sharpened your sensitivity as a writer?
Once | might have tried to nail down such incidents, but now I know that all of the incidents in
my life sharpen my sensitivity and, in turn, | try to sharpen my sensitivity so as to be aware of all
the incidents in my life. Not being able to point to a single event, | can only observe that once |
really understood what a writer is up to or should be up to, my sensitivity increased. Once |
really saw that writing and living were identical, that both must be passionate, immediate, | was
well on my way. Life is First Thoughts and Second Thoughts. Animal Man is brimful of First
Thoughts and passions. In order to be human he has taught himself to have Second Thoughts,
which we call Reason. These act upon our First Thoughts and move us toward the humane. We
stifle our Prime Movements in order to survive in Cities and live by Laws. But these Primal
Thoughts must go somewhere, must they not? They do not simply disappear? They are put away
in our subconscious. There they may cause us severe upset, neuroticism, which may break out
into violence or retreat into insanity. Our Arts, it seems to me, must be the immediate receptacle
of our Prime Thoughts, our First Thinking. Then by reading about our First Moves instead of
moving, we give ourselves time to make second motions. We do not have to act out the
forbidden, we can dream it out in our sleep, or in our books.

This is where | argue with those who think there is a great difference between passionate
emotion and thought. Actually, both First Thoughts, which are Passionate and move, and Second
Thoughts, which are Reason and stand still, are thinking. But one electrifies while the other
short-circuits. So we have come by some bad labeling and damning for the passions. All passion
is considered non-thinking, when we know it is indeed immediate first thinking. All passion is
considered bad but we can list millions of times in our lives when our passions served us well,
preserved our skins and gave shelter, that is, love, to our family and friends. The trouble with the
intellectual in our society is he suspects all emotion. So suspecting, he becomes infertile,
incapable of creativity. For creativity can only occur in the reasonable man who has enough wit
to be in motion, that is, be emotional in his art.

Living truth cannot be found by reason. Truth can only be caught in flight, when the
passions detonate us and we surprise our true selves in the middle of the avalanche. After the
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uproar is over we can “think” about what we caught unaware rushing out of our subconscious
onto paper.

So while I cannot pinpoint it, | would say that the days in the one year when | learned to
trust my passion, my emotions, my hungers, my hates, my loves, my first needs, rather than the
blind god reason, was the day | began to write good short stories. In truth, both gods are blind.
Passion blinds itself to Futures by rushing ahead. Reason blinds itself to the Present and has no
life, for self-consciousness destroys all spark, all élan, all chance to be natural. In the light of
Reason, the subconscious shrinks snail-like back into its shell. Look away, pay no mind, give a
shout, a yell, roar into your work and the subconscious on the instant opens out, changes from
snail to lion and breaks down the last remaining bars.

In order to stay sane, we must live both ways, we cannot be all reason or all passion. Our
arts can help us with our jungle needs and lead us around, by a suspenseful, delightful, strange
and relaxing as well as enlivening road, to sweet Reason. But Reason, my God, cannot lead up to
Passion. It does not know the road.

The horse is dead, but let me beat it one last time.

In sum, to Think one must first scare the Subconscious out in the open. By firing the
emotions, by gunshoting the trees, by rifling the bushes and deep weeds, one shatters forth
flights of discovery, of the lost, the hidden and shadowed. You cannot think them forth, they
must be shaken, rattled and banged out into the air. There, perceived, you may capture the
hummingbirds, net the rabbits, mesh the writhing snakes with observed Thought and filed data.
But the night animals will not venture forth if Reason treads heavily. You will stay forever
ignorant of yourself if you plod your oafish dumbweight foot through the underbrush hoping to
find yourself by deep thinking alone. You will wind up a moron clobbered by mere fact and
dumb detail.

Were you a writer of early promise? Is writing an easy thing for you? Has it become simpler
through the years to turn out a successful story?

| started writing at the age of 12. So | was a writer of early unpromise. All my stories from the
age of 12 until | was at least 22 were pretty bad. But by writing every day of my life from the age
of 12 on, | gave myself good habits, | learned my craft and when | had learned it well enough |
began to relax and when | began to relax | began to write well. So, at the age of 22 | wrote my
first excellent short stories, which, compared to other age groups for writers, | guess, makes me a
writer of early promise after all. I knew the day I turned the corner and became a really good
writer. | wrote a short story called “The Lake” in my 22nd year. When | finished it my hair was
standing on end and | was cold all over. I almost wept with joy. For | knew | had trusted my
subconscious and allowed my emotions to write the story for me. “The Lake” is in my collection
The October Country. You can read it now and decide whether, at 22, | had indeed turned that
corner into creativity.

Is writing easy for me? Yes, because it is a true joy. | am totally happy when | am
plunged into the midst of adventures with my characters. | never interfere with my people. I let
them live and in living write the story for me. So that means that in a single day of running with
my characters | can write a complete first draft story. | believe first drafts, like life and living,
must be immediate, quick, passionate. By writing a draft in a day | have a story with a skin
around it.

If one waits overnight to finish a story, quite often the texture one gets the next day is
different. You wind up with two kinds of flesh, one of which will not graft onto the other. Better
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to try for a swift and exciting first draft in one day, than to dawdle along the way and risk being
intellectual about what should be a process as simple and basic as a heartbeat.

As for writing successful stories, | take the word successful to mean successful only in
terms of the story itself: does it have its own life, does it move, does it have feelings, is it an
entirety and a whole? If one can say yes to all these questions, the story is successful. Whether it
sells or not is unimportant. One cannot for a moment think of selling. To do so would again be
an interference. One does not write to make money. One writes to be truly alive.

Are you an early starter or do thoughts and ideas come to you in the night? Do you struggle with
rewriting?

| start whenever my subconscious gives a helluva yell and tells me to get out of the way. Even
so, | keep strict office hours, starting generally at nine every morning, five days a week. If | have
had a good morning, by noon I let myself out for a walk or a workout at the gym. In the
afternoons I rewrite and get out the mail. I am my own secretary, typing all of my manuscripts
and letters. It is dangerous for a writer to have a secretary; he may fall into the bad habit of
allowing her to type his final draft, which could be fatal. My final drafts are always nit-picking
surveys of the manuscript. | look to change one word on each page. When | go through the story
and find that every word is perfect, it goes into the mail. By typing the final draft myself, | make
certain that those last small words get found and changed. The day | stop being this exact about
perfection is the day | stop being a good writer.

So you see, after the emotion comes the calm analysis of what has been done.

If rewriting is necessary, | always rewrite from emotion. If a scene needs to be redone, |
throw out the old one, refuse to look at it and do an entire new scene boldly and in high fever. If
one tried to rewrite as coldly as one analyzed the problem, again one would wind up with two
kinds of fish, one dead and one alive. So rewriting must be an identical process to the original
one that got the story off in the first place.

So it follows I do not struggle with rewriting. I enjoy it as much as my first draft work. It
is the cutting of a story that drives one mad. | usually go through and cut my manuscripts at least
seven times. Cutting is the great art. Leaving out, finally, means as much as putting in. Often a
fine story can be obscured by too many words. Learning how to bring the story to focus by
cutting takes years of practice and careful restraint.

So, you see, | write whenever an idea looms up and knocks me down. If | happen on a
line in a poem which suddenly opens up and becomes ten times life size, | run to my typewriter.
A single line in a Robert Hillyer poem once caused me to write a story within the hour. An essay
by Aldous Huxley mentioned “the little towns across the continental United States where nobody
ever gets off.” Immediately | thought, I wonder what would happen if I let a friendly character of
mine get off a train in such a town?

Somebody says something in a conversation and | explode. Three hours later a first draft
is finished.

I pick up a copy of Harper’s Bazaar, which I think is the funniest magazine published in
America, next to Mad, glance through the Bazaar, looking at the skinny-food-starved and sex-
starved vultures which | take it are women, make a mental note never to go to bed with one,
those cleaver shoulder-blades look like guillotines and those elbows would pierce one’s flesh
immediately, throw down the magazine and go write a story about the invasion of a small
Mexican town by a Bazaar photographer and some of his barracuda models. The result: “Sun and
Shadow,” in my book Golden Apples of the Sun. In it, | have a brave, wise old Mexican
gentleman spoil all the Bazaar photography by stepping into each shot and serenely letting his
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pants drop. The photographer and his skeletons are put to rout. Bravo! say I, and the story is
finished.

Based on everything you’ve said so far, it would seem that the important literary decisions in
your life have been made emotionally and not through what we call reasonable thought...is this
true?

Absolutely. When faced with alternative courses and choices about my future, | always ask my
stomach, not my head, to decide. The head may rationalize a situation, throw up false fronts,
convince one to take a job that is really wrong, but the stomach knows, feels, smells Sickness, if
you are wise enough to pay attention to it.

As an example, a year ago, three groups of film people arrived the same week to bid on
my novel The Martian Chronicles. | spent a day with each group, talking with them, finding out
how they saw my novel as a picture. | then went home and stared not at the brain between my
ears but the stomach beneath my navel. Of it | asked, which group is fairest of them all? Which
will keep me happy, sane and creative, which will make me want to bound out of bed in the
morning yelling to get to work?

My stomach gave its opinion—no, its firm conviction: go with Alan Pakula and Bob
Mulligan, who produced and directed To Kill a Mockingbird. I went to them. | have never been
sorry. It has been a wonderful and creative relationship.

Similarly, 11 years ago, when John Huston asked me if | would like to write the
screenplay of Moby Dick for him, in Ireland, I replied: “I don’t know. I haven’t read the book
yet.” It would have been so simple to just grab the job and run. After all, it isn’t every day one is
offered a chance to work with John Huston and with Melville and with Melville’s greatest work,
Moby Dick, plus a free trip to Europe for the first time in one’s life. Yet | knew | had to make a
decision not on the reputations of the director or novelist, but on what the book had to say to me
as a person. | went home that night, got out my copy of Moby Dick and did the best thing anyone
can do with a book, opened it at just any page one third of the way, one half of the way, two
thirds of the way through. This is what we do in libraries. This is how we find our friends-for-life
on the bookshelves. We recognize our kinship almost immediately with this quick test. By sheer
luck, 1 opened Melville at his chapter on the Spirit Spout, the great spout of the White Whale that
fountained on the mysterious sea at night, a veritable Fountain of Versailles put forth upon the
tides.

I opened the book again and this time found the poetic section of the seas of Brit through
which whales swim slaking their immense thirsts.

Again | came upon the chapter which details the Whiteness of the Whale, the ghost color,
the Arctic tints and hues of the Leviathan monster.

And finally | read Ahab’s monologue on its being a mild day and a mild looking sky and
the wind smelling as if it blew from the shadow of the Andes where the mowers lay down with
their scythes among the cut harvest...

Very simply, then, | knew that Melville was, in that instant, a distant cousin. The right
stuffs flowed in his veins and his work. I turned back to page one and read: “Call me Ishmael.”
The next day | accepted the job from Huston. In sum, I repeat the cliché: the heart has its
reasons. Call it heart or call it stomach, it is the only way for any kind of artist to live.

It appears from your answers so far that you are dead set against any sort of ““slanting’ on the
part of a writer, that is *“*slanting™ or ““contriving’ a story for a certain market or magazine.
Right. There are two ways for a writer to be dishonest in this world. One is to write for the
dollar, for the fast buck. That will insure him against ever knowing or discovering himself in any
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way. The second way is to slant one’s stories toward an intellectual bias. For instance to
cynically observe, this is the Color Year, so | will write a story about the Negro problem, or this
is the year that Kafka is A-OK, so | will write a Kafka-kind story. Or this is the year of lonesco
or Baldwin or Albee, so I will write me an lonesco or Baldwin or Albee type play. This, too, is
the work of liars and cheats, of frauds and mountebanks, to carve one’s work in the likeness of
others, to follow literary or intellectual tastes, to cross your political t’s as others tell you. When
you look to the taste of your time to tell your direction, you are already dead. You might as well
quit then, for you will never be individual, never different, never exciting. Worst of all, you will
come to the end of your life, with your well undug, your secret bones unrattled and your hidden
tongue unspoken. What a shame, what a damned shame that would be._

What are your suggestions to young people interested in writing? Are there rules for them to
follow or should they break away and make their own rules?

Write at least 1000 words a day for ten years. Write at least a short story every week of your life,
or its equivalent in essay form, play form or in the novel. | dare any young writer to write 52
stories that are all bad. They may try to write 52 bad stories, but somewhere along the line, they
will become passion’s plaything. In the midst of their creative elation they will not notice until it
is too late they are writing a good story. Habit is everything. Learning one’s craft is locked into
good habit. Once established, you will not want to break your fascinating schedule. Even the
mistakes will become a kind of game, much fun, for they will be learning. Anyone who is
learning and moving is not failing. No story is a total loss, if we look at it and know that it lost
itself along the way.

As for rules, one must learn grammar and syntax and all the rest. One must imitate, of
course, at the start of one’s career, in order to learn. But always imitate the ones you truly love
and who are like you in some way. Soon enough, you will leave imitation behind, once you feel
secure, and go your own way. Imitation is only bad if it dominates and continues as a mode of
life for a writer.

Do you intend to go on writing science-fiction or are you attracted to other themes, other media?
I do intend to write more science-fiction, yes, for since | strongly believe this is the greatest age
in the history of man to be alive in, I also believe that science-fiction is the greatest literary form
available to express the demands of our age.

Our huge step out into space, to the moon, to Mars and beyond, makes this the greatest
time in all history. Why? Because it is commensurate with that unmarked time in prehistory
when man, disguised, came out of the sea, built himself a spinal cord, reared himself up, swung
in trees, lived in caves and finally named himself Man. The chrysalis time of Man was a great
time. Now he has grown wings of fire to live in the air beyond the earth and in the alien airs of
far worlds in a tremendous new era that will challenge and change, break and put back together
every form of thought and all the ways of doing things as they are done this hour in this year.
The writing must equal the age, or be lost forever. And it is the age of machines, which are ideas
locked into metal and powered with electricity. Man’s philosophies run amuck or amble
humming amiably in his devices. We must write of them. We must write of man fused to his
contraptions and bemused or destroyed by same. At the same time, | hope to write, on occasion,
more books about Ireland where | lived for almost a year, and about Illinois where | grew up.
Whatever seizes me can have me. My mind speaks as it will. | have the good sense to stay dumb
and listen and put down the words.

Finally, if you were to label yourself for readers yet unborn, what sort of label would you like for
yourself, science-fiction writer, fantasist, what?
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Let me answer that by sending myself on a journey back through the ages in a time machine.
Arriving in Baghdad | would walk through the marketplace and turn down a street where sit the
old men who are the tellers of tales. There, among the young, who listen, and the old who say
aloud, 1 would like to take my place and speak when it is my turn. It is an ancient tradition, a
good one, a lovely one, a fine one. If some boy visits my tomb 100 years from now and writes on
the marble with a crayon: He Was A Teller of Tales, I will be happy. I ask no more name than

that.
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Ray Bradbury
Cassandra on a Bicycle

Pierre Berton/1966

In Voices from the Sixties: Twenty-Two Views of a Revolutionary Decade. Garden City, New
York: Doubleday & Company, Inc., 1967, pp. 1-10. Interview, Los Angeles, copyright © 1966,
1967 by Pierre Berton. Reprinted by permission.

“All of yesterday’s blasphemy will be tomorrow’s dicta.”

Bradbury’s fiction, often dark and macabre, deals with machines and speed, two aspects
of the Sixties that he personally detests. Though his tales are often studded with space ships that
hurtle through the void at close to the speed of light, Bradbury himself, living in the world’s most
car-conscious city, has stubbornly refused to learn to drive. How does he get about? On a
bicycle! Naturally, | began our conversation by asking him why.

RAY BRADBURY: Well, it is a little late in the day to change my image. I’m sort of a romantic
myth now, you see, so I’m locked into this thing. Even if | wanted to learn to drive tomorrow, |
wouldn’t dare; it would spoil everything. But, basically and honestly, | grew up during the
depression when nobody could afford to buy a car. I think we had an old ten-dollar Buick. I think
my Dad paid about ten dollars for it. We came west to Los Angeles in *34, and on the way,
coming and going several times from Arizona to Illinois and L.A., | saw enough foolishness on
the highway and enough destruction that by the time I was old enough to drive I didn’t even
think about it. And I haven’t thought about it since. | rarely stop and think to myself: “Why don’t
you drive?” | took a bus here today.

PIERRE: Isn’t it very hard to get a bus in Los Angeles?

RAY BRADBURY: No, | had good luck today. | went to a corner and there was a bus. | almost
fell over! It was unbelievable! If | don’t take the bus, | take my bicycle and I grab cabs. And then
I’m picked up by strangers, which is a lot of fun. Several days ago | was outside the gymnasium
in Beverly Hills waiting for a bus, and a Mercedes-Benz pulled up with a woman in mink, and
she said: “Would you like a ride?” | said, “Yes,” even though | was rather amazed, and | got in
and she drove me several miles to where | wanted to go, and | said: “Why did you pick me up?”
And she said: “You looked very English and very safe.”

PIERRE: I don’t know whether that is flattering or not.

RAY BRADBURY: | know; I don’t want to look safe.

PIERRE: I would have thought in this enormous, sprawling city it would almost be impossible
to get around if you didn’t own an automobile. You don’t find it awkward?

RAY BRADBURY: No, I’ve learned how to take a book with me and relax. When you’re
waiting for a bus you can get a lot of reading done.

PIERRE: Does the sort of thing you’re doing represent a revolt against machines?

RAY BRADBURY : No, but a revolt against the way we are building our city. | would like to
see it replanned and done over, and the automobile eliminated as much as possible. Most of the
major cities of this continent and all over the world are going to outlaw the automobile in the
next forty years. They’re going to have to. We can’t make do with this thing. It’s just destroying
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our cities. The time will come when we will go along and put a bullet in the carburetor of every
second car, which will just be a great day for all of us. We’ll all be free again.

PIERRE: Suppose masked riders go out at night to kill machines?

RAY BRADBURY: Yes, absolutely. 1’d like to do a story on that. It would be great fun.
PIERRE: Do you hate freeways too?

RAY BRADBURY: Yes, | hate them for several reasons. They ruin conversation. Have you
ever tried to hold a conversation on a freeway? You’re braking the car! If you’re not driving,
you’re steering for the guy who is steering. You’re going eighty miles an hour, which is an
outrageous speed, or ninety. Most people go ninety in forty-mile-an-hour zones. You can’t
converse and you can’t see what you’re passing. One of the reasons we had the Watts Area
problem here last year—the riots—I believe, is the fact that nobody ever saw Watts. They were
always passing it at eighty miles an hour. So if you’re constantly passing an area and never
seeing it, you don’t even know it’s there. It used to be that you had to go through Watts to where
you wanted to go. Maybe you might have found out that it wasn’t a very nice area to live in if
you had actually driven through it. It is actually a twenty-five-mile-an-hour zone.

PIERRE: Funny to hear you say that eighty or ninety miles an hour is a terrible speed when you
write about people who go much faster in rocket ships.

RAY BRADBURY : Well, actually, all of my people travel very slowly. They may be on a
rocket, but they are innate philosophers and blabbermouths. They like to talk about going slower
in spite of all their speed. | use many of the machines of the present and the future, but you find
that the heart of the machine is the man who is traveling very slow and looking around and
saying: “This isn’t good enough. We’ve got to do better.” So it only appears that I’m traveling
fast.

PIERRE: You know, we’ve learned that science-fiction writers are the prophets of our time
because so many of them have been right. Everything from the atomic bomb to satellites has
been predicted in science-fiction magazines like Astounding and Amazing Stories for thirty
years. As a science-fiction writer in 1966, what kind of a future do you prophesy?

RAY BRADBURY: Oh, I prophesy a golden age as the result of the hydrogen bomb, in which
this one science-fictional device will enable us to get along beautifully without war. We’ve been
so busy being terrified by the Bomb, we haven’t realized what a godsend it is. | predict there will
be no more gigantic wars. The war we are carrying on now in Vietnam, which we don’t call a
war, is a very small exercise, which will soon be ended regardless of our rather stupid President
Johnson and the stupid people around him. The war will end. It will be no hydrogen-war
explosion. We’ll go on having these guerrilla excursions, here and there in the world. But we’ve
stopped a lot of wars in the last twenty years because of this science-fictional device. People are
always saying: “What do you predict?” | see the growth of the United Nations and the growth of
understanding among nations—the result of all such science-fictional devices, including this one
we are working with here, television. These are all empathy devices whereby these robots help
us find out about one another. The more we can use them in these areas, the better world | think
we’re going to have.

PIERRE: | wonder if the next war—I use the word loosely—won’t be a psychological war
between man and the machine to see who gets dominance.

RAY BRADBURY: | doubt it. Let me use this example: I’ve been taken through the computer
complexes out at the air force base in UCLA. And as we go through these computers, quite often
a scientist will turn to me and say: “Isn’t it wonderful?” And | always reply, “No! No! It isn’t
wonderful—you’re wonderful. Let’s put the emphasis where it belongs: you invented it; you
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built it; you put the information in; you take the information out. You’re great and the machine is
really of no importance whatsoever.” So the battle will not occur between men and machines, but
between men and men to build better machines. Because they are immoral. We have to look at
an automobile, for instance, and say: “It’s a lousy design!” All the automobiles in America right
now are lousily built, lousily designed, and proceed to destroy hundreds of thousands of us every
five years. We’re killing off about three hundred thousand people every five years. That’s a huge
war, isn’t it? So we’ve got to look at that machine and redesign it. And finally the government is
going to have to step in and make General Motors and all the other people behave and put a
bumper on a car. We have no bumpers on our cars any more! You touch them and they flake off!
You touch any part of a car—you can reach up and rip off the lights, you can break the steering
wheel very easily with one hand, a baby can go in and slam the door and it will fall off. All of
our cars are tin: shoddy, inept. So we have to look at these things. And here’s where the real
war—the war between the mass of the people and the people who are selling us shoddy goods —
that’s where the wars are going to be occurring. Then, of course, we’ll see the same thing
corrupting Russia and Red China. They’re going to be destroyed by automobiles, and we’re all
going to be in the same meshugana mess together. Then we’ll fall weepingly in each other’s
arms in ten years and say: “Protect us from the machines!” We’ll have to help the Communists
against the automobiles.

PIERRE: It’s a curious kind of One World vision.

RAY BRADBURY: Oh, it is going to happen, absolutely. The middle classes are taking over
everywhere. Finally, we’ll wake up in the midst of all our drivel and shoddiness. We’ll turn to
the philosophers, and then they will have to help us redesign the whole thing.

PIERRE: Do you really think, Mr. Bradbury, the day will come when anybody will really turn
to the philosophers and request help?

RAY BRADBURY: Yes, | see it everywhere. | see it in the universities. | see it in this
wonderful new generation coming up. We talk a lot about the beatniks, but they are a thin shell.
We talk a lot about juvenile delinquency, but this is a thin shell. At the core of this fabulous
generation there is great creativity, a great excitement, and a great desire to philosophize. They
want someone to say: “Excellence is worth while. Quality counts. The job is worth getting
done.” This is one of the things about the Peace Corps in the last few years. These are the
directions for governments to take all over the world. This generation does want to work; it does
want to change the world. It does want to boot the old politicians in the behind to get them out of
the way. If we can hold up new ideals, find the correct symbols to show ourselves in this rocket
age, then they’ll get in and they’ll do the work. I’ve seen it happen, in universities where 1’ve
visited. The kids come up breathless after | talk about these very things, and they say: “Thank
God someone’s talking about it.”

PIERRE: Interesting to compare this new generation with the one just passed—the safe
generation in the late Forties and Fifties.

RAY BRADBURY:: Yes, they got kind of lost along the way, and | don’t know all the reasons. |
blame the middle intellectual age there. Magazines like the Nation and the New Republic, the
American Scholar, and many, many semipopular intellectual gazettes. They couldn’t see the
space age coming; and they left the work of dramatizing and being excited about the space age in
the hands of a few people. But, suddenly, the space age is here with all of its ramifications, and
we have to make do with it. All the religions of our world are changing rapidly; they are going
way around back and coming up under the machines so that we are going through a vast age of
blasphemy. Now the religions are going to have to come around underneath our blasphemy and
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reaffirm it. And all of yesterday’s blasphemy will be tomorrow’s dicta handed down by the
Catholic Church and all the other churches of the world. In other words, we are refashioning God
into a new image so that He will stay conveniently out of the way. So that we can get the work
done of going into space, of landing on God’s moon, of landing on God’s Mars, and going places
where, a hundred years ago if we had tried to go there, we would have been burned at the stake
for doing the job. We’re carrying on this kind of ardent mechanical blasphemy on many levels in
the world today, and this is what excites the new generation: seeing how each machine, each
development is changing our philosophy, changing our religion, changing the family structure,
changing our arts.

PIERRE: It is an exciting time, isn’t it?

RAY BRADBURY: Itis. I think it’s the greatest age in the history of the world that we’re living
in. We are privileged to be part of it.

PIERRE: You know, I didn’t get around to asking you about your predisposition for Halloween.
You’ve said that you would have loved to have been born on Halloween. Why do you like
Halloween so much?

RAY BRADBURY: : | suppose when you grow up in a small town rituals like Halloween and the
Fourth of July mean a heck of a lot more to you. It is much more basic than in a large city. The
whole image of Halloween has changed so fantastically in the last twenty-five years. It’s not the
same kind of fun. It’s become a form of bribery where you go and get candy for not doing
anything. Well, that to me is not what it’s all about. I like the rawness and the nearness and the
excitement of death, which went with the older vision of Halloween. In fact I’ve often wanted to
do a one-hour special for TV in which 1’d make a comparison between Halloween as it exists
today and as it used to exist in America. And the way Dia de los Muertos is celebrated in Mexico
and South America, where they have the sugar skulls with your name on it, or the name of a dead
loved one, and they give you a chance to symbolize and live close by death and try to understand
this mystery. We’ve lost sight of it.

PIERRE: The “excitement of death” is an odd phrase to use.

RAY BRADBURY: Yes, it is. But children are fascinated by it.

PIERRE: By death?

RAY BRADBURY:: Absolutely! They hunger for knowledge about it, and that’s why horror
films have been so successful over the years—not only with children but with older people too.
We turn to our religions and our philosophers and our myth makers to explain the inexplicable to
us. Dracula is a fabulous example of one way we have of looking at a realistic representation of a
thing we can’t really see. And a really good horror film helps us to make do with this fact for a
little while. It is a very important part of existence.

PIERRE: The presence of horror in our lives?

RAY BRADBURY : Absolutely. We have to digest it and get rid of it to go on. We just can’t
face nothingness. We’ve got to make something of it. So we can hold death in our hands for a
little while, or on our tongues, or in our eyes, and make do with it. This is what we are all up to.
PIERRE: I guess you would disagree with Dr. Frederic Wertham and those parent-teacher
groups that are opposed to horror pictures for children.

RAY BRADBURY:: Oh yes, absolutely. I don’t like the comic books that are sick; but there are
some that deal with death in such a way that they leave the hair ball in your crop. The dynamic
function of any art form is to build attention and then release it to you. The trouble with a lot of
things on the American stage and the international stage—a play like Who’s Afraid of Virginia
Woolf?, let’s say—is that they take an immense hair ball and cram it into your mouth and never

25



give you the right to free yourself from this hair ball. Well, this to me is automatically
uncreative, and some of these comic magazines we’re talking about are non-creative and non-
tension-relieving because they leave you with the hair ball. But the average comic magazine or
adventure comic knows how to relieve the tension it has built. Then the child can go back to life
again with no real illusion.

PIERRE: What do you think is happening to horror? It’s becoming a joke. When Abbott and
Costello started meeting Dracula and Frankenstein, these horror figures became clowns. Why is
this? Is it a good thing?

RAY BRADBURY: No, I don’t think it is a good thing. I think it is important to take death
seriously and the symbols that we work with very seriously. Now when people get too pompous
about it, then you go and prick the balloon with these little silly comics and with satire. I’'m all in
favor of that. But, if you have a continual bombardment of making fun of a serious attempt to
make do with life, then you’re in danger of winding up with nothing. And I’m afraid of this. I
don’t know what the answer is except to go out and make better horror films. I would like to
make a really magnificent film that would scare the Jesus out of everybody, with a man like
David Lean, who is one of the finest directors in the world.

PIERRE: What produced you? What made you what you are—a writer of horror, fantasy,
science-fiction—the best! Who are your heroes?

RAY BRADBURY': My heroes are Buck Rogers, Flash Gordon, Alley Oop, Tarzan, Edgar Rice
Burroughs, The Warlord of Mars, Edgar Allan Poe, H. G. Wells, Jules Verne, all the comic strips
ever produced, all the films ever made, early radio, “Chandu the Magician.” | was a member of
the Little Orphan Annie Secret Society. | sent away my Ovaltine can tops. | wrote “Chandu the
Magician.” Every night when the program went off the air, I would sit down and write it from
memory, so | trained myself as a writer from the age of twelve by writing radio scripts. | got to
know “Burns and Allen” when | was fourteen. So | have been deeply involved in all the mass
media, which has a wonderful mediocrity, and all the wonderful excellences that are buried in
each of these mediocrities. I’ve taken from each and I’ve grown with each. And then I’ve
introduced myself to people like Aldous Huxley and Robert Frost and Thomas Wolfe and John
Steinbeck. And out of the cross-pollination of all these things I’ve made myself into a writer who
I still feel is a great child of our times.

PIERRE: | suppose all of this is what is now called “high camp.” The intellectuals have taken
over.

RAY BRADBURY: Yeah, and I believe they’re the wrong intellectuals—the campy
intellectuals who couldn’t care less about the things that we once loved. They’ve now picked it
up as a dreadful kind of fad, and they’re going to go to bed with it for a few months or a year.
Then they’ll throw it by the wayside. | say to them: “Go away! Go away! You’re all frauds. You
don’t really care about our interests. I find you contemptible. You don’t know how to love.” |
offer an example of the ridiculousness of these so-called wise people: seven or eight years ago |
tried to get many producers in Hollywood to make a movie out of an obscure series of books
about an obscure hero. The name of the author was Fleming, and the name of his hero was Bond,
and they could have gotten these books—all five of them at the time—for five thousand dollars
each. No one would touch them! | thought: “Well, my God, if someone makes a really fine
adventure film out of this, it will make nothing but money.” But nobody would listen. Of course,
now, they’re the biggest successes in the history of film making.

PIERRE: Science-fiction writers are the Cassandras of their time, Mr. Bradbury.

RAY BRADBURY: They are indeed.
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An Interview with Ray Bradbury
William B. Allen/1968

Phalanx, 2.1 (Winter 1968), pp. 11-19. Reprinted by permission.

(Editor’s Note: The following interview of Ray Bradbury was conducted by four members of
Phalanx staff, two students and two professors. The editor, William Barclay Allen, and the
publisher, Peter W. Schramm, were accompanied by Professor George B. Tennyson, Editorial
Advisor, and Professor Juan Vargas Duarte, Academic Advisory Board member. The interview
was recorded electronically and then transcribed exactly. The discussion follows no particular
theme or preconceived pattern.)

This is not so much a question as a statement. You see, in my country, Chile, you are very
popular; as a matter of fact there have been several lectures on you. A year ago a visiting
professor from America and myself went to the Embassy to see about asking you to come
to Chile and they seemed rather pleased with the idea. Have they contacted you about it?
No, they haven’t. You know, it’s kind of incredible. I think I’m very fortunate, | haven’t been
taken up by the popular intellectual magazines of the United States in my lifetime, so far. | think
that’s all to the good. It’s wonderful to be discovered outside your own country, and to be
discovered by the children of your own country, and to let that gradually work up through the
intellectuals so it’s a slow process where you can conquer slowly. If it comes the other way it
doesn’t last. | think it is a kind of wonderful way to have things happen. So | am very pleased to
hear about this reaction in Chile.

You have said that Thomas Mann is one of your favorites. What do you think of Death in
Venice?

Well, I think the whole subject of homosexuality is coming more and more to the front in the
literature of the world, and most of the people who are writing about the subject are not very
good at it, are they? So they should all go read Death in Venice to find out how a master is able
to, on many layers, lay back the soul of this man—this man who is dying, this man who has a
vision of beauty with a younger boy—and do it with great taste, with great sadness, with great
concentration, with imagination. And it will involve them with sadness, involve them with the
life of this man, involve them with a way of life and thinking which is not familiar to a lot of
people, and make them sympathetic. A lot of people—Ilike Leroi Jones, for example—do a
disservice to the subject they’re discussing. | think James Baldwin isn’t good enough. | wish he
were. | am always comparing writers to better writers. Now if James Baldwin could do
something commensurate to, say, Thomas Mann with Death in Venice, | would say “bravo.” |
have no prejudices about subject matter. | have great prejudice when someone demeans any
subject and makes more problems for himself than he should. I think when you compare
something like_Giovanni’s Room to Death in Venice, you realize it really is pretty shallow.

I lived in Ireland for almost a year thirteen years ago, and | observed the Irish male in the
bars. I’ve written a whole series of plays on my experiences in Irish pubs while | lived there
working for John Huston on Moby Dick. So, the more | looked at the situation in Ireland, the
more | realized that there was a great similarity between the Irish males and the inhabitants of
Fire Island in New York. So, | wrote a short story in which I had a man show up in Dublin at the
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Royal Hybernion Hotel with five of his friends; he had sort of a canary quintet. They were going
around the world following summer everywhere, and they hadn’t seen autumn or winter in years.
My Irishmen observe the arrival of this Fire Island sextet, chittering and singing and twirping
together and all the Irishmen aghast, thinking there is going to be an orgy, their Island will be
corrupted, or Dublin’s going to be bombed or some awful thing—including the local priest. They
begin to follow the sextet around town to see what they are up to, and find that they’ve only
come to observe the changing of the leaves. They hadn’t seen autumn for five or six years. They
are there for one day before they fly on to the Bahamas or some of the islands in the
Mediterranean. But there is a direct confrontation in the pubs between the Fire Island males and
the Irish, who don’t get married before they are forty. They can’t afford to. They are unemployed
half of the time; they have to wait for their mothers and fathers to die to get the property. And in
the meantime, they are in the pubs; they are singing, drinking, reading poetry, admiring the
drama...Well, these are all things the Fire Island males also do you see. So the wonderful humor
comes from making a one-to-one comparison of everything, all the way down the line to the final
sexual thing, where, of course, there is a differential.

So | think mine is one of the few stories of high good humor and sympathy ever written
on this subject. And I think the subject either requires the density of attack and imagination of a
Thomas Mann or someone with a nice sense of humor, who can do the all-accepting thing of
throwing back his head in the great, kind laugh, saying, “Look! Here are two separate groups of
people, totally dissimilar in some ways, but totally identical in others.” Then everyone can be
involved in the fine joke, the warmth, and the good humor, instead of the bitter, the sarcastic, the
cynical...really, the unaccepting humor which you find in some people. I’'m really very pleased
with this story, and I hope you’ll look it up some time and read it.
Where do you think The City of Night fits into all of this?
Oh, I glanced at it in the book stores. | think that’s the sort of book to be read by people who
don’t know anything about the world. I’ve lived here in L.A. since | was fourteen, and you
know, if you just go out to the Pickwick bookstore once a week from the time you’re fourteen
until you’re grown up—unless you lack eyes to see what is occurring in your society—you can’t
walk down Hollywood Boulevard and not be immediately perceptive of the situation, the various
stratas of society there. You have to be totally blind. So I guess Rechy’s book is for those people
who have never opened their eyes in the world, and don’t know that these sorts of things go on.
It’s a rather naive sort of thing. Of course, that’s true for most of the Grove books and the
pornographic press. They’re for people, who, I guess, don’t exist in the world, or have lived off
in some area of the world where they have remained ignorant. Reading about that sort of thing
has never intrigued me.
Grove Press has a certain intellectual pretension, doesn’t it? And doesn’t it endeavor to
appear intellectual?
Have you noticed? It’s kind of a wonderful joke, isn’t it? How the advertising of many of the so-
called intellectual presses in the last ten years has gotten to be more like Captain Billie’s Whiz
Bang and the old Ballyhoo Magazine of thirty years ago, or the Follies Burlesque. This is true in
all the arts, and more and more in the presses and the movies. The art houses—what used to be
art houses—are not art houses anymore, here in L.A. They started out showing Truffaut films,
but now they’re girlie shows. And they open at ten in the morning. | don’t know who in the hell
goes to movies at ten in the morning. It’s like drinking gin at breakfast, isn’t it?
Well, then, I assume you would put Andy Warhol and others in the same category?
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Yes, every age is a time of horse manure. And we are surrounded by two varieties of it
constantly. One of them is commercial horse manure, and the other is intellectual horse manure.
My main topic at universities and high schools is to try to help myself and help the students
differentiate. The fact is, they can get just as much crud from the intellectuals surrounding them
as they can from the commercial interests. There’s no essential difference between the
commercial interests. There’s no essential difference between the commercial man and the
intellectual. They all want power. They all want to tell you how to do things. But as soon as
anyone tells me how to do something | say “No, | have no time for you. | wish you could help
me. | wish we could help each other more in our creativity, but there’s no way for anyone to help
anyone except to get out of the way, or to be a wailing wall on occasion. We can help each other
if you want to be a writer or an actor or painter. I’m qualified in these various fields.” So you can
come to me and say, “Oh Lord, it’s been a dreadful year. This has happened. That has
happened.” I can listen. I can say, “Yes, | know exactly what you’re talking about. 1’ve been
through it and here’s what I did.” I help that way, but that’s the only way. Anything beyond that,
where | tell you to write Valley of the Dolls—that’s selling big now—is ridiculous. Or, this is
the year of Andy Warhol, so do psychedelic films. | wonder how many people Warhol’s
kidding? | wonder how many people are kidded by Valley of the Dolls? For they are identical. |
see no difference. They are both frauds.

What, then, is the role of education? What should students be getting from their
educational experience?

Well, in the arts—which is the only field in which | feel I’m qualified to speak—it is great gusto,
zest, a sense of fun, and love. You, as a teacher, can reinforce love, and enable students to make
choices out of love and fun and gusto. But not intellectual choices, because as soon as you begin
to intellectualize you begin to lie. You begin to rationalize. Anytime I’ve ever made a decision,
an intellectual decision, I’ve been invariably wrong. Anytime | make a decision out of my guts,
out of wanting a thing, out of needing a thing, it’s been right, because then you’re working with
your true self. Whatever intuitively in you needs to do something, go with it. But as soon as you
step aside and say “Should I do this?” then you begin to make up reasons, and they sound
fraudulently good. Our intellectual reasons for doing what we’re doing in Vietnam sound so
good, don’t they? But our guts are upset because we know something’s wrong. Why are we so
uneasy with the Vietnam situation? Isn’t it because we are intellectualizing when we should be
emotionalizing, and our emotions tell us it’s wrong? Our emotions tell us we should be helping
the Negro, we should be rebuilding the cities. The whole country’s going to hell because of the
automobile which is destroying it. It’s a bigger problem.

Actually, the automobile is destroying the cities into which, in turn, the Negro is being
sucked by the automobile which has given him freedom. The fantastic thing about civil rights is
the fact that a science-fictional device, the car, is what gave freedom to the Negro, gave him
fluidity so he could move through our society. Suddenly the car has given one group of people
freedom while, at the same time, it is destroying everyone’s freedom, and we’re not paying
attention. So now, the reason we’re uneasy is that we’re seeing the whole country slowly being
destroyed, inundated, smog bound. We’re all suffering this at the same time. It’s not just the
Negro who is suffering. But in all the cities we don’t like to go out in the streets anymore
because it’s no fun to drive anywhere. This city (Los Angeles) is dying and New York is already
half dead. Ten years from now this city won’t be worth living in, and we’ll wonder why, because
we weren’t paying attention.

What kind of thing can we do about the car, especially in a city like Los Angeles?
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Well, eventually you will have to outlaw it. 1t’s easy to predict that within ten years, in New
York City, the car will be outlawed from the whole city. And they’ll build more ways of getting
around, more subways—they’re building one now which I think is finished. They will probably
build some more. They will force people to use traveling sidewalks and a lot of things which
we’ve known about for forty years but have never really tried. Disney has these “people-
movers” out at Disneyland that he built last year. They would do a heck of a lot for vast areas in
most cities. We need them out at the airport right now, where we have a real mess. We’re in the
hands of fools, the city governments of the United States and the national government, are all
very foolish. Walt Disney was about the only bright guy around. He was the biggest, brightest,
and most imaginative city planner in the world. Better than all the Corbusiers, the Frank Lloyd
Wrights—all very enjoyable people—but the guy that, at a very practical level, began to solve
the problems, and did solve them, is a guy who was laughed at by people because he was a
popular entertainer, not a great artist, but a very interesting thinker in terms of human beings and
of moving people around and making sure their elbows don’t bump too much. That’s our
problem. 1’d like to have had Disney become Mayor of L.A. | asked him about it at one time and
his response was, “Why should | become Mayor when I’m already King.” Which | thought was a
beautiful response. But anyway, let’s get back to the educational thing.

The thing is, we think we can think our way to solutions when we must feel our way to
solutions. The best thing that can happen in colleges and high schools is respect for intuition, and
respect for love. When we meet loveless people, we must encourage them to move around until
they fall in love. I’m going down to lecture at the school of architecture at U.S.C. for a day. I’ll
blow the place up and run fast.

How do | challenge them? | say “Look, I’m not fantastically qualified in architecture, but
I have been interested in it because | grew up in the field of science-fiction.” That means you are
interested in the total society from the time you’re eight years old, on. You read about the total
environment. So when | hit the school of architecture I’ll say “Look, do you really know what
you’re studying, basically? At heart, is your love complete? When was the last time you walked
around L.A.—I mean really walked? Do you do it every week? How much of L.A. do you really
know? If this is the environment you’re going to grow up in and change, is it because you love it
as | love it and protect its good things and assault its bad things? How much do you really know?
Are you on foot constantly, because if you’re not, you really can’t see this community. Drive by
it and you miss it.” Only by walking down all the side streets and taking in the texture do you see
the individual life of a person who lives in a house, how he plants his garden, how he decorates
his roof, or porch, how many people sit out at night, how many people have furniture on the
porches to sit in, how open is the house, can you look inside and see what’s there? Is it a closed
house, what kind of flowers do they plant? ... This is all fascinating, but who sees it? We’re all so
speed-oriented and the people in the school of architecture are too. So then | say, “Have you ever
been to a cement mixing plant? Because you’re going to be working with these materials. What
do you know about cement? Have you ever been to a quarry? Have you ever watched stone
being taken out of the quarries? Shouldn’t you look into this? This is material you’re going to be
working with. Your love should start in the earth and grow out of the earth, so that you look
totally at everything you’re going to be working with. The entire history of architecture, of
course, you must have been involved with—including such fantastic visions as Piranesi’s
Prisons. You’re never going to build anything like this, but it’s very necessary that the
imagination be drawn to the outlandish.” 1I’d much rather have them design something ugly
which can become beautiful. See, if it’s really ugly, it can become beautiful after awhile because
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it is so outstandingly bad. But everything is so safe nowadays. I’d rather have somebody be
brave and do something dreadful. And you’d stare at it and say, “My God, ick, that’s awful...”
you know. Like the Prince Albert Memorial in London—that’s fantastic. You mention it to a
Londoner and he says, “Oh, that dreadful thing.” But if you kidnapped that monument tomorrow,
if you could move it with a machine, my God! what an uproar there would be. They’d suddenly
realize that that beautiful ugly thing was gone. Same thing with the Eiffel Tower. But from one
end of Wilshire to the other, here, there’s hardly a building that is ugly. And there are very few
buildings that are beautiful. There’s neither. There are just nice square boxes—all very safe.

So, I’d much rather, as | say, overdo a thing whenever | write a story. | always give
myself more material than | need. Whenever | write a novel | write three times as much as |
need, and I tear it back down. When | wrote the screenplay Moby Dick, | wrote twelve hundred
pages and ended up with a hundred and fifty. But you’ve got to do more in order to end up with
less...If you start with less you’ll never have the more.

And then, gradually, you cut back, refine, so you get the things you want. This is true
with everything. This is true in education; the helluva yell is the thing you start with. And if you
can find someone with enthusiasm they’re on their way to a goal. That’s half the fight. Most of
the people you run into are not enthused about anything. There’s your problem. | never worry
about the guy with enthusiasm. He’s going to make it. If he wants to make shoes, he’ll make the
best shoes in the world. It’s the guys that haven’t selected a love yet that | worry about. The best
things schools can do is to offer a huge seedbed of selection or enthusiasms, and then teach,
somehow, enduring love of subject so much that students catch fire from it. That’s really what
you’re there for.

Is this really happening? Aren’t the teachers better at stifling?

| see variations on it, but | also see many teachers who also love what they’re doing. It’s pretty
evenly distributed. Sometimes you see more teachers on a new campus that hasn’t stratified itself
yet. I went down to Palomar College a year ago. It’s still so new that there hasn’t been an edifice
of people built yet. It’s a little more relaxed; there’s not as much status-grouping and what have
you. | think more colleges should shake themselves up. It might be good for everyone to be
shaken free of a given university or high school every four or five years and be kicked out and
sent somewhere else.

Faculty too?

Everyone! It’s a wild thought. I’ve never said it out loud before. It just occurred to me it might
be a good idea. After a while it’s the same old lunch with the same old people, isn’t it? We all
get bored. I have to watch it in my own profession, too, even though I work for myself most of
the time.

You don’t think it follows the popular notion, then, that the Ivy League Schools are good
and other schools are not as good in terms of giving an education? By your description, for
example, a highly stratified school like Harvard is not necessarily the best atmosphere.

It wouldn’t be good for a writer. | think any school is bad for any writer. In fact | encourage
students, if they come to me, (and) if they’re in college already and say they want to be a writer,
to get the hell out of there. Because what you’ve got to be doing is spending eight hours a day on
this machine (typewriter). And then, anything you need besides that you can pick up. You can go
(to school) at night nowadays. They have fabulous classes at night if you want them. But the
only things | would suggest studying at night—that would be good for a writer—would be, say,
the history of the Renaissance, art, some sort of primeval psychology—anything that strikes
them as exciting. What the hell! Take it.
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Not necessarily creative writing?

Not creative writing! I don’t think there are that many exciting teachers around. If you need the
company, if you need some of the crowd too, on occasion, you can take those at night. In high
school, I had one year of short story writing, but that was it. Then when | began to find friends in
the writing field whom I could go to, who would encourage me, | formed little groups the last
year in high school where prospective writers and artists got together and met at each other’s
homes. We need a lot of ad hoc personal groups. Lots of little ad hoc churches. People with
similar miseries and delights who could meet once a week to say, “God dammit, isn’t it awful.
But we’re going to get through it somehow.” | joined an acting group when | was nineteen and
got a lot of acceptance there. | was in various science-fiction fan groups here in town, published
my own magazine when | was seventeen. It’s this type of activity you need when you’re growing
as an artist, an actor, a writer—much more than the college atmosphere. It’s the personal ground
around you.

Maybe, eventually, the universities, recognizing this situation, will begin to form these
more loosely organized groups of writers who will meet, not in classrooms, but in the professor’s
home one night a week. I think the conviviality of the home, the relaxation of sitting around in
the easy chairs and reading stories to one another is what most of us need. Sometimes when you
read a story aloud you can discover its flaws much more quickly. You’re much more
embarrassed by your own mistakes. It’s happened to me and it still happens occasionally.
Universities have a tendency to bureaucratize everything, so if they started that, you see, it
would start with something in the home, and next, they would build a home in the middle
of the campus which would be the home, then it would become the institute and so forth.
Yes. | hate this term “writer-in-residence.” That makes me feel very uneasy.

Well, it seems that the teacher is bored by what he’s saying; the students, too, are bored. If
you want to get any kick out of the subject, then you read something outside your classes.
Right. The thing is...The one all-around good local teacher is Bob Kirsch, who writes for the
L.A. Times here, because Bob is very relaxed, and his tastes move in every field. He reads a
mystery, a science-fiction novel, a James Bond book or a Sax Rohmer book and takes it for what
it is. He’ll say this is good of its kind and be very relaxed. But so many of these teachers of
literature...Well, look at the New York School. They scare the hell out of me. Every time | pick
up the New York Review of Books...snobs! One week you have Susan Sontag writing on
Norman Podhoretz and then you have Podhoretz writing on Susan Sontag. Then the following
week there’ll be a review on their latest novels and... The whole thing is so incestuous that it
can’t help but Kill itself. Most intellectuals will not accept the fact that you can sit down and read
Gerard Manley Hopkins one minute and the next minute pick up Peacock, Shaw, Ayn Rand,
Maugham, Christopher Morley, Thomas Wolfe, Buck Rogers, Aldous Huxley, Jules Verne...and
read them all and love them equally. This is what life says: Why do we have to stop our
pleasures? Why can’t we pick up James Bond and not have to apologize?

It’s the ability to immediately go with a new kind of love and not just stick with the safe
love, the “in” thing.

Would you say this is what the intellectuals can’t understand, this taking on many things at
once? And what do you think is the reason for this? Obviously we live in a world of
specialization that lends itself to this, but precisely why are intellectuals this way?

Yes, they think something’s wrong with you, and I think it’s because...You’ve begun to put your
finger on it. Any single critic or teacher who is specializing in a certain area is going to feel
threatened if he doesn’t stick with that. So they get established in the field and instead of
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broadening themselves, they think they’re safe by specializing. But they’re vulnerable because
new theories may come along in literature in a few years that may knock them right out of their
position, and they may not be ready for it.

Do you think this specialization tends to deaden their sensitivity to the rest of the world
about them?

Well, yes. That’s why science-fiction is the literature. Of course, I’m prejudiced. I’ve worked in
the field for years. But my prejudice is based on some easily verifiable facts. Look at the totality
of science-fiction. As | said earlier, there isn’t any area of life that it doesn’t move into. It’s the
literature of our time. Any literature that is written in our time that isn’t science-fiction is
ignoring our problems.

The New York novel, the New York intellectual—Jewish, 49, semi-homosexual—novel
is not awake. Here’s the theme of the average New Yorker’s novel today: A guy hits 45; he’s an
intellectual who looks well upon himself and his 1Q. His problem is: Is he going to divorce his
wife; is he going to move in with his mistress, or the boy down the hall? He’s Jewish on top of
this, which gives him problems; or he’s colored, which gives him super problems. So he may
have three problems lined up and he’s living in New York City, which is impossible. You can’t
live there. It doesn’t really exist.

It’s a very narrow world which ignores all the science-fictional things which are
changing our society. TV is a science-fictional fact. | use this label because twenty years ago this
machine didn’t exist. It was just beginning to appear in the store windows of America and we all
collected and looked in at the window of the local TV repair shop, and we didn’t own a set at the
time. Most of us didn’t. So suddenly this one device has changed the American family totally.
Motion pictures are another science-fictional device. When | use this term “science-fictional,” |
mean a device which didn’t exist a few years ago which suddenly comes along and revises a
whole way of life. We have to weigh, then, the effect of these machines on our society. The
incredible combination of TV, motion pictures, radio, and the automobile freed the Negro.
They’re all recent accumulations as the result of one science-fictional device, the car, which was
utterly impossible.

If I had written a hundred years ago about any of these devices in the future doing what
they have done, people would have said, “You’re out of your skull. You’re writing things that’ll
never happen.” I know this intimately because | have been laughed at by people who said the
space age would never come. Now, in the midst of the space age, | say to those people, “Not
only did you ignore the rocket ship, you foolish people, but now you’re ignoring the car, the TV,
radio, and the H-bomb (which has totally changed politics in the world).” One science-fictional
device, the hydrogen bomb, is making peace in the world, giving us a chance to build toward the
United Nations. It’s slow. | despair as much as anyone. But the war in Vietnam is not as big as it
could be because of the hydrogen bomb, a science-fictional surprise which holds us unwilling
murderers in check.

Well now, any fiction that ignores all of this is not a fiction of our time, and the only way
you can write about our time is by saying, “For Christ’s sake, look what’s happening to our
thinking.” How many jobs have been lost because of the telephone? And how many have been
created? How many opportunities have been lost by people foolish enough to pick up the phone,
trying to do something with it that can’t be done, lacking the human touch? So, they lost out on a
good part of life because they use this device as a substitute for personal contact. How many
friendships have been destroyed? We can’t weigh these things; they’re subtle, but that is the
excitement of working in this field and saying, “Hey, let’s watch the family.” In the field of
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education, a lot of people criticize TV without realizing that it’s a “cliché-teaching” device. It
gives the students who come into the colleges today, on a certain level, a knowledge of cliché
that we didn’t have for five years later when | was growing up. So TV is an invaluable teacher—
of mediocrities. But that’s very necessary, because unless you know what’s mediocre, you are
forever assigned to mediocrity. It’s like the old saying about history: He who doesn’t know
history must repeat history. It all must be learned. In order to be a good writer you must learn
everything that’s bad, which settles in the subconscious, so whenever you sit at the typewriter
you don’t have to think, “This is a cliché coming up!” Your subconscious eliminates the cliché.
You don’t have to think about it. Most of the people who are locked into repeating clichés and
having to think about clichés have refused the chance to learn them. | believe in letting my
children have all the TV they want. I’m not one of those intellectuals who say you can only
watch this or that. No, no—just go at it! Because the sooner you do, the sooner you’re going to
get bored, walk away and look for that special book. I’m one of those who believes in 1Q. |
believe in intelligence. | don’t believe it can be destroyed, if you relax and yell and run and yell
and are excited. It can be crushed with criticism. “You really read the Bond books? Hmmmmm,
well, well. You poor thing! Do you actually like them?” Do that often enough to your kids, your
friends, and the element of fear enters. So my kids, anything they want to read, | let them read, or
see. An example: | went into the living room, fourteen years ago. A Dylan Thomas record was
on, “A Child’s Christmas in Wales.” | thought my wife had put it on. | walked in and my four
year old daughter was listening to it and she said to me, “He knows what he’s doing.”

A couple of years later she was reading Moby Dick, at age eight. My first reaction was to
take the book away. Then I said, “How’re you liking the book? Enjoying it?” She said, “Yeah,
but I skipped a little.” 1 said, “I do, too.” Learning how to skip, to come back later...

Everything is relaxation. Hang free. Go with it, you know, because you keep growing.
Boredom is mixed at the center of all art. Boredom is the center of growth and education. Learn
how to respect being bored, teaching people creatively how to become bored, which means
growing up so you want to move on. But see, the intellectuals don’t really believe in their own
intellectuality—in 1Q, the supremacy of quality in thought. They really believe people can be
corrupted. And | believe only fear corrupts. Only attacking people can corrupt them. I’ve
watched when my oldest daughter was nine, and we were watching Sunset Strip one night. A
dreadful show. I sat there because | wanted to be convivial with my kids. My oldest daughter got
up and walked out of the room. | said, “Where are you going?” She said, “l know what’s going
to happen next.” You see, | am not the teacher; she taught herself.

There’s nothing you can do with the morons of the world. Let’s not kid ourselves. This is
one of the great problems of education. We do what we can to prepare them for a world in which
they aren’t going to be interested in many areas. As far as the bright people are concerned, just
get out of the way. Let them follow their happy heads, take the joyous way they want to go.

I read your last article in Playboy on death and horror movies. Tell us now, just what is
this unreality about death that you seem to say we have?

Well, it’s always been true. In other words, Man, when he first began to think, when he lived in a
cave, drew pictures to illustrate some idea about death, and gradually all these symbols grew up
in the various mythologies so that we could draw a picture of a thing that couldn’t be thought
about. We really kid ourselves about it. The death of others is an impossibility because suddenly
they cease, that’s all. Everything’s mystery from that point on. My mother died a year ago.
Suddenly, “Bang!” you know, she was gone. That’s all you can say about it. She’s gone.
Everything stops. You can’t draw a picture of that. You must touch the thing that’s not going to
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be touched. So, really, the age-old problem is still with us and we can’t give up finding ways to
think of it. Every time we think we’ve gotten away from those problems we’re kidding
ourselves.

We think we’ve gotten rid of God. How stupid. It reminds me of that old saying, “Shut
the door, he’s coming in the window; shut the window, he’s coming through the floor.” God
takes on new disguises; death takes on new disguises. So we need new mythologies; we can’t
give up mythologies. We kid ourselves we’re sophisticated enough, but what a mistake
sophistication is. It’s better to nail down a thing in some picture form where we can make do
with it for awhile. You have more important things to do than think about death all the time.
That’s the reason for symbologies. Why go around ruining a life every day by saying, “Gee, |
have to die.” It’s better to see it in some form like Dracula, then kill Dracula at the end with a
stake and gain a little life for yourself. It gives you time to think of something else. Otherwise
you ’re faced with your eventual death, which is unthinkable. As for God, my own
conceptualization of Him is ancient and convenient—that we are God and are responsible to
ourselves, which is great. A lot of people don’t want to be responsible; they want to be
irresponsible. So it’s easier to create a God who can be filed in a box off there. If God is out
there you can blame him. But if God is here, there’s nobody else to blame but yourself. If you
are a piece of the moving flesh of God, you’re responsible for your part of the universe. That
means anything I do hurts me and other people. So it’s an immediate...It is what Krishnamurti
was speaking of when he said “In the moment of thinking evil, think good. In a moment of doing
evil, do good.” Instantaneous Golden Rule—Instant Golden Rule. That’s great. That way | know
all the rules and don’t have to blame anybody but myself. And if all the people believed this
way, | think we could have a good world. 1t’s the old story of lighting a candle in the corner
where you are. Very primitive, very naive, but a very healthy, a very real way of looking at the
world.

Would it be unfair or wrong to say that one finds much of Whitman or Emerson in
Bradbury?

Not too much. I read Emerson so many years ago that | can’t really say that he rubbed off that
much. Little of Whitman, and | was very young. But Whitman could have come to me through
other people, people like Norman Corwin or Thomas Wolfe. I’m not sure how much Whitman
Thomas Wolfe read, but there are echoes. Emerson could have come to me through other people
too. But if | really listed influences, | don’t think |1 would put them on the list anywhere.
Consciously, I only remember those people who | knew I couldn’t live without. Edgar Rice
Burroughs—if you had taken his books away from me when | was ten, | would have died. He
was just the greatest writer. And then Jules VVerne. My really greatest influences have been the
writers of children’s books—Ilike Robert Louis Stevenson, Mark Twain, H. G. Wells. Those are
my primary influences. In fact, the reason why a book like Something Wicked This Way Comes
exists is because | went into the library one day and looked around and said, “Oh God, | want to
wind up there on the shelf one day, between Mark Twain and Robert Louis Stevenson.” These
are my heroes, and | don’t really have heroes among the popular American novelists. Sure, |
admire them, but it’s not the same kind of love. You never get over the original love. | can go
back to Huck Finn or Treasure Island or even something like Dorian Gray—another level that |
consider a children’s book in many ways, at least a late childhood book—and have the hell
scared out of me. Or Jekyll and Hyde. These are primal influences and they’re great fun. So |
said to myself, “I want to write a book that will scare the hell out of me.” That’s the first thing it
had to do. It must be a secret book; a book about boys and their secret worlds, away from their
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parents and sneaking around behind the scenes of life from house to house. And they’ve got a
pole that they shove across from one window to another between one boy’s house and another
boy’s house... Then they do all the great wild things boys relish and want and do in their heads
and hope to do in the world. Night things. Middle of the night things. Adventures. Revelations.
Running on midnight grass. Being pursued. Having death near. Surviving. And running together
again, laughing at all the great times. And, exhausted, bedding down with new dreams about fine
tomorrows.

In sum, | wish to belong to new children as they come into the world who may then grow
up, read me again, and still be scared by me and relish things with me and like me.

For finally, one doesn’t wish respect from one’s peers, but that special regard which we
call love, which gathers about honest and excited children and which hopefully waits to be
reactivated when we, as adults, pick up old books and pray that they scare, stimulate, and delight
us all over again.

The shelves of the libraries are small and uncrowded, really. God grant room for such as
me to be trapped between the kind shoulders of Verne and the sharp ribs of Kipling.

36



Ray Bradbury:
On Hitchcock and Other Magic of the Screen

Arnold R. Kunert/1972

Interview by Arnold R. Kunert, Spring 1972. Reprinted by permission. A similar version of this
interview was first published in the May-June 1972 issue of Take One.

Kunert: Ray, what 1’d like to do is trace your writing career in film from its earliest point, 1953,
with The Beast from 20,000 Fathoms, and ask you to react to the treatments done with your
works, what suggestions you would have made, given the power to do so, and so on.

Bradbury: Very good.

K: How did you happen to become involved with the film version of The Beast from 20,000
Fathoms?

B: The first recollection I have of that film is early 1952, when the producer of the film, Hal
Chester, called me to Warner Brothers studio and said “I have a screenplay here | want you to
read. Your friend, Ray Harryhausen (one of Hollywood’s most respected visual effects
technicians) is going to be working on this film. We know that you’ve known each other for
many years. Would you like to work with him?” | said, “God, of course! We’ve always wanted
to do something together.” Then he said, “Well, read the script, and, if you like it, maybe you
can revise it or redo it or maybe even re-write the whole thing. Do you have time right now to go
into the next room and give us an instant report?” | thought he was rushing things a little, but
what the heck. | wanted to work with Ray, so | went into the next room and read the script,
which was not very good. After I’d finished, Chester asked me what I thought of it. | told him |
thought it was all right, but that it was very much like an idea of mine, a short story that had been
in The Saturday Evening Post about a year before. Well, his jaw dropped, his eyes bugged, his
wig turned around three times, and then | realized that someone in the studio had “borrowed” my
idea and written the script. Then they had called me in, forgetting where they had borrowed the
idea, and asked me to re-write it. An incredible, ironic situation. I played it very cool and said
nothing. I went away from there and the next day | received a telegram saying “We wish to buy
the rights to The Beast from 20,000 Fathoms for X number of dollars.” So, that’s how the film
got under way, under these very strange circumstances. I really had nothing to do with the film. |
didn’t write the script. | think the studio was a little embarrassed by the whole situation. It was
one of those flukey things. One hesitates to say the “borrowing” was deliberate. It’s often on a
subliminal level. You try to give people the benefit of the doubt and there are legitimate times
when we write things that we don’t realize are based on ideas we’ve seen in the past. | certainly
have caught myself on one or two occasions, promptly dropped the story and tried to forget
about it—not to repeat the mistake. Anyway, they went on and made the film.

K: Do you think you would feel differently about the whole situation had they come to you and
asked you to write the script fresh?

B: I honestly don’t know. You try to remember what you were doing at certain ages and how
you reacted to people. People are always asking me why | make the kinds of decisions | make
about films. A lot of it is loneliness, neglect, and a love for the medium. Sometimes you make
decisions for strange reasons. You have to be honest about it and not make up reasons and kid
people into thinking that you think certain directors were best for your films. I’ll discuss it at
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greater length when we get to The Illustrated Man. In the case of The Beast from 20,000
Fathoms, that was merely an accident. | wanted to be affiliated with Ray Harryhausen. My God,
we’ve known each other since we were both teenagers. He was the best man at my wedding.
We’re still extremely close friends. So the decision to sell The Beast was a combination of
accident plus a love for Ray Harryhausen and his work. They didn’t use my story very much in
the finished film, and that’s their fault, isn’t it? | wasn’t there to supervise. They didn’t ask me.
K: Why hadn’t you become involved in films before this time?

B: Well, I suppose | was afraid. | was afraid of getting involved with the studios. Afraid of
giving up my loneliness. I’m a loner by instinct, and | think it’s been the correct thing to do.
Every time | get out in huge crowds of so-called “creative” people | am really not happy. | have
no respect for other people’s opinions. | wish | could say otherwise, but that’s the way | am. |
detest fake humble people or even half-humble people. I don’t believe their humbleness. I think
that we’re all in the arts and crafts and that you simply cannot be humble. You must believe in
creativity in order to survive and the more you do of it the more certain you are of what you can
do, and the less you want to listen to other people. So, | held away from the studios for many
years, even though | love motion pictures, knowing that some day | would go into film-making,
and wanting to with all my heart, part of me wanting to because | loved films. I have seen just
about every film ever made and many of them dozens of times. So, when friends used to write
me in my late twenties and early thirties and ask, “Hey, Ray, when are you going to write your
first screenplay?”, | always wrote back, half-seriously, half-humorously, “When John Huston
offers me a job.” Huston was my big hero. There were very few American directors of that
period (late 1940s and early 1950s) | wanted to work for. Later on, there were many foreign
directors that I fell in love with. David Lean was just beginning to come on the scene in London
at that time.

K: When did you first see John Huston?

B: In 1949, Norman Corwin, a very dear friend for many years, invited me over to hear one of
his United Nations broadcasts. Seated right behind me was John Huston and his wife. | looked
up and saw him and my heart sank, and | thought, “Oh, my God, here’s my hero. | want to grab
his hand. | want to run up to him and say ‘I love you! I love your films. And oh, my God, employ
me!”” But, | held off.

K: Why?

B: I knew that | wasn’t ready. This is a hard thing to get over to younger people. You’ve got to
prove yourself, and they’re always saying, “Yeah, but how do you prove yourself if someone
doesn’t give you a chance?” Well, you make your own chances in other fields. You print
something in a book, you put it in magazines, you write poetry, you paint. You’ve got to have
proof of your ability to show someone. | simply did not feel that | had enough to show Huston,
enough to prove my ability. What’s the use in going up to a man and saying, “I love you,” if you
can’t also prove you love your craft well enough? So, | sat in my seat that night at the theater. |
didn’t allow myself to be introduced to Huston. I didn’t want to gush, because | knew | would,
and as | sat there | thought, “No, I’ll write two more books, and when they are published, then
I’ll call my agent and tell him I’m ready to meet John Huston.” All of this happened in the spring
of 1949, because | hadn’t gone to New York yet to sell Martian Chronicles. Norman Corwin
persuaded me to go to New York, where | sold two collections, the Chronicles and The
Illustrated Man. They were published in the next two years, and then, on the day of publication
of The Illustrated Man, when | had three books, Dark Carnival, The Martian Chronicles, and The
Illustrated Man, | was ready. Forgive my braggadocio, but goddam it, it all makes sense. | knew
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exactly when | was ready. We all know this. You know when you go off half-cocked, when
you’re an ass, and when you do something you shouldn’t do, that you haven’t prepared yourself
for. I knew | was prepared. | was turning 31, and | said to my agent, “Now call John Huston, find
out where he is; | want to meet him.” He put in a call, and we made one date and | went over to a
small studio in Hollywood, but Huston wasn’t there. He’d been called away. Something had
come up on the film he was making—final cuts or something of the sort, and he left his
apologies. Well, my heart sank, and I thought, “My God, I’m going to miss him.” I’d heard he
was leaving town soon. Well, the next day he called back and we met on February l4th,
Valentine’s Day. We had dinner and | said my little speech. | put my three books on the table
and said, “Here they are, all signed to you. | think you’re wonderful and | want to work for you
someday if you like my books. If you find in them what I find in The Maltese Falcon, Treasure
of the Sierra Madre, and so on.” It was a very brief meeting. We had dinner, a few drinks, and
the next night, the 15th, a preview of Red Badge of Courage was being held and John invited me
over to see it. There was a very mixed reaction from the audience. Some people got up and
walked out, but I found it to be a remarkable film, and I think that every time 1’ve seen it since,
even in the cut version, I like it very much. Well, after that | didn’t see John for two years. He
wrote back two months later from Africa, where he was shooting The African Queen, and said,
“Yes, | like your books. Someday we’re going to work together.” We wrote back and forth about
twice a year for two years and then on August 15th, 1953, upon returning from a book-hunting
expedition in Long Beach with Ray Harryhausen, | discovered a message from John asking me
to call him. I called his hotel and he asked me to come over for a drink. He put a drink in my
hand and asked me what | was up to. I said nothing. I had just finished Fahrenheit 451 . He said,
“Do you have any free time?” | replied that I did. Then he said, “Well, how would you like to go
to Ireland with me and write the screenplay for Moby Dick?” I said, “My God, | don’t know! |
don’t know!” He said, “What do you mean you don’t know?” | said, “Well, I’ve never been able
to read the book. I’ve had it around the house for years and just eight weeks ago, | picked it up,
not knowing that you’d be asking me to read it. I’ll go home tonight and read it, then tell you
tomorrow at lunch what I decide. |1 don’t want you to hire me and have me do a bad job.” So |
went to the copy of Moby Dick | had at home, a big, heavy, limited edition which is very hard to
read. | couldn’t manage with it, so | went to a local book store, bought a smaller edition, and
took it home, walked in and said to my wife, “Hey, see this book! Well, depending upon what |
find in it tonight, we either do or do not go to Ireland in two weeks.” A dreadful thing to say, but
| felt so responsible and so pulled. In a moment like that the tendency might be to lie. You don’t
know what’s going on in your heart, because you want to work for the man you admire, and
working on something of Herman Melville’s, the great American novelist, makes it even more
difficult. So, | sat down and tested myself the best way any writer can test himself, not by
opening to the first page, but by diving into the middle. I just opened the book at random and
dived in. And, of course, Moby Dick makes for grand diving. It’s an ocean of fantastic bits and
pieces. It’s a Shakespearean pageant with flags and pennants and fleets of ships and whales. One
moment you’re examining the various colours of nightmare, panics, terrors, and the next you’re
studying whiteness. The whiteness of the Arctic and the Antarctic, the things born beneath the
sea that surface without eyes, and on and on. I finally got back to the scene where Ahab is at the
rail, saying, “It’s a mild-looking day and a mild-looking sky and the wind smells as if it blew
from the shadow of the Andes where the mowers have lain down with their scythes,” and |
turned back to the beginning and read, “Call me Ishmael,” and | was hooked! I didn’t know why
I was hooked. But, there was something vaguely familiar about the whole book. Later, | realized
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that | was reading Shakespeare all over again, and then, much later I discovered, in fact, only in
recent years, after | had finished the screenplay, that Melville had completely written Moby
Dick, and then had thrown out the original version that he had finished sometime in the 1850s
when Shakespeare had fallen into his life. A neighbour had given him an edition of Shakespeare
with large type, which was very rare in those days. Most of the books then had very small type
which he could not read. So he had never read Shakespeare before. All of a sudden, here is this
grand poet and rhetorician impinging upon his life. So he rewrote Moby Dick entirely.
Shakespeare has been one of my loves since | was 14 years old. Suddenly, as | read Moby Dick,
| found myself in familiar territory. | sensed that | was reading a poet, but I didn’t sense that it
was the bastard son of Shakespeare, and since | had always considered myself, rightly or
wrongly, to be the bastard son of Shakespeare, | think you can understand why, at two in the
morning, | found myself totally absorbed in the novel. | went to John Huston the next day and
said, “Yes, | think I’'m old enough. I’ll be turning 33 next week. | want to write the screenplay.”
And so John and | went to Ireland where | was to do my first screenplay. It seems to me that I’'m
jumping all over, but | had to explain how I got into films through Huston who, at that time, was
my idol.

K: Ray, let’s backtrack for a few moments. The press book for It Came from Outer Space,
released in 1953, states that the screenplay was based on a “treatment” by you. How extensive
was that treatment?

B: Well, it was huge. | did a screenplay, really. | was so naive. They paid me $2500 and I did the
whole screenplay. | earned around $300 dollars a week for the script.

K: Did the studio production head feel that the script was not commercial enough?

B: No. They liked it. But they didn’t want to trust me with doing the screenplay because of my
lack of experience, even though | had already done it in treatment form. It’s written like a short
novel, 120 pages. | think I could have done the script, but they had a screenwriter at the studio
who was a professional and they wanted him to do it. Apparently, it was very easy for him.

K: How extensively did the screenwriter borrow from your treatment?

B: Very heavily. | haven’t gone through to see how many scenes, pages, or paragraphs. I may
have done so 18 years ago, but I’ve forgotten and | don’t want to be unfair to the screenwriter. |
do remember, however, that it very heavily leans on what | provided in my naiveté. That’s O.K.
Fine. It’s a way of learning. It’s a way of growing. It Came from Outer Space was, | suppose, my
first real screenplay, even though I didn’t know what | was doing.

K: Was the treatment for that film based upon any of your published or unpublished stories?

B: No. It was essentially original, even though the theme was by no means fresh. It had been
done as far back as the days of Jules Verne. Probably even before that. It’s a variation o