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A while »ack I had the audacity to

ask Ray Bradbury to write an amldbiographv for

us. He didn't have time for h:i . but he wrbie

us a letter that served the same purnose very

welle With a million thanks t- kay Braabury we

are using his letter fo launch a new, but permanent;
feature in Universe;’ Trivia), our letter department. :
"Trivia" is only a temporary name, to be used only )
untll somebody thinks up a better one. The discus-
sions in said department will be far from trivial,
I keep telling myself. Any suggestions?

We thank you for your enorncus response
to the back cover moll in the last ish, Sorry we
couldn't print all your letters, bul in toe next
issue we will, by a new (well, fairly new) system
of condenddtion and summarization.

Ta this issue we have a couple of
rebuttals ©e Ben Singer's 'Atheism Explained". (See

Universe #i.) . . a poem by Ri-le=d Avery, editor of
ar. Alasksn Air Command Organ, =.¢ ar ariicle by John

Reiser, knovn to many Tor hls ciessila’ raccrd saow
"Cathedral of Music' on the Panl Buryai. Nooworke

=t - -4

-

In our next issue we will have Are &
Rapp's "Culture Pattern', a somewhat longer than .
usual 3tFepic of dangerous adventure in frontier j!}-

tars; "April Fool", an Ed Cox horror story;
a psycho weirdie by mw (Of course. Whose zlne

dHye i thins “His e enyway?),and a few surpriscs.

’

+ - And oh yes, we ur'e n-w raking in the
dough by subscription instead of our former method,
consceription. 10¢, an ish, three Hor 25¢, and if
you're smar:c you won't trust us any further than

' that,

This pic and the one illustrating Jav .
NGood 0lu Days" have nothing to do with the text.
Wanne make something out of 1t?




by Hal Shapiro

It is a dark, stormy night. If I were superstitious, I
wouldn't stay in this old, dark, gloomy mansion, but something
ssems to hold me. I don't know what, but it will not let me
g>. They warned me about coming here to live, said that there
was a curse, but you know these ignorant Cadillacanse. So I
come here , moved in, lock, stock, and barrel.

At first I was lonely, but soom a young woman began to
talk to me. I could not see her, but 1 fell in love with that
voice. Then came other voices. Soon I began seeing themnm.

hey would come at night,and in the marnings I began to
notice two small red spots on my throat; almost as if vampires
had----~but now I'm getting ridiculous.

But it's strange now. I can't see right and keep going
thru doors without remembering if I opened them.
Then there was the day that I 1ifted the casserole on my
dining room table, peered under, and gaw---=two green eycs staring
back. I must have fainted then. Silly, for when 1 came t0o,

I was lying in Her arms.

This is strange. I'M sure the door to this room was locked
last night, but here I am inside,and the door is still locked.
I'm wandering around here looking for something. I don't know
what it is, but she told me to look. 2
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T have become weak and it is very hori for me to mcve.
I do not know why, but the larger thosc spots grow, the
weaker T become. T called for the doctor yesterday and he
came. It was old Dr. Robinson. That was strange. The
tovmsfolk had told me he died last year. He sald to leep
talking to my friends.

T think I've found what I wcs looking for. It's this thing !
in the corner. That's strange. Thore was nothing here yasler sy,
laybe THEY put it here. I had an cxceptionally long talik i
them last night, |

Now to see what this is. It seems to be a corpse.
What the-~==we=-- ! This is impossible. Thic is VE}

i######ﬁ############'#%############Hﬁ&u###f;&ﬁfﬁ#ﬁ#ﬁ&nhwhr####ﬁ
# JOIN THE WORLD FEDZRALISTS s sescesssssessdll ﬁ
# /
# A growing volume of voices 1s nceded to persuade our #
# national leaders that we want world federal government to #
# prevent wars. : #
iy #
= Your membership in the United Jorld . Federalists ik
# will stringthen the Americen organization working for #
- this cause. #
# You may enroll as a #
i* Regular member ($3) =
i Student member ($1.50)

i (Adult members receive monthly World Government News.#
/. students receive The Student Federalist.) e
# For further inforiation or membership, write to #
# United World Federallists Inc. #
# 21 Be 74 3bs b
it Wew Yory, 2i, N.Ye 3
i F
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Relative Renlity
by Ray Nelson

he Theory of

Einstein has proved, at leust tc my gatisfaction, that
how any event hapnens depends larmely on the place where
i% happens and on the person Or persous obhserving it.

This has given new life to the old "how-dn-you-know-there-
jg-any-real-world" arguments. The fellow who cla‘wms that the
nniverse is just-a colossal fllusion will eventually dredge
up the classic Utngewin-the-woods-far-away' example.

This is how it goes.

\

"y tree in the far woods, hundreds of miles from the neavest
hurman, falls with ahell of a crash, but the tree can not bLe
considered as having really fallen until’ it has heen discovered
by somebody. OSince what we call "peality" depends entirely :
on what our senses tell us, nothing is resal unleszs we sense !
itl" i

4

|
The objectiviat will, however, Goggedly assery that that
"when the tree fell, it RBALLIZfell, no matter whether anybody
saw it or not.” i
7ou, dzar reader, will probebiy believe one of thase and
laugh at the other, nless you are onv ol those wise,but
somewnat dull, peonle known as fonce-sitters. ,

Refore you get inte tnls any further, let's define what
=¥

wetlre arguing sbout, Vhabt is reallty? i

websber sez, !'Reality....state, character, cuality, or fact
of being real."

Al

Then what do we mean by rsal?

2

"Realessscxistent ac a thing, laving actiiality of occurrence.’
>3 .

Then what do we mean bytastual ity

" MAetuality.......3tnte of being acitual; reality.” Shall
wae go around again? : '

It looks like v
large economy silze
body agrees One

hat we need is a brand naew, pluch linzd,
set of defimitionsz of veality that every-

And that is what the theory of relative reallty consists |

In this thecry there are three kinds ol reality; ¢hjective
reality, public reality, antl private realitye
00K 0N00NN00R0000Eee RN DT | EALDLE RN 0 T R A N R 2




N, ———

-
aa
-~
-
-
-
L™
e}
-
-
_—
-
~
N
-t
-
-~

Taking the last first, just to be confusing®, we shall
now define private reality. Private reallty is what vou !

think is real.. II you:ses litile wreen men wallking across
your ceiling, don't bs eplarmed, tncy rc real#w.. If a tree

. . £3 . ] - S |
grows in Brookiyn and wall.the men, women, and, dozs in I
A ]

Brooklyn know about if, hut you don't, then that tree
dossn't exist in your own privaté reality. bubt it dees exist

incccwnbtlul :

the public reality. Toiiet tlie public reality you take
everybody's private realities, add therm together, and divide
by the number of pecple. This is the most democratic kind
of reality, since it iz decided bv an informal vote.
Therefore it would be wisas to acespnt as much as possible,-
even 1f it means abandoning some parts of your private reality,
sueh as thHe little greconimen, It will.allib& for Thoibest,

Last of all is the objective recality. In this eategory
lies a good deal of public and private'reality, but nobody
knows how much, of which, or whese. To be absolutely frank
about it, nobody knows, for sure, anything about it.is
If you ask tha cxperts; thc phwsileists, they just murable
something about wave mofiong, the quantum theory, and
mattergy, them sneck guietly out the bdck door,

New that we havze these definitionsg we have at lcast
ono xind of reality for sverybody, so averybody ought to
be happy and stop arguing. Bzssides, now that we have defined

.

the terms, thorce isn't any more argument.

In conclusion I think you'll ali agree wlth my conclusiony
"The lesc said about reality, the betterd'

“

Trev MNzissw
REX Jeeiid

(%A philosophical article just isn't philosophical
if it 4sn't confusinge)

(34 At least in your own private reality
{ =+ Some materialistis, evanmellsits, Rosicrucians,
cynies and otner fanatics ssy thew de.. Don's'he foolode)

8




o L Y3

TR SRR T | S T ) BT [ I B TR TR, Jey TN LA o 13
N o it of i 1 e P Y T IR [ (L L R

g Sy ey o
PR N L

7

;‘F

# THOSE GO2D OLD DAYE

# By r-iRapn

# c/o NFLF mss

# burenu ;
i : 4
# In every prozine lotter E
# enlumn fen shreik and wail s
# a~ort the unsrcalkablo 4
i i~uriness of medern science= &
i fileticn. Arbtwerk is hidious 2]
i { shey ipform tle long -

sufverine caLtor), stories
100 pun¥, the guvy vho's
rorpoisivie for the iatest
siirrizs ia format should de
fec 1nsznic, and why doesn't
soncoine talke steps to bring
back the hizh-quality issues
of yore?

AR

I note particularly the
nostalgic murmurs in
Astourdding, comparing the
Satounding of 1948 with the
fabulous days of bedsheet
size ard full-pagc illicSe

Ah, yes.

NS S eSS

3 Faving grabbed at random one
i of my half-dozen "larse-size'
i Astoundiags, T now procend to

surmenrize "Brposs Tecizs - 1 Nove
1942, that you may fully recoznize the ability of fandom

-~

S S o R

S S Y

i 0 know wanen 1t s well oif, 7
i iF
# (1) Brass Tacts is sub-par. "If it deteriorates any more, i+
i 1t will Mit e _ow that it did only once befere in the #
7 history oi tne magezines" "Tou have cut Brase Tacks to 7
" the bone,' (The colurn covars a mere saven &% by 11 pages.)
T Tae crvens siculd b2 of hoeryier »aper and of d1fecsut colors #
i tnen toose being usad. #
) %
i (2) A South African fan is mostly contented, but remarks i

thoet the illustrations are "monstrous" and there 1ls a
Wzerercl sketchinoss" to all the artwork.

e

e

S

{3) The July ish was *the pcorast ever, EJEeSmithts
3ccona Stvege Leasman" was "frr oo long--at least ¥ of
ite wordage could snd snould lave bzer cnt out, The final
pares were utherly ridicuicis. Toe srith seems to have
ettt on Mimsell into o soies’  Anu furtncrmore T+he art
woik still st’nks to high hsuven.®

7
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(4) Timmins can never equal Rogers as a coisre artissas

(5) Violent protestetion ngalast *he trend toward less
science and more uman~-intrest in Sclence Fietione

(6) The next critic wants smaller typce in letter column. :
Print more letitcrs., cspealally science dicscussions. Also, :
he remarks, Willey Levis articles don't have anything to do
wi=h science-Tiction, und therefore belong in Popular
Qc.ence or scre such mags

i
|
; . |
(7} "There are far too many stories that hinge on the |
wanr. The other brickbat ic ragarding your artwork, which i
$g atill well below sinndard.” t

(8) Brass Tacks is too short. The editor's comments on '
the letters arc too short. Rogers® covers for the large- ;
sizc issues arc poorer than his previous work, i

(9) No criticism! bdbut then, it's a note from Cleve Cartmill |
giving the background for hls story for this issue. |

(10) "The cover is a lot-dam." "Rurrier" has hazy conrcepis
and jumbled ideas. Crban 1 good o 1llos, but oh for Wessc
and Paull

See, everybody was hoppy¥ in them gecod old daysli
A L7
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‘SCIENCE FICTION: IS IT LITERATURE? i

by
Walter H.fNelson,

When you see all the science-fiction magazines in the
racks at the nows-ctand, your first rcaction is most likely one
of mild disgust. ©Such: a wastc of papcrl Pulp magazirnes! Gaaht

However, when your tecn-age boys bring home stacks of
them, ordinary curiosity may impel you to sample thcm. After
perusing a few in John W, Gampbellts "Astounding’ you begin to
wonder if maybe they've -gnt something there af'ter all., There
have been a few which were astenishingly well written, with
accurate scientific background material.

There appears to be a legitimete place for this kind
of literature. We live in a diffcrent kind of world now than
we did only fifteen years ago. The last five years, especlally,
have had a very disturbing impact.

Our wholc philosophy has been profoundly affected,

No longer do we regard with satisfaction a highly polished
classical physics, depicting a mechanical universe rcgulated by
gimple laws,

The principles of conservation of mass and »of encrgy
werc esthetically pleasing, but they now must be considercd crude
approximations, - mere wishful thinking.

Tt was nicec to have light travelling in straight linss
forever, - now light veers toward every mass. It used to be
convenient to consider distant events occuring sirultaneously
with nearby events, = now such 2n idea 1is evidently nonsense,

There never used to be- any question as to whether we
lived in a stationary gravitational ficld or in a uniformly
sccolerated world without gravity, - but Einstein has shovm us
that the laws of mechanics are tho same in cither system, soO
that we can not distinguish which it is that we live in.

We have thus progressed from complacency about our
knowledge of the external world to a decep humility, engendered
by the revelation that the sum total of all our knowledge, =
that of two billion people, - is nearly nothing! We know now
that we are groping in unfamiliar darkncess toward a faint light,
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far shead. Our rive sensos (or perhaps six), miraculous
though they are, may not be sncugh to perriit arn under-
standing of the magnificently ordered, awcsome external
world we believe exists around us.

It is in this atmosphere that science fiction tnrives.
Who is there now so brash, so foolhardy, as to assert that
anything whatever wvhich may be imagined is impossible or
untrue? Who would no%, a short time ago, have pooh-poohed
the ides of obtsining huge cuantities of energy from the
interiors of atoms? - - or, that electrons could be mult-
iplied in mass by raclng them in a betetron? - or that
length and time avre both variables with velocity? Or that
the human mind may kave an influence over mechanical events?

In the realm of mechanisms alone, what would your
back-woods friend, - out of touch with developments dut
othorwise intelligent, - say 1f you told him that you had
been flying faster than sound, or flying cight miles up at
nine miles a minute in a.squiri-propclled flying wing weigh-
ing half a million pounds =zt the surface of the carth?

So, =~ more power to the science-fiction writers! The
present state of our seience allows imaginetions to roam
unfettered in the universe, - and vho knows what gripping
tales of space and time may._not yet turn out to be prophetic?

ENTEZRy THE BEM
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Sargent Hacgard emerged from the decompression chamber
of the great black hemisphcre that was the Earth soldier's

homo away from home into the cold, empty dimness of Mars. The
sentry, dressed in a snug, electronically heated uniform,
addressed him crisply, handing him a clipboard of papcrs. !

"I'm sorry, sir," sald the sentry,"but you'll have to
sign out. Ever sirice those Martiss started getting murdercd
we've had to take precations.”

"Murdered?" thought Sargent Haggard."Since when is it
murder to %ill weeds?" But aloud he snarled,”I'm not going
far, just out in the desert a ways to test this insert sprayer, !
He incicatcd a tank strapned to his back with metal hose dangling;
from it.

"Well, okay,"said the sentry, in reluctant respect for
the sargent's superior rank.”Shall I call you a gyro?"

"Nol'"roared Sargont Haggard. "I told you I was'nt |
going far. I won't nced any damn martie gyrodl" :

R o R ST S —— —  —-

"Yes, sir,"mumbled thc guard, as Haggard strode away i
into the rcd dunes. z

Haggard camc to the edge of the dcep, dry canal bod ;

and climbed down it's steep cmbankment. Rcaching the canal 3
floor,hc sot off between it's high, olmost perpendicular walls !
11 |
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toward the nearby Mairtain village. He had to stop oftewn
to catch his breath, for the Martain air was very thin.

"Damn Marties!", he swore, as he stopped for the
nineteenth time. 'They designed this climate deliberatly
so only their own damn plant people could live in it."

He got up, adjusted the flame thrower on his shoulcery,
and trudged onward.

Five miles back and one mile up hovered a small
Martain cyclogyro, its: gyro dlades thrashing in measured
circles on either side, like humingbirds wings. From Ite
narrow cabin two of the many-armed , green, plant people
watched the flood gates below slowly open, and a torrent
of foam-flecked water rush down the dry canal bed from the
majestic current of the main canal.

"Now, friend Sossor," said the first,"our people
in the village will be able to sink their roots into the
soil and draw up, not Jjust coarse, dry dust, but real watere.

",et's buzz down to the village and watch the water
grrive, friend Yillil,"said the second.

'No sooner said than done,"said Yillil, applying
his suction-cup hands to the control diskse. The cyclogyro
lurched from hovering position into a swift, fluttering
flight over the desert. In a few moments it outran the
hurtling wave in the canal and came in sight of the squat,
black hemispere of the Earth soldier's base.

As they passed over it they called the army control
tower and gave a ruutine water warninzes A check was made
and all was well, for Sargent Haggard had left no record
of his departurec.

They continued on , Y1111l skillfully piloting the
eraft, Sossor staring absently into the canal bed.

Suddenly Sossor stiffened and pointed a gquivering
tendril at 2 small, moving flgure below. ",o0k{""he whistled.
A man--in the canall"

"We've got to get him out of there, "groaned Yillil,
releasing suction on the power disk.

Sargent Haggard watched the gyro flutter towards
him with mild surprise. "Well, herc's somo Marties that
want theirs so bad they're coming after it,"ho chuckled,
unslinging the flame thrower. '

The gyro bounced to a stop a.short distance from
him and the door swung open. The two Marties bounded out
and scampercd frantically toward him,wildly waving their

tendrils. 12
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Sargent Haggard raised the nozzle of the flame throvern
"Damn, silly, stupid, littlec weeds,''he muttercd,

The string of flame roared out, tiin to start with,
then billowing out into a scething hot hall around the
' Martians.

BT T

Then it was off, and the shadows of the Martain.
semi-night rushed back to hide *heir charrsd bodiess

"Wonder what they wanted ,"muscd Haggard, as he
walked toward the things tha® once were living. Idly he
kicked one of them. A low rumbie 3oundcd faintly in hic :
ears, and a chill danced up his spinc as he associated 1
the rumble with the kick.

He calmed himself as the ruble grew stendily loudor
",hat's th-t?" he wondered. "It scems to be coming from
up the canal.”

His evcs widened as he looked up the canal and saw, §
in the distance, a black, writhing mass that crawled rap- i
idly toward him. -

"Phey're Ilooding the canal," he gasped, then turncl i
and ran toward the cyclogyro. e arrived at its open door !
grsping and reeling dizzily, ""hoe air,--1it isn't--thick i
enouzh--for--anybody--but I'artios," he wheczcd as he draggsd
himsclf into the cabin and slammcc the door.

He sat back in the uncomfortable, oddly shapcd seat
and panted. "I never---should have--tried to--run--in {
this-~thin air, but now I'm safe."

His eyes focuscd on the control panel.

"Control disks," he gosnhed. "Control disks thrt Martics
pull in and out with their little suction cup hands.
Smooth, flat control disks, set flush with the control panecl
with no place 2 man can get his fingers in, rothing you i
{ con grasp.’

Sargent Hnoggerd screamec.

|
He tried to dig his Tinpers into the cracks around |
the dtsiks, bu* it was no use. o turnecd to the dcor. i
"Tordd®he whisperad.'do dnorhandle. Just andvhes f
g damn littie dtsk, Iin trappedi’ ' |
|

\

He eat stilil, frozen with fear, and watched the
fifty fcot high wall oi water thander toward bim &t ¢xprocs r
train spr2ed, : i

"Martie water isn't going to get me,” ho muttersd.
"not Martic water,"

+.2
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avail.
before the wave hit.
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He pointed the nozzle at the floor and triggered it.
The whip of fire lashed out against the fireproof metal aad
spattered-- spattered back onto Haggard's hands, his arms,
his face. Little blobs of liquid fire raincd onto his
whole body, burning him in a million different placcs.

Frantically hec tried to beat ouﬁ the flame, to no

Sargent Haggard was dead a fraction of a second
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DONT BELIEVE

SOMETHING ABOUT NOTHIN%
by Trev Nelson

Mary had a little BEM,
Hrr pa cut off its head,
sc now when Mary goes to play
The BIM stays home in bcd,
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TC BEN SINGER
by
Richard E. Avery
You're a fool, Ben Singer, - you're a fooll
As is eny man who says that God is naught.
In green of earth end sky of azure )
_ Wonders lie in bourdless measure
Crying, "List yo, erring children, God is nigh'.
For if God is naught, Fen Singer, where lie I7
Whence comes this psuedo-intercourse with God
As midst golden grain I stand
Swelling oter the table-land
I can fesl deep=-burning down within ny soul?
And from whence, Ben Singcr, comos the trill
Of mondow lark on dewy wings of morn

As he sings the joy of old ,
"Wake and grect the morning boldl”
And calls the mass of man to daily toil?

And from whence, Ben Singer, flows the breeze
That cools the brow of toilers such as we

As on nountein, in the vale

Throuch the forest, o'er the dele
We sweat and strain, our souls to purge of hell?

Bend an car, Ben Singer, listen well
Trust not, infallibly, your nmind
Let the wonders God hath wrought
Teach the truths the anclents souszht
Then a wise man will be born, Singer boy!

16
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RALIGICH

by Johm Reiser

Thig article is sort of an answer to two articles which ap-
peared in the first issue of UIVERS... Tom Xennedy in his arti-
cle 'The Purpose of Tvil, " propeses that evil is the forze which
causes man to advcnce. llere is the way [r. Kennedy defines evil.
121l can be said to be enything which smashes our plans, or hopes
or destroys something dear to us.” Thon he tells us that evil ca:.
be divided into two parts; netural misfortunes as earth qdkes etc.,
and the misfortunes caused by man himself. But loo!: here==accord:
ing to this, low con he said to be evil. Is it evil to malte laws
to prevent the criminal fron continving his plans, & robber's plan!
to raid a bank and get away with it? Zou can easily sce that many
paradoxes may be made fron Lennedy's definition.

To continue, I am going to discard the word evil and use the
expression ‘"hindrances to the -dvencement of man.' Ilow then, here
is where 3cience and Religion come in. In order to explain this 1
oxpress my ovn religious beliefs,

I plan to pursue a scientific vocation in the role of a
physicist, I elso say that I try to lead somewhat of a religious
1ife, that is, I have a belicf in E ot v Bubvd tajls. he Way 1 prags
tice that relinion that ccunts. I might be a Catholic or Jev it
really does not matter. The truth is that I am of distant Jewish
ancestry ond am now o Cathollc. Ily belief in religion is that
"en's duty to Cod is to treat his fellow humen beings in a just,
honest manner. God will reward me for how 1 treat my fellow man
»ather thaen now many hours I lmeel in a church doing nothing dbut
wasting ny time, of whichI have only so much. 2o I believe in
going to church? Yes, 1 do. Iere is the reason: I want to go
to church as a place to learn how I can better help manl:ind by
i being moral and just, and no* t> hear cbout something which has
no humain 7 aive. I cxpsct my Pricsts or ministeors to help me
bocome a betiter citiuen of the orld,

7o me, ~eligion, taerefore, caon help the cdvancement of man
X 2 . : D S

by talzing carc of uvho morols and vicliediess of man. Sclence |
\ can advance man by taking cowe o fthe notural misfortuncs. 17

o
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In my Deligion, writer 3en singer (who calls hinsell an
Atheist) has just as much risht to esermal revard as anycone,
bocause he tpeats his cssociate human aniels in o very grati-
fying way. (lowever,to receive thiis reward ne mmst have faigh
ia God.) He woudn't steal or murder just hecnuse it did not
malke any difference zfter death, T do not do wiskedness merely
becauvse I am afraid of geing to hell il I do; I do not do for
just ebout thz same reason iir. Singoer aca3s no% do ite. . If done
with the attitude of helping mankind, Ged vwill reward any action,

How we return to the word “evil. ZIvil can be defined as
any action which is in jurious to maniiind. (..ction by one man
or a group of men against enother man or group ol men. Sy this
we can easily showr that law is helpful to man instead of an
evil, os can he derived from iennedy's definition.

As for the Soul. Den Singer says thot the Religionist
believes he possesses a soul,which cannot be seen, touched,
smelled, and wecizhs nothing. What does 3inger think a thought
is? It also cunnot bHe measured in sg. inches or weighed in
gremg, FOF it hos no masgy®v¥ed, VI ido@bt "that lir. sSinger baddl
deny the existence of a thousht, But it is not my purpose to
prove that there is a soul. There is though, a form of reason-
ing by the usc of abstractions,

There the trouble comes-in, is that Religion tries %o
prove that sciznce is immoral and unpleasing to God. (Some
Religions, that is.) They say this is truc just in order to
cover up for some crrors that they made in trying to male cor-
tain explanations, cxplanations which they had no business
making., Science, on the other hand, tried to prove that
Religion is & superstition on the grounds that Religion
tries to explain this without any physical or visible
proof,

Tf Religion will keep to its work as to the advancement
of mans' morals and Science to its worl: as to the finding
of how man can conquer the misfortunes caused by the elements,
this world would be a vary fine place to live, a world on which
a man might want to live perpetually. God has made these mis-
fortunes in order that man may. throcugh mans'! om will, im-
prove himself, and thus lkeep occupied. . What a dreadful vorld
it vrould be if man had absolutely nothing to overcome, (As
Torm Xeddedy tries to prove.)

There are quacks in anything, 3cience as well as lleligion.
T admit thot there are some very narrow-ninded so-called Re-
ligionists, and there are Jicientists that do not usc a scienti-
fic line of thourht. Usually thesec two groups of quacks are
those who try to »rove caoch other wrong, rather than doing
their own ork for the uwdvancenent of man,

T believe thot theore is a Jod who made the Unlverse
rmd 1 also helieve an mblased science will tell me the evo-
lucion of that uUniversee T hope to be a geod religionist
end & ~odd scisntist [ory if tas two do their worl uroporly, 18
Fhew cwarng ond will oot intecofers vish each other, rhis




is where I CGraw tac liae.

——— s

llere's a toast to a strong and porfect Reliclon which
will rid man of cll immoralism and injustices, ond to an
’ advancing Science wh ich will male our Universe a fascinating
and safe place to exist........Dottoms Up !




B——

To Ray Bradbury ' , ‘ \
33 South Venlce EBElvd. } >
Venice, California

From Ray Nelson

433 B, Chapin St.
Cadillac, Mich.

Dear Ray,

I hope you remember me, Ray Nelscn, the fellow who
praised you up and down the pages of the fanzine, Spacewarp
a short time ago. ' B

Well, now I'm puttinp out a zine of my own called
"Universe”", and I need some good articles. If you can
possibly zet the time, I would be thrilled beyond words
by your writing a short autobiography for us. If you can't
do that, perhaps you could answer 2 few questions for me
so that I could do another story about you.

First, did you ever write for or edit a fanzine? Lt
so, when, and what zine? Vhat was your f4rst story
to get into a prozine? When?

Do you do anything else but write for a profession?
Are you married or single? How did you go about breaking
into the prozines? '

How do you go about writing a stcry? ‘hat do you
consider to be the most important element in a short story?

Now I wait with bated breath to see "Will the rich and
farmous suthor come to the rescue of the poor, harassed fanzire
editor?" Only you know the answer,

Hopefully yours, (

Ray Nelson

RVIRTR VI R UIT R VR DI DV, RPRDRT
eeSeleaT et TeleTe

2 2 LORP R
Cir i b o

DRPR YR RTR
el

SN
0 Rl

B
o

Now gather round, fellow Bradbury fiends, and listen
to the words of the master,
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Dear Ray,

I was pleased to hear from you, Lere are a few answers
to your questions, whieh you might use., I haven't time to
do a full~blown autobilography, as I am leaving for San
Francisco this week and will be busy for scme time,

I was born in Waukegan, Illinois in 1920, and have lived
in Los Angeles since I was fouryeen. I began writing when I
was eleven or twelve years old. My early influences were the
Tarzan and 0z books, naturally , followed by Poe. Contrary to
your belief that Poe has been an influence, I do not belleve
this to be true. I haven't reed Poe since I was seventeen,
many years ago, and since there is little relationship between
our styles, and very little in our 1deas as far as I recall,
I believe you would be better off searching among contempcrary
authors for influences.

I had my own fan magazine when I was eighteen, titled FUTURIA
FANTASIA, with covers, four of them, by Hannce Boke. And
material by Rose Roeklynne,. Henry Kuttner, Hannes Eok,

myself and othcrs. The magazinc, a gquaritorly, xistcecd for
four issuce only and dicd in 1940, aftcr having boen sponsorcd
financially by thc Los Angclces Scicnec Fiction Loaguce It
offerced me a chance to soc my own things in print at a time
whcn I did not have the facility to scll to the large market.
I beliove a fan magazinc can scrve a good purposc il it
sustains thc cgo of the young writcr until such timoe as he

is ready to take wing into thc thin air of profcessional
compotition. I do not belicve fan mags skoula become cnds

in themsclves, since they permit little growth, but should

bec uscd as props along thce path to litcrary success. Thus
uscd, they arc invaluable,.

Interestingly cnough, my first actual sale, with moncy
involved , was my story PENDULUM vhich originally was printcd
in my own magazinc FUTURIA FANTASIA. A rcwrittcen version of
PENDULUM, with Henry Hessc as my collaborator, sold to Super
Scicnce and was published in August 1941 on my 2lst birthday.

I do nothing clsc but write for a profession. You migh be
interested to know that on July 15th, Thursday night, on

the CBS 'Suspense! prograr, I will have a play, starring Ida
Lupino. It is a scml-weird story. Hopc you hcar it.

I have been marricd for almost a ycar, My wife's name 1is
Marguerite and sne is a graduatc of TUCLA.

How did I go about breaking into thc profcssional magazines?

I wrote four million words of material from the time I was
sixtcen until I was twenty-onc. That's the only way to do 1t.
A thousand words, or morc, cvery day of your lifc. Practicc.

Practicc and disapvointment and more practico, o1
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I owe a great debt of gratitude to my gocd friends, Henry
Kuttner, Leigh Brackett, Edmond Hemilton, Julis Schwartz,
Henry Hasse, Ross Rocklynne, and Jaclt Williamson, as well
as Leslyn and Robert Heinlein for the valuable criticism
they gave me nine years ago. I chall never forpet them
for their kindnessese.

The most important element in a short story is humanity.
All of the doodads and gewgdws ancd fourth-dimensional
rivéting machines in histery can't save a story that
jsn't sympatheticzlly conceived tkhrough fts characters,

How do I write a story? Iirst I have read or heard cr
thought something that titilliates me. Then I try to cast
it into stery form. This is done by conceiving of a
character who can embody and cnforce the idea. Once I
have my character delinected, I have cnly to muster my
ovposing fecrces, set the scene, ond the story sells itselfl.

I do not bclieve that you really believe that I am Piacia
and famour. Yor do T believe that you are poor and
narassed. 1 lLope the above material will be of use.

My very best wishes to you.

TN TN TN, BRI LR on ook B S D S 1 . e e
'y ™ st i T T LU I ML —— i ——— - e P T

Dear Ray, :
Keep "Universe" as is. (A little of everylihing)
Letter section? SURES Nice work, I'll be waiting for

nuriber two.
--~-Kaymar

Ray,
This is merely to record that in Universe 1#1

I enjoyed"Breaking Point"&"Atheism Explained” quite well.
Most of the rest seemed nretty slim, tho "World Government"
was well enuf organized & suffered principally from the
limitations imposed by its brevity.

Chan Davis
(Zds blurb) So you think "World fovernment" was

too short, hey? Well, there's plenty uore where that
came from, and sooner or later jyour golng to see the oo

1 rest of it. All the rest of i..

<
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Dear Ray,

I have just recieved ry first copy of "Universe."
Excellent] Starting with the poll on the back nage:
1. Religlous articles, maybes. Could use more on ztheism,

2.Political articles, yes.
3, Non-fantasy storiecs, maybd.
4, SF reviews, yes.
5,Table of Contents, yes. (6ne bad point of No.l.
6. Red, blue, green, black, inks, Yes.
10, White paper, yes.
11. Buff paper, maybe. (If you can®t get anything else.)
12, Varied colors, definatelyl

To procedes "Atheism Zxplainecd" by Singer. One of
we best I've cver read, Singer was at his bests He
knows what he says when he discusces reliszion, atheism,

and Ghod., (Yes, I'm an athelst #lso.)

"STF on the Air®™ by Nigil., Good. He forsot to mention,
or has never heard of "Zscapo.” It's on W/JR (C3S) in
Detroit- Wednesdays at 10:36 P.M, daylight saving time.
Last night, while browsing in Keat's Book Store, I heard
them dramatize H.G.Wells' "Country oI the Blind." Of
course, they do everything and don't stick to STI.

Join the World Federalistsd What goes? 1s this a

paid ad or just the sentiments of the editor?
((Ed's note: Bothi))

The Purpose of Evil" by Kennedy. Nothing to it.
Evil has not aided progress, as the religionists would
have us believe. In the third paragraph he devides evil
into two classes. The first class, bbdily and mental 1lls,
are what have caused some of man's proirecs and these are
(quote the priests) devil inspired rather than God inspired.
Kennedy says that living together has helpcd us prosgress
thru rmoral codes. Living together has also developed
greed and more evil. Just a vicious cyclee
((Bd's prattle: Why don't we all just cormit

spicide?))

"World Government" by Nelson. Altho tliis is an
excellent piece of propaganda for the World Ieds, I
agree wholecheartedly. Cf coursec, world government 1is
not the only thing racial, religlous, and other prejudices
hinder. 073




O e "Ereubringr Poimt®™ Oy Rarpp. Exellent. I usually
do like Rapp's ficticn sitho, lor some reason, this has a very
familiar ring to it.

'
Yo

"The Blue Mountains" by Nelson. Good,as a fable. %he
woman could reprcsent the churchy,that refuses to look at both
sides for fear of the truth. The man, on the other hand,
represents the masses who go to church and pretend to bhelieve
because of what they think is an inescapable social responsibilitye
((Wronge. Guess again. :Ed's blither))

I %now that Trev and Racdell zre brothers, but is Ray Nelson
a pen mame or father of Radell's?
((Ans. Radell and Ray are all the same schmoe.
Pappy's name is Walt, 3alt ix an ex atomic engineer turned
airplane jockey. He is also a STFan. There's no telling
what that combination could lead to, Wwe hope.))

As a whele, very goode
TNTELY yours,
Hal Shapiro

P.S. So far three MBFS members, Singer, Young, and Ketchette,
have approved this new nameid NINFITS
Michigan X
Instigaters of
Science
Fantasy for
Intellactually
Thinking
Soclety
What do you .(and the rest of Cadillac) think?

((Ed's moan: If I expressed my full opinion on that ghgstly
so-called name we would undoubtly be bered@ from the mails.))
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Dear Ray:

Nice job on your first. Cartoons dandy.

"Breaking Point" ‘excellents Like good expositions on religion
--pro and con--where the writers talk sense, which no one did
in UNIVERSE, except the quote from Einstein. Is Singer the
catalist in such discussions recently coming out of Ifichigan,
He makes the common juvenile error of identifying religionts
abuses with religion itself. . Good luck to you.

' Don Day
((Edts rutter: Sinser is the catalist, all rizht))
24
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Dcar Ray,
Don't thinlc I've commonted on UNIVLRSE 7ot, 00..as

Your article on WORLD GOVERK! oNT struck mc s being slanted
in the wrong dircction, Tno poople of the U.S. arc far
more internationzl-rinded.than thoso of most other countricss
Mhe roason? Frecr aeccess to infeormotion. Thercefore, it
is not the apathy of the Amcricon pcoplc which is bozging
Gown the World Fcderalists, but their reluctance to back
a program which other nations 2111 viow as just another
tool of Yankdc imperialisn,

((Is thot so? Thoe Buscians can join the World Fods
just as cesily ns s "imporielists". They 2ot no kick
coming; Ed's rasp))

Singer got rlosor to bavic arguncnts in this artlcle then

~I've cvor sccn iim before, but in the cend he runs of f inw%o

o fronzy aznin, - That drowing ad the end is truly o master=
picced

Whon Singer dics, having né place to go, hls spirit will
undoubtedly haunt Tom Konncdye

r=tRapp
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Dcar Ray, ,

In sanswer to the poll on tho b-ck covor of thc last
UNIV:RSE-.-........ ‘

(1) Roligious Articlcst Surc, 1f they'rc like Ben
Singerts (Or was that a rcligious articlc?). It's groat
to find o zine that discussocs the fundomentals. Now you
ought to havc 2 thoologist answor his arguacntse

((I don't xncw about that. You probably romcnber
what Doc Keller said sbout fon.fuuds. Also remember the
0ld Singer=-Nclson thcologieal free-fer-z11 of a fow months
baclte: Eda's gurglec))

Speaking of articlces, I 1likecd thc onc on thc good
0old days of radic when 1t forturcd morc fantasy. ({I
doubt that, I'1l bet we havt morc radio fantasy now
than we ovcr did in the "good old days." Ever listen
to "Ouniot Plcosct" :Ed's grunt)) I wonder if anyonc
romembers a. sprianl eallcd iLatitude Zero'? As Lt was
during thce yoars of ny south (ahcw) my momory of it is
nazy and a1l T rocall iz n utopian city beneath the
sccan at latitudc zZero, ond onc adventure thot had the
good guys-fightlng tho forcos of on ovil goddess called
Kali on an island repleto with zicantic unimnls cto,

Ah ycs, the good old dayse.

Lots .of "1lucks Albeort Toth
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