


unless the heat ends the growing of morels —- and that may be, for it's to be in
the 90s today, and that's deadly for morels!) I don't get much else done -- but
evenings I can get at correspondence, poetry, book reviews, journal -- so I'm
not too far behind, and I'll finish " The Chronicles of Solar Pons'" in June for Fall
1971 publication with just a modicum of luck."

Derleth had an amazing capacity for work, as can be seen from his output.
In addition to running Arkham House, Mycroft and Moran, and Stanton and Lee
publishing houses, he personally produced well over 100 books during his writing
career, was a regular contributor to newspapers and magazines, and carried on
a staggering correspondence, both business and personal.

August is survived by his mother, Rose; two children, April Rose, 16; and
Walden William, 14; and a sister, Mrs. C. P. Anderson. It was Mrs. Anderson,
with some after-school help from young April, who kept Arkham House moving
during Derleth's long spell in the hospital in 1969. But no true successor was
ever groomed for this essentially one-man operation,

Arkham House was formed in 1939 by Derleth and Donald Wandrei and or-
iginal plans were to publish the works of H. P. Lovecraft, who had died in 1937,
Wandrei severed all ties with the publishing house, except for the Lovecraft
works, after 1942 and since that time Derleth went it alone. More than 100 books
were produced under the imprint of Arkham House, while he reserved the My-
croft and Moran name for his own Solar Pons books and used Stanton and Lee as
the publisher of some of his Wisconsin-oriented books.

Derleth's early admiration for Lovecraft seemed togrow into an almost
fanatical urge to gain for the virtually unknown writer of horror stories a place
in American literature. And, to alarge extent, he succeeded in this quest. Der-
leth had himself named executor of Lovecraft's estate and thus, for more than
30 years, had a virtual stranglehold on everything ever written by HPL. Included
were the thousands upon thousands of letters the prolific Lovecraft had written
to his friends in the 1920s and 1930s. A small portion of these have been pub-
lished in two volumes of '"Selected Letters' and a third volume was due out this
summer. Derleth had hoped to complete the series in 1975,

Derleth was a burly, broad-chested, curly-haired man who liked to walk
the lanes of his beloved Sac Prairie. He was extremely versatile, although his
first love would seem to have been the horror story. He wrote his first story at
age 13 and made his initial sale at 16 ("Bat's Belfry'" to the May 1926 issue of
Weird Tales). He also wrote mysteries, biographies,poetry; you name it, August
Derleth probably tried his hand at it.

Although Arkham House books were generally produced in editions of 3000
or less copies, Derleth built up an almost fanatical cult of followers. Arkham
House collectors have been responsible for forcing the prices on some of its out
of print titles to staggering figures. Arkham's first book in 1939 was the now
almost legendary "The Outsider and Others,'by H. P, Lovecraft. Although it took
four years to sell the 1,268 copies, this book quickly doubled and then tripled in
value once it went o.p. Over the years "The Outsider" has steadily increased in
value and now brings prices ranging from $175to $250 a copy. And other Arkham
books have similarly soared in price: '""Out of Space and Time'" and ""Lost Worlds"
by Clark Ashton Smith, ""Skull Face" by Robert E, Howard, "Dark Carnival" by
Ray Bradbury, '"Beyond the Wall of Sleep'and ' Marginalia'" by HPL, and ""Jumbee'"
by Henry S. Whitehead to name a few.

But Derleth, despite a far greater recognition during his lifetime than his
mentor, HPL, had ever experienced, seemed to maintain his respect for Love-
craft to the very end. And, perhaps learning a lesson for the whole affair, when
the subject of fame came up, he remarked only last August:

"] suppose if I have any 'coming into my own' to do, it will be after I've
shuffled off this mortal coil, which is the American way.

~-Gerry de la Ree






He abandoned the earlier orientation of the field. He demolished the stock characters who had
filled it; eradicated the penny-dreadful plots; extirpated the Sunday-supplement science. In a phrase,
he blotted out the purple of pulp.

Instead, he demanded that science-fiction writers understand science and understand people, a
hard requirement that many of the established writers of the 1930s could not meet. Campbell did not
compromise because of that; those who could not meet his requirements could not sell to him and the
carnage was as great as had been that in Hollywood a decade before, when silent movies had given
way to the talkies.

Campbell went to work to fill the gap left by the forced retirement of some of the best-known
names in the field. He began to develop new talents in a new generation of writers; those plastic
enough to learn a set of newer and much harder skills; and he succeeded. Those who flourished under
Campbell's tutelage and learned to write in his uncompromising school lifted the field from minor.
pulp to high-art.

Not all writers before Campbell were poor; not all writers after Campbell were great —- yet the
change was large enough and dramatic enough to make it clear that science fiction as adult literature
had a name and that name was John Wood Campbell, Jr.

I met him in June, 1938, just a month after he became editor. I was eighteen and had arrived
with my first story-submission, my very first. He had never met me before but he took me in; talked
to me for two hours; read the story that night; mailed the rejection the following day along with a kind,
two-page letter telling me where I had gone wrong.

Over the next four years, I saw him just about every month, always with a new story. He always
talked to me, always fed me ideas, always discussed my stories to tell me what was right and what was
wrong with them,

It was he who gave me the skeleton of '"Nightfall," including the opening quotation, and sent me
home to write the story.

It was he who considered my third or fourth robot story, shook his head and said, "No, Isaac,
you're neglecting the Three Laws of Robotics which are---" and that was the first I heard of them.

It was he who took the idea for a short story which I brought to him and put it through a rich
sea-change that transmuted it into the "Foundation" series.

I never denied, or even triedto diminish,the debt I owed him, and told him flatly that everything
in my writing career I owed to him, but it was characteristic of him that he never accepted that.

He admitted he fed me ideas but he said he kept on doing so only because I brought them back
changed and improved. He denied he had made up the Three Laws of Robotics and insisted he found
them in my stories and merely put them into words.

He watched many of his writers take their instructions from him and use them to go on to fame
outside Astounding and outside science fiction. He rejoiced in that and stayed behind to teach a newer
generatjon,

Only once did I manage to get him to recognize his value openly. I asked him to what he attri-
buted his editorial ability and he answered, "To an unteachable talent.”

1 asked him what talent that was and he said, "The talent which made it possible for me to see
writing ability in a hungry teenager namedIsaac Asimov who had brought me in a completely hopeless
first story."

Yes, indeed!

It has always been my pride that of the writers developed by Campbell, I was one of the very
first (in time, at least, if not in ability.)

Nor did he ever settle down. To the end of his life, he was always experimenting, always chang-
ing, always trying to find the new and exciting. Others grew stodgy and rut-ridden with age; not
Campbell. Many science fiction readers did; not Campbell. Many science fiction writers did; not
Campbell.

He tried Astounding in different sizes; he tried it with rotogravure sections; he changed the
letter-columns this way and that; he introduced new departments and dropped them; let word-rates
depend on readers' votes. Changes didn't always meet with approval, but he wasn't looking for sur-
face approval, but for something he felt and knew to be right -- and to the end of his life, he kept
Astounding first in sales and prestige.

He even changed the revered name to Analog Science Fact - Science Fiction, over the loud out-
cries of many readers (including myself) but saw it through unwaveringly because he felt the new
name no longer smacked of the juvenility of science-fiction's magazine beginnings.

Campbell championed far-out ideas: dianetics, the Hieronymus machine, dowsing, psionics. He
pained many of the very men he had trained (including myself) in doing so, but he felt it was his duty
to stir up the minds of his readers and force curiosity right out to the border-lines,

He began a series of editorials in his magazine in which he championed a social point of view
that could sometimes be described as far-right. (He expressed sympathy for George Wallace in the
1968 national elections, for instance.) There was bitter opposition to this from many (including my-
self —- I could hardly ever read a Campbell editorial and keep my temper.) Yet criticism never an-
gered Campbell, nor strained his friendship, and, however idiosyncratic his views on science and
society, he remained, in person, a sane and gentle man,

I saw him last at the Lunacon in April 1971 and spent an evening in his hotel room. While Peg
Campbell (his second wife, with whom the last two decades of his life passed in happy serenity) was
finishing a complex and beautiful rug, Campbell lectured us all on medicine and psychiatry.

It never occurred to me when I shook hands in farewell that night, that I would never see him
again; never even hear his voice again. How could that occur to me when I had never once thought
(never) that death and he had anything in common, could ever intersect. He was the fixed pole star
about which all science fiction revolved, unchangeable, eternal.

And now that he is dead, where canwe find ten people who by united effort might serve as a pale
replacement for the man who, in the world of science fiction, lived a super-story more thrilling than
any even he ever wrote, --Isaac Asimov
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