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June 4, 1931,

Dear Dick;-

Thanks immensely for your two letters, I had no
diffieulty at all in reading the first one---my great trouble
13 finding time to do the things I must do, It seems to me

that there never is time enough on the e¢lock., I told you
before, I think, that I could not nromise to ecorrespond with
anyone regularly---the best I ecan do is to dash off a letter
in between things that absolutely must bedone. Right now,
for instance, I am running a set of erude fibers, some
viscosities, and a couple of aleoholiec extracts; and am
typing a few words at a time b@tween operations, here in

the laboratory. And incidentally, my two assistant chemists
are just about as busy as I am,

Regarding chemistry as a profession; I am prpbably

too close to it to see it in 1ts true perspective. However,
if I had it to do over again, I would do the same, I think.
I would rsther write for a living---but I and my family
also want to eat; and to make a living writing, a man has
to be really good. However, I will say that you are laying
yourself out for a long grind---because a Ph,D, is almost a
necessity for a chemist, these davs. You are worrying yowr -
self needlessly about preparation, however. The chemistry
you will get in hish school is extremely elementary---mere-
ly a laying of the groundwork of chemical thought in prep-
aration for college work; just as college chemistry paves
the way to advanced stuff, which in turn only teaches a man

to think---after finally finishing his graduate work the
student is merel¥ equipped to start learning something about
his speeialty. hat being true, 1t is eminently silly to
think about ontside prevaration---the high sehool course is
enough, and all that you will be able to use to advantage---
if you get 1t thoroughly, that 1s Lhe most important thing.

I note a very peculiar cirecumstance; which might be
called ane of the irontes of fate. My own son, also a high-
school student; has been all wrapped up in airplanes ever
since he was six years old, He had been bullding models,
and pores for hours over plams, specifieations, ete.,, for
everything available that flies. I used to entertain hopes
that he might take up chemistry, a field in which I could
help him in later years---help kim to get a start, at least;
but the more time passes, the more deeply he becomes engrossed
in matters aeronautical. He has everything nlanned---he is
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going to take a Ph.D. in aeronautical engineering in the
University of Michigan, then become a test-pilot and gen-
eral airplene designer and chief engineer, (You undoubtedly
know the scientific terms of the positions he wants). And
in him and you lies the irony. I gather from the stationary
you used that your father operates an airplane field of

some kind; and my son turned green with envy of you when he
saw that letter-head. His idea of heaven would bhe to trade
places (and fathers) with you---if he could live around an
airport he would ask little more in 1li1fe., Now you, son of
an airplane man, and with unbounded opportunity to advance
in that field; want to be a chemist---while the chemist's
son, who could get a flying start in his father's laboratory,
thinks chemistry a very humdrum thing indeed and insists
upon entering the colorful field of aeronauties! THAT, in
my opinion, is certainly one of those things. Tell your dad
to play it over on his radio, and see what he gets!

I was startled to learn that you had alreadr read
the first installment of the Spacehounds, since I have not,
even yet, received my copy of the July issue, nor has it heen
received by the local news dealer. I note your attitude
toward it with interst and with no little trepidation; for,
even though I have heen afraid for some time that that view-
point would be more or less general, I have bheen hoping that
1t would not. For, friend Dick, even though you may not

realize it consciously, your attitude toward the "Spacehounds "
is precisely that of the 01d Black Crow (of beloved memory)

who was wont to remark, "Even if that was GOOD I wouldn't

like it'" I have received many letters in the last few weeks,
several of whose writers declared outright that they were not
going to like the "Spacehounds"---that I had no business
writing anything excent another S«kylark.

Now in defense of the poor old Spacehounds I can only

say that 1t was started long bhefore "Skylark Three" was
printed. In faet, it was practically done in September, 1930.
You see, as soon as I had finished "Three", which was, as I
remember it, late in the fall of 1929, I thought that I had
ended the Skylarks definitsely, and did not expect to hear a
single vote for more. Therefore, so thinking, I started
what was to be a new series of stories---a series more in-
teresting, more scientifie, and sounder than the Skylarks,

As I have said bhefore, I was not and am not at all
pleased with the fundamentals of the Skylark stories, since they
are in sSome respects entirely indefensible, In fact, theyv are

really pseudo-science, and not sclentific fiction at all, in
the striet sense of the word. Spacehounds, on the other hand,
1s really selentific fiction---built from the ground up.

In my opinion, it is mbre iInteresting than the SWylarks---but
of eourse I am not the judge of that. And the drawback that
you mention; that of ataying inside the solar system; is
necessary because of the really scientific system of power
used., It would be drawing things altogether too far to have
them perfect a system, right off the bat, that would let
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them go from galaxy to galaxy, llke the Skylark could.

This eondition, however, was to be remedied in the
next story. Late in this one you will make the aequaintance
of a race of folks known as the Vorkuls, who know several
things that not even PBrandon has guessed at---and laical
developments will permit the spacehounds of the next story
to ecover the Galaxy. In fact, a third story has been very
dimly visioned, in which some kind of a future deve]opment
(to be forecast in the second story) will permit of inter-
Galactic, or emen inter-Universal flight, However, whether
or not those stories ever will be written deperdsentirely
upon how the present Spacehounds is received. If the attitud
suggested in your letter and openly exvreqsed by several
others 1s very general, the Spacehounds won't stand a chance
of making themselves liked-=--too muvh pre judice before they
are even read,

However, it may help some when I tell you that for
several monthq-—-ever since the great clamor for another
Skylark became insistent---I have been working upon another
story of that series.. It is hard to write, as you can
imagine a story in pregression with those two would be --
but I may be able to handle.it, If so, it should apvear in
Amazing Storles sometime late in 1932, I am making no
nromises or definite ataterents, however. If I cannot do
what seems to me a good job, it will never appear anywhere,

Now abhout that wild yarn I told you I was playing

with from time to time. I cannot tell you about it, since
a synopsis: of a thing like that would be utterly meaningless.
Then, too, I have only the rough draft of about half of it
done, and have no idea of. what the characters will get me
into before I finish 1it. Also, I have no idea when it will
be finished; so there would be no Oarticu1ar poiqt in letting
you read it as far as I have zoune. You don't like to wait
from one month to the next---how would yon like to wait for
an indefinite period, for something that not even the author
knows what 1s going to happen, or when it will be happened?
For instance, right now, in that yarn, I have (and have had,
for months) the hero and heroine in a lifeboat out in space,
a hundred thousand lightyears or so from Tellus, adrift,.
They are staring at an lmpenetrable field of murky red forece,
which is reaching out at them and which 1is eating the end off
of their steel shell. Now neither the hepo nor I know as yet
what that foree is, who is behind 1it, or how they are going to
get away from 1t; and I have no intention of writing any more

on that brainstorm until some long, c¢old night next winter,
when I will probably get an idea too wild to use in any other
story I am thinking about and will put it behing that red
field of foree, uee9 Woa]dn t you rather wait untﬁl the
whole thing 1s done, and then read proof on it for me?

Well, too mueh of this already, and none of your
questions answered yet. Yes, Campbell and Bdwards are OK;

OVER



" although nersonally, there are others I like better. Campbell

seems ---well, rather juvenile; and Edwards goes in for

- altogether too many unthinkable situations. And ves, I

thoroughly agree with you conecerning those two authors,
whom I need not name---and whom it is very unethical for me
to discuss. Pure punk-- drivel and piffle. However, let's
leap to the ones I do really like.

Merritt firét and foremost. His stuP‘ isn't seientifiec,

true ---1t isn't pseudo-scientific---it isn't any kind of

science at all, in fact. Science takes one on the chin on
every one of his pages, but boy! how I do love the wayhe
handles ‘situations and events! And the way he writes is a
thing of beauty and joy. Widely imitated, he never im-
1tates anyone else; and the .perfection of technique and
detail he uses 1s nothing short of marvelous.

Also, I greatly liked Philin Nowlanls two stories,
It's a shame he 1s doing that silly strip---but I imagine
that he 1is aettigb real money for it, Another gem, I thought
was "Futility", by Meek. (The only really good thing he
ever wroté, to my way of. thinking. That one, however, was a
kit of sheer perfection. If he never writes anything else,
that one story will justify his extstence.)d

I also revel in Cloukey's stuff. When he gets into
the mazes and paradoxes of time, I settle back deep into the
old chair for a session of real mental enjoyment---what it
takes to fillip the old think—tank, he s got.

Well, the afte oon samples are in and the hoys are
yelling "eomegd on, Doc'!¥ You'll have to snap 1t up if you

. expect to pl any golf this evening'!" so I'll have to

quit. I've been necwing away at this 1n odd moments all
afternoon--—iﬁ it doesn't make sense 1t's just too bad, for
I'm not, even goiﬁg to reread 1t---if I d® 1t prohably won't
go and you won't get another letter from me for Lord knows
hew long.

Very cordially yours,

W st
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