Avburn, Calif,
Nov. IOth, 1932,

My dear Mr. Dodson:

I thank you for your kind letter and your
expression of interest in me and my work. T am glad you liked
The Gorgon and the tales about the Singing Flame. Marooned in
Andromeda T consider one of my poorest steriles, Flight into
Super-Time( the editor, not I, was guilty of that title) has
perhaps more merit as a satire than anything else. The irony,

being implied rather than expressed, was perhaps missed by
most readers.

Your questions touch on problems that are, T think, vastly
more difficult to selveesmd elucidate than you imagine, The
ultimate motivatiens~ of any man's 1ife, hhilosephy, art, likes,
dislikes, etc., are probably more obscure than is realized;
and I doubt if modern psychology has approached them. TFor this
reason, I am not sqge that T understand myself, or that any
humen bheing can unq\stand hinself or others. And understanding
is _even harder to communicate than achleve, since words may,
and usually do have, extremely divergent vaiues for different
mindsfaving delivered myself of this warning, L!l1l ¢ry to an-
swer some of yvour queries.

To the best of my belief, the style in which I write is
a perfectly natural mode of u%terance for me., and is not aff=-
ected. My approach to literature is primarily artistic, poet-
ic, esthetic, and for this reason I like the full-hued and
somewhat rhythmic type of prose. For many yesrs, I wrote
only verse (I have published three volumes of it) and T have
always had a prejudice in whmx favor of what is called’’the
grand manner. I have also made many paintings and drawings,
of a fantastic type; and this pictorial trend has probably in-
TYluenced my story-writing too. Prerhaps, in some cases, it has
led me o an overuse nf adjectives in the effort to achieve a
full and vivid vizualization,or rendering of atmosphere,

My stories spring from a profound liking for the imag-
inative and fantastic, together with & deep speculative interest
regarding the cosmic mysteries,and the actual possibilities of
other inhabited worlds and alien modes of being. I suspect
that nothing any of us can imagine is half so fantastic as the
truth of what may exist outside of the human acqusrium! To-

ether with my interest in the cosmic, T have( without defin-
%tely'believing in the supernatural) a vast curiosity concern-

ing what may lie behind the veils of the material world., ILife,
as I see, it, is surrounded and permeated by insoluble myster-
jes; and 1 strongly suspect that it is influenced by many
forces that science has not yet heen sable to detect. Perhaps

this will help you to understand the mental background of my taes.

As to what life means to me, I think T can .safely say that
it is largely synonymous with work. I am trying to establish my
self as a professional story-writer, and to earn if possible,
enough money so that T will ultimately be able t6 devote part

of the time to the poetry and painting which I have been forced

to lay aside fex»—ile—4$ime through financial exigency. I con-
sider myself fortunate to write(and enjoy writing) a type of

fiction that appeals to any considerable portion of the public.



“ry/

My letter in S.T. touched on a many-sided problem, and T
suppose any pronouncement as to what is the highest or most
important element in & story is, after all, a mattepfof person-
al preference. Your point as to a mingling or
co-relating of human and unhuman elements in a horror tale is
well-taken, and T agree with you that Poe has obtained some
magnificent effects by such opposition. The convincing evoc-
ation of macrocosmic or outside’’elements is, I think, far
rarer than the adequate papsentment of the human, and seems to
require a greater capaci®ty for imaginative projection, so for
this rsagson I was tempted %o put it higher. But it all depends
on what you want, I suppose. It is obvious that -theiwidest pub-
1ic appeal in a story must be hased largely on gommon smotionse.
Genuine appreciation of the ultrahumanly fantasic presupposes
a certain capacity for detachment from tho-evef?day interests
and feelings of lifs. There has to bs, temporarily, an
objzetifying of interest, a trggzénding of the material con-
cerns of the spscies., The emotlon evoksd by work of this sort
1s pwdweriiy esthetic--a dolight in ideas, images, style, etc,,
fot their own sakes, rather than a rudimentary solar-plexus
tickling. TFantasy repraesents the effort of the human mind to

go beyond the rather painful limits of experience and obser-
vation, it is, so %o speak, an aspiration toward the unknown in-
finities., It corresponds xaxe in the world of art and in-
tellection, one night say, to what mysticism is in the spirit-
ual world--an effort toward a hroader consclousness tham that
achieved throuzh the relativities of mundans existencs.

¥rom all this, you must not infer that I am indifferent to work
that deals with the actual happenings and possibilities of life.
The thing that I deprscats is the sort of modern realism, or,
more properly, literalism, which %treats such happenings and
possibilities as a closed microcosm, thomoughly known and charté
and sealed against the unknown elements of the macrocosm, This
type of stuff I have come to regard as throughly sterile and
limitary. It is not, as T see it, a true realism at all, The
most elementary facing of the facts of our position in the
universe should include an acceptance of myriad unknown pot-
entialities., Any day, forces may be stumbled upon by inves- -
tigative scientists that will give an entirely new value and
bearing to ohserved data, and invalidate the whdle kit and ka-
boodle of accepted theories,

I hope that this will make my standpoint, and my stories,
clearer £0 you.

Cordially yours,

)
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