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A NOTE ABOUT THE AUTHOR  
Ray Bradbury has published some twenty-seven books-novels, stories,

plays, essays, and poems-since his first story appeared when he was twenty
years old. He began writing for the movies in 1952-with the script for his
own Beast from 20,000 Fathoms. The next year he wrote the screenplays
for It Came from Outer Space and Moby Dick. And in 1961 he wrote Orson
Welles's narration for King of Kings. Films have been made of his "The
Picasso Summer," The Illustrated Man, Fahrenheit 451, The Martian
Chronicles, and Something Wicked This Way Comes, and the short animated
film Icarus Montgolfier Wright, based on his story of the history of flight,
was nominated for an Academy Award. Since 1985 he has adapted his
stories for "The Ray Bradbury Theater" on USA Cable television.
 

TO MY FINEST TEACHER,

JENNET JOHNSON,

WITH LOVE
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HOW TO CLIMB THE TREE OF LIFE,
THROW ROCKS AT YOURSELF, AND
GET DOWN AGAIN WITHOUT
BREAKING YOUR BONES OR YOUR
SPIRIT A PREFACE WITH A TITLE
NOT M UCH LONGER THAN THE
BOOK  

Sometimes I am stunned at my capacity as a nine-year-old, to
understand my entrapment and escape it.

How is it that the boy I was in October, 1929, could, because of the
criticism of his fourth grade schoolmates, tear up his Buck Rogers comic
strips and a month later judge all of his friends idiots and rush back to
collecting?

Where did that judgment and strength come from? What sort of
process did I experience to enable me to say: I am as good as dead. Who is
killing me? What do I suffer from? What's the cure?

I was able, obviously, to answer all of the above. I named the sickness:
my tearing up the strips. I found the cure: go back to collecting, no matter
what.

I did. And was made well.

But still. At that age? When we are accustomed to responding to peer
pressure?

Where did I find the courage to rebel, change my life, live alone?

I don't want to over-estimate all this, but damn it, I love that nine-year-
old, whoever in hell he was. Without him, I could not have survived to
introduce these essays.



Part of the answer, of course, is in the fact that I was so madly in love
with Buck Rogers, I could not see my love, my hero, my life, destroyed. It
is almost that simple. It was like having your best allround greatest-loving-
buddy, pal, center-of-life drown or get shotgun killed. Friends, so killed,
cannot be saved from funerals. Buck Rogers, I realized, might know a
second life, if I gave it to him. So I breathed in his mouth and, lo!, he sat up
and talked and said, what?

Yell. Jump. Play. Out-run those sons-of-bitches. They'll never live the
way you live. Go do it.

Except I never used the S.O.B. words. They were not allowed.

Heck! was about the size and strength of my outcry. Stay alive!

So I collected comics, fell in love with carnivals and World's Fairs and
began to write. And what, you ask, does writing teach us?

First and foremost, it reminds us that we are alive and that it is a gift
and a privilege, not a right. We must earn life once it has been awarded us.
Life asks for rewards back because it has favored us with animation.

So while our art cannot, as we wish it could, save us from wars,
privation, envy, greed, old age, or death, it can revitalize us amidst it all.

Secondly, writing is survival. Any art, any good work, of course, is
that.

Not to write, for many of us, is to die.

We must take arms each and every day, perhaps knowing that the
battle cannot be entirely won, but fight we must, if only a gentle bout. The
smallest effort to win means, at the end of each day, a sort of victory.
Remember that pianist who said that if he did not practice every day he
would know, if he did not practice for two days, the critics would know,
after three days, his audiences would know.

A variation of this is true for writers. Not that your style, whatever that
is, would melt out of shape in those few days.

But what would happen is that the world would catch up with and try
to sicken you. If you did not write every day, the poisons would accumulate
and you would begin to die, or act crazy, or both.



You must stay drunk on writing so reality cannot destroy you.

For writing allows just the proper recipes of truth, life, reality as you
are able to eat, drink, and digest without hyperventilating and flopping like
a dead fish in your bed.

I have learned, on my journeys, that if I let a day go by without
writing, I grow uneasy. Two days and I am in tremor. Three and I suspect
lunacy. Four and I might as well be a hog, suffering the flux in a wallow.
An hour's writing is tonic. I'm on my feet, running in circles, and yelling for
a clean pair of spats.

So that, in one way or another, is what this book is all about.

Taking your pinch of arsenic every morn so you can survive to sunset.
Another pinch at sunset so that you can more-thansurvive until dawn.

The mirco-arsenic-dose swallowed here prepares you not to be
poisoned and destroyed up ahead.

Work in the midst of life is that dosage. To manipulate life, toss the
bright-colored orbs up to mix with the dark ones, blending a variation of
truths. We use the grand and beautiful facts of existence in order to put up
with the horrors that afflict us directly in our families and friends, or
through the newspapers and T.V.

The horrors are not to be denied. Who amongst us has not had a
cancer-dead friend? Which family exists where some relative has not been
killed or maimed by the automobile? I know of none.

In my own circle, an aunt, and uncle, and a cousin, as well as six
friends, have been destroyed by the car. The list is endless and crushing if
we do not creatively oppose it.

Which means writing as cure. Not completely, of course. You never
get over your parents in the hospital or your best love in the grave.

I won't use the word "therapy," it's too clean, too sterile a word. I only
say when death slows others, you must leap to set up your diving board and
dive head first into your typewriter.

The poets and artists of other years, long past, knew all and everything
I have said here, or put in the following essays. Aristotle said it for the ages.



Have you listened to him lately?

These essays were written at various times over a thirty-year period, to
express special discoveries, to serve special needs. But they all echo the
same truths of explosive self-revelation and continuous astonishment at
what your deep well contains if you just haul off and shout down it.

Even as I write this, a letter has come from a young, unknown writer,
who says he is going to live by my motto, found in my Toynbee Convector.

"... to gently lie and prove the lie true... everything is finally a
promise... what seems a lie is a ramshackle need, wishing to be born..." And
now:

I have come up with a new simile to describe myself lately. It can be
yours.

Every morning I jump out of bed and step on a landmine. The I
landmine is me.

After the explosion, I spend the rest of the day putting the pieces
together.

Now, it's your turn. Jump!



THE JOY OF WRITING  
Zest. Gusto. How rarely one hears these words used. How rarely do we

see people living, or for that matter, creating by them. Yet if I were asked to
name the most important items in a writer's make-up, the things that shape
his material and rush him along the road to where he wants to go, I could
only warn him to look to his zest, see to his gusto.

You have your list of favorite writers; I have mine. Dickens, Twain,
Wolfe, Peacock, Shaw, Moliere, Jonson, Wycherly, Sam Johnson. Poets:
Gerard Manley Hopkins, Dylan Thomas, Pope. Painters: El Greco,
Tintoretto. Musicians: Mozart, Haydn, Ravel, Johann Strauss (!). Think of
all these names and you think of big or little, but nonetheless important,
zests, appetites, hungers. Think of Shakespeare and Melville and you think
of thunder, lightning, wind. They all knew the joy of creating in large or
small forms, on unlimited or restricted canvasses. These are the children of
the gods. They knew fun in their work. No matter if creation came hard
here and there along the way, or what illnesses and tragedies touched their
most private lives. The important things are those passed down to us from
their hands and minds and these are full to bursting with animal vigor and
intellectual vitality. Their hatreds and despairs were reported with a kind of
love.

Look at El Greco's elongation and tell me, if you can, that he had no
joy in his work? Can you really pretend that Tintoretto's God Creating the
Animals of the Universe is a work founded on anything less than "fun" in its
widest and most completely involved sense? The best jazz says, "Gonna
live forever; don't believe in death." The best sculpture, like the head of
Nefertiti, says again and again, "The Beautiful One was here, is here, and
will be here, forever." Each of the men I have listed seized a bit of the
quicksilver of life, froze it for all time and turned, in the blaze of their
creativity, to point at it and cry, "Isn't this good!" And it was good.

What has all this to do with writing the short story in our times?

Only this: if you are writing without zest, without gusto, without love,
without fun, you are only half a writer. It means you are so busy keeping
one eye on the commercial market, or one ear peeled for the avant-garde
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