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Preface 
Since my teenage years in high school in the early 1960s, then at a university from 1962 to 1967 in the 
Soviet Union, and all the way to today in the US, I’ve been under Bradbury’s Martian Chronicles spell. His 
amazingly rich and mesmerizingly simple language—Hemingway-2 or Bradbury-1?—struck a deep chord 
in me, with its loaded one-word sentences and its lyrical prose that felt both intimate and universal. 
 
But beyond literature, it was Bradbury’s prophetic insights that captivated me: the depth of his ideas, 
the astonishing precision of his predictions, the way he painted a future that would arrive 77 years 
later—not as science fiction, but as a mirror. Written in 1948, The Martian Chronicles laid out a path 
from postwar Earth to the year 2026, a path that has eerily aligned with our world today. His forecast 
wasn’t just about rocket ships or Martians—it was about us: our technologies and our failings, our 
dreams and our disintegration. 

 
Dear Elon: Bradbury’s Mars and Our Reflection 
The year is 2025. One year shy of the endpoint Ray Bradbury envisioned in The Martian Chronicles—
October 2026, when Earth, consumed by nuclear war, goes silent. Survivors, if any, are no longer on 
Earth. Some have made it to Mars. Some have started over. 
 
That date was not chosen at random. And now, 77 years after he wrote it, we find ourselves living the 
very world Bradbury imagined—not in its surface details, but in its deeper dissonance: an age where 
technology leaps ahead while human wisdom lags behind, where machines are godlike and society feels 
brittle. 
 
You, Elon Musk, are the most prominent real-world character in Bradbury’s fiction. Your plan to launch a 
mission to Mars by 2026 is not a coincidence. It’s a fulfillment. A sequel. Maybe a warning. 

 
From 1948 to 2026: Bradbury Saw Us Coming 
In 1948, Bradbury wasn’t looking at rockets. He was looking at us. At the strange childlike awe with 
which we embraced gadgets, at our mechanical wonderland and our spiritual drift. His characters fled  
Earth, yes—but not from natural disaster. They fled from themselves. From war. From culture collapse.  
 
From what one character calls: 
“Science running too far ahead of us too quickly, and the people got lost in a mechanical wilderness... 
emphasizing machines instead of how to run the machines.” 
 
The book begins in 1999 (or April 2001, in some editions) and ends in October 2026. That arc was 
Bradbury’s imagined future. But it has become our present. Your SpaceX rockets mirror his visions. But 
so do our decaying institutions, our social malaise, our paradoxical mix of brilliant innovation and 
cultural infantilism. 
 



He foresaw mass media cheapening thought. He foresaw digital distraction before the microchip. He 
foresaw us—and the Earth we’re now struggling to hold together. 

 
Mars as Mirror, Not Escape 
Bradbury’s Mars was not salvation. It was reflection. A canvas. We didn’t discover Martians—we 
became them. In The Million-Year Picnic, the final chapter of The Martian Chronicles, a father shows his 
children their reflection in the Martian canal and says, “There are the Martians.” 
 
This wasn’t just clever science fiction. It was a diagnosis: that wherever we go, we bring ourselves. Our 
unresolved flaws. Our cultural rot. Our yearning for meaning. Mars is not a fresh start unless we are. 
 
And that’s why I am writing to you. 

 
Dear Elon: The Real Challenge Isn’t Reaching Mars—It’s What We Bring With Us 
Your accomplishments are awe-inspiring. I admire your mind, your vision, your refusal to be boxed in by 
the limitations of the present. You are building the ships. You are plotting the journey. 
But I ask—are we ready for the destination? 
 
Because Bradbury’s fear wasn’t that we couldn’t get to Mars. It was that we’d arrive and ruin it. 
 
We live in an age of spectacular technology and hollowed-out institutions. The media is often a circus.  
Education is slipping. Our cultural cohesion—fractured. Attention spans—dissolving. Our technological 
growth is exponential. Our ethical and emotional maturity? Not so much. 
 
This is the dissonance Bradbury wrote about. The disconnect. The spiritual gravity we’ve lost. And it’s 
accelerating. 
 
So, when you aim for Mars in 2026, I hope it’s not just an escape plan. I hope it’s a mission to rediscover 
what we’ve lost: purpose, stewardship, wonder, resilience. 

 
2026: A Fulfillment or a Fork in the Road? 
Let me say it plainly: 2026 in The Martian Chronicles was not a milestone—it was a conclusion. Earth 
ends. Civilization self-immolates. And a few humans, disillusioned and broken, float to Mars to begin 
anew. 
 
The symmetry between your mission and Bradbury’s ending is too precise to ignore. 
 
But what if, unlike Bradbury’s characters, we arrived on Mars prepared—not just with machines, but 
with meaning? 
 
What if we finally aligned our cultural and social evolution with our technological growth? 
That, to me, would be the true triumph. Not just reaching Mars. But becoming the kind of civilization 
worthy of a second planet. 

 
Final Words: From One Dreamer to Another 
I write not as a critic, but as a believer. I believe in bold futures. I believe in people like you. I believe that 
the dreams of Bradbury and Musk are not opposites, but halves of the same quest—one warns, the 
other builds. 



 
So let’s build wisely. Let’s not forget what Bradbury saw. Let’s not escape Earth just to export its 
dysfunction. Let’s find a way to grow into the humans we’ve always claimed to be. 
In 1948, Bradbury imagined 2026. In 2025, we still have time to prove him both right—and wrong. 
 
With admiration, 
Lev Neymotin 
 


