


























I woke at eleven the next morning, stretched
uncomfortably on the settee tn the front room.
The albums lay beside me on the floor, unshakeable
evidence of the reality of the last two days.

I tried to push them from my mind as I made
myself coffee and telephoned work to tell them
I was poorly and would be in later on in the
week. These thoughts refused to be ignored,
however, and challenged my habitual neglect.

As T sipped at the bitter coffee I turned the
pages of the smaller volume, sensing a return-
ing nausea from the previous evening. I knew

I would have to find out from where the crate
had originated. I knew that unless I unearthed
some rational explanation I would never rest
again. The photographs condemned me, challenged
me to take stock of myself, to re-evaluate,

and it annoyed me intensely to be so
challenged, to have a stranger damn me with
his impartial eye. And - if I were honest -

it was alsoc the first time I had ever
genuinely felt afraid. Fear gnawed at me.

As if the fates conspired, the junk shop
was closed when I called, and so I sat in the
fish bar nearby and waited. It was nearly two
when the owner finally appeared and, attempting
to conceal my impatience, I waited another
ten minutes before crossing the road to enter
the musty shop. If the seed of paranoia had
been planted, it had been sown deep, for I
looked at him and contemplated, guite seriously,
if it were he who were my observer. But the
thought passed, dismissed by some more 1ogma1
part of my mind, and between us we bro
the remaining crates - four in all - up fxam
the cellar.

oblivious of his presence, I opened each
in turn and sifted through its contents.
Eventually I was in possession of eleven
more albums, each horribly familiar in its
dark green leather binding. Though the curiosity
of the shopkeeper had been aroused, he was
prompt to provide an answer to the single
question that now haunted me, without demanding
why I asked.

The house was one of a row of derelict
properties being demolished to make way for
further incursions of urban attrocity: boxes
for boxes. Without approaching the authoritles
I stood little chance of tracing the owner
of the house I stood before, and so I prepared
to leave. It was curious, however, that I
experienced no disappointment and felt, rather,
relief.

was carrying the albums in an old mock-
leather shopping bag I had brought with me
to the shop. Placing the bag on the ground,
I stared at the albums expectantly, as if their
juxtaposition to the house would explain their
mystery. And though I realised the inherent
madness of my actions, I could only acquiesce
o this small ritual before returning home.
The senselessness of the gesture seemed some-
how meaningful, as if it too were being observed.

It was only that afternoon, as I watched
the rain pattern the window in tiny rivulets
and prepared to study the albums, that I noticed
they were numbered. The slimmest volume was
imprinted with a ' the eleven I had purchased
that lunchtime '3' to '13', As it seemed logi-
cal to assume that this was a chronological
progression, I placed the volume marked '3’
before me on the table and opened it at the
first page. The hours slipped away.

Inagine re-experiencing your life: not
as you remember it - not as the sympathetic
mind has shaped it in memory - but as an anti-
pathetic observer would see it. Imagine your
sins paraded before you: the monochrome ghosts
of your spite captured in all their objective

ugliness. When you stop smiling and posin

for the camera, will somecne catch you Snazling?
Will the pose you assume when the camera turns
away be the one you will admit to your future
self? Or does the lie congeal in mind?

As the years of my life passed before me
I realised the subtlety of my observer. It
was not simple malice, as I had, at first,
assumed. He had captured all the shades of
my immorality. In the fourth album there is
a picture of me 'spiking’ a hedgehog with a
cricket stump, my fact gleefully sadxstxc.
In the sixth album (I was, perhaps, eight
nine in those PhOtographe) T am caught cheating
at Monopoly, my face a study in guile, my
tiny hands grasping to control all that
surrounded me.

Looking at the eighth album I was taken
by the sudden, absurd notion that I had died
and that this was hell - a place where past
sins could be lived again, without hope of
redemption, without possibility of change.
Eternally captured - the damning aperture.
I was consumed by my guilt, afraid to continue
but far too addicted to cease my morbid turning
of the pages.

All the petty cruelties, the numerous
deceits and betrayals: how keenly he focused
upon them in those pictures. But there was
a page in the final volume that best illustrated
his art, that seemed to me perversely beautiful,
even though I was the object of its scorning
perfection. There are three photographs, mounted
in a triangle. To the bottom left I am shown
making love to Anne. Her face, almost against
the lens, is contorted, as if in pain. Her
lips are shaped as if to form a word. Above
her my eyes are closed, my face marked with
greedy pleasure. To the bottom right
making love to Jennifer, and it is practically
the same picture, Only the face of the girl
has changed. My lustful oblivion exists in
both - proud possessor of my own solipsist
senses.

The apex of the triangle embellishes this
simple message: in it I sit upon Anne's bed,
her hand limply in my own as I profess my
love, eyes tinged with crass insincerity. I
remember the single word reply she gave me
then the word her lips strive to form as I
bury my flesh deep inside her, the word they
all used: "bastard.

Remenber well that day. Were you always
50 heartless? Did it always mean so little?

If I asked myself these questions, it was
only because I no longer needed (nor, indeed,
to know who had so perfectly summarised
my shame. I had accepted that whoever, or
whatever, was studying me was intangible -
some unimaginable supernatural or alien form.
And yet, using contemporary photographic
techniques? A part of me laughed at that, but
accepted it once again. How else would I have
been made to look at myself? By what other
means than by this pandering to my self-obsession
would I have been reached?

No, the nature of my tormentor no longer
perturbed me, nor the absurdity of his medium.
If he had observed me so closely in the past,
it was certain that he watched me now
capturing my every expression on celluloid. So
frail a medium. So damagingly effective. I
paused and gave a weak smile.

"And send me a copy ..-"

But it was only a surface reaction. Beneath
it I had died. The mask had slipped and broken,
never to be repaired nor replaced. I could
no longer smile in deceptive inmocence, no
longer call the day to my side and claim a
vague pantheism to disguise my hatred of my
fellow men. To be found naked and guilty by
another is a horrible predicament. To be found
so in your own eyes is intolerable.

Later, as I walked across the Common, each
individual photograph came to mind; a still-
life tablold, like a zoetrope, its slow, stilted
rotation illustrating the seasons of my bitter




































FEXCUSE ME WHILEI L
LEAVE THE ROOM

aninterview
with JuliaRiding

L

Julia Riding's first noval GABION was recently published
by Robert Hale. Seeing an article about it in the local
papex, I got in touch with Julia and asked if she would
mind answering & few questions. This interview is the
result. I hope it has some intevest for people who are,
as Julia was until recently, still st the "writing and

hoping” stage. Andy Sawger

by Andy Sawyer
=

Q: How long have you been writing?

At 1 have been writing in a serious way only about three
years now, but my first actual putting of pen to paper
started when I was abcut thirteen - needless to say with
the discretion of years 1 have burned all my early efforts!

Q¢ When were your first serious efforts to become published
rather than writing for yourself? Do you think this
affected what you were writing - ie. did you have a
in mind?

A: 1 have never considered what 1 was writing to be
in the strict sense of the word. I wrote because ‘7( pleased
me to write, because I wanted to. But in 1977 I saw 2 notice
T our ocal 1ibrary for the Walissey Mritars’ Circle and |
went along to find out what they were all about. It's not a
specifically SF circle, in fact at the moment I'm the only
SF writer there, most of the other writers being - if you
pardon the expréssion - elderly. They write modern romantic
stuff and short articles and poems. We have a cross-section
of Interest, however, and my readings are always well
received. Membersnip varies, twenty-five is the most usual
number, although during the sumer we drop as low as twelve.
We have twenty meetings a year, twice monthly, 7.45

10.00 p.m., with a break for refreshments, and mostly they
are general meetings, with some specials, such as Short

Story Competitions (with a prize), Article Competitions
{with a prize), the Omnibus where everyone has to write 300
words in a serial, a Poetry Night and 2 Wallasey Night. In
general e momage an outing every year to the 8BC or ITV to
see a pla; a programme being broadcast, to give us ideas
{rot- that 15 ever does) -

I joined in 1977 on impulse really, and suffered agonfes
of embarrassment when I first went until I realised that
everyone there was like me, unsure of themselves, and
Tooking for an outlet for their writing. Once I was over
that hurdle, and over the even bigger one of reading aloud
and being criticised, I began to think that perhaps 1 should
send a few things off, and promptly received my first
rejection siips, | think it is a necessary step for a writer
Who. {5 umsure of ninself to join suth & circle. It is very
cheering to know that you are not alone. As to whether [
ought to have joined an SF circle, I can think of nothing
more daunting. 1'm sure T would néver have bothered to write
another word if 1 had.

"market*

saleable

Q: How did you set about gatting published?
A: To start with I purchased a copy of the Writers' and
Artists‘ Yearbook, went through it, and marked al) the
publishers of SF. I went to the library also and found cut
which were the most popular publishers and writers. Then I
made a Tist and began at A. Three rejections later I turned
up Robert Hale and that was virtually that

Q:What rh.d you know, at the start, about the publishing
business

22

1 knew nothing about publishing except uhat everyone
picks up in a rather nebulous fashion. I 2 lot more
about pnnnng because my father was a printer before he

ired. I merely knew that a publisher has to make a profit
and therefore only publishes those books which e considers
have a sale value.

Q: How did you find the "editing” stage? What sort of
chmqee did the publisher insist on?

A: In GABION there were a great many alterations to be made
befare the book was in fts present final form.

publishers' reader made most of the suggestions, and after
1'd brooded on them for 2 while I understood what he was
saying, and in fact 3t tightened up the book considerably.

0+ Can you give us some idea about your writing technique,
how you get your ideas, number of drafts, etc. Wnat is the
hardest thing you £ind about writing?

A: As to how 1 write - well, I just do,
no special formula. 1 have a seventeen-month old son,
have a great deal of time to turn ideas over in my mind
before committing them to paper. Then when I am ready I
sinply write them down. A preliminary long-hand draft is
followed by long-hand corrections, a period of about a
fortnight's thought, then either a completely new draft, or
a rough typed copy which is further corrected by hand. As
to ideas, they just come as they will. By the :ime they
reach the typewriter stage they have usua'l'ly
drastically. The hardest thing abuut writing gt
doing of it. I get very, very wea

How do 1 1nd tine’ o write? I could give you reans on
this, but basically I do what I'm doing now - I say &
husband, "“I'm going upstairs to do & bit of wark“. and
disappedr for an hour. Tonight being Monday, I'm not
watching PANORAMA. Tomorrow he goes out, so I shall w
after CHRONICLE. And 50 on Please don't think T spend a
evening curled up in front of the TV. I just watch to be
companionable. [ 1% ny writing in and sround my home 1tfe.

do a ot of thinking whilst the baby is playing, and I
put it down on paper when I can. I just write when I'm not
doing other things.

have no technique,
sol

Q: What attracts you to the science fiction type of story?
A because 1 can 't write anything else. Not that I haven't
tried, My agent kindly returns my efforts and I go back to
$F. Basically 1 13ke the fdea of o world where everything
goes as [ say. The peaple unfortunately don't, once they
get hold of the p’lut but the backgrounds do. I also Tike

to weave drama out of the futyre. Doesn't that sound
pretentious? I'm not a scientist, and would deny strenugusly
that 1 write "hard technology” SF. But I haven't gone all
the way over to fantasy yet. That is to come, no doubt. I've
anly written four books (one published, one to be published
in May, THE STRANGE LAND, and two still in draft).

Q: Do you read a lot of SF? If so, what particular types/
authors?

A: I read SF as if it was gofng out of Fashwn. I

anything and everything, but of course 1 have iy Frimurites.
1 do disiike some modern stuff, which 1 can't understand
either because it's becoming metaphysical or because the
technology is too hard. Who are my favourite authors?
Ursula LeGuin, whom ! don't understand, is one. I enjoy
reading her over and over again to try to see what she's
getting at. I seldon do. | Tike Ame McCaffrey, Judith
Merrill and Zenna Henderson. 1 read a Tot of Rol

Heinlein and Isaac Asimov, and usually go away marve'l'llng
But SF books make up such a tiny fraction of my 1ibrary,

1 doubt if your readers would be {nterested 4o knaw that
some quirk of fancy dictates that there s nothing in my
Tibrary more modern than the Second World War. OF
individyal authors I have mostly Jeffrey Farnol and
Georgette Heyer.

Q: Do you have any contact with fandom, fanrine publishing
anpd the like?

A: 1 have no contact with anything to do with publishing
except my own publisher. T am not interested fn amateur
publ{shing, because 1t's a blind alley. If your work s
good enough, send it up, and keep sending it up to
publfshers.

9 Can you tall us how GABION came about?

GABION started 1ife as o short plot sequence of peaple
riding down a road in pouring rain on a strange planet,
and needing help. That is Titerally the picture that first

CONTINUED ON P27
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