























of 1t. I'm still trying to forget the section which
ended: 'Me continued to transwogrify...' We kept the
tucnaround time very short. Within three days of sending
out the two pages, the next two would arrive

{K: Fortunately the holiday Finished before either of us
was harmed permanently, and we were back at Oxford, able
to compare notes again. If I might digress a moment, it
occurs to me that two typed quarto pages would contain
about 800 words, which quite coincidentally is van Vogt's
magic number of words between plot twists. Well, it sure
a2 hell keeps the action moving.

{D: You merely sacrifice coherence, tight plotting and a
few dozen other literary virtues.

{K: I can't deny it. It's a good job we were only trying
ta be funny. We quickly realised that the 'two page’
method might be excellent for getting things going, but
would never {n a million years draw the loose ends
together - not to the satisfaction of both of us, at any
rate. We had twenty pages, and a half dozen more of
combined, concentrated stfort. should see it out, we
thought.
effort later, we were able to type "The End'.

{D: There you go, grabbinq the credit again.
dynamically original phra:

{K: You even 50¢ your poxy nane £irst on the title page,
come to think of it.

I typed that

(D: Only because I typed that page too. Which brings us
to the all-important Question of priorities: basically,
the simplest way is to put the names in alphabetical
order, especially if your name is Langford and the
sucker's 12 (say) Smith.

{K: This is the sort of intensely personal and idio—
syncratic guestion which can only be solved by the
collaborators' stepping outside to exercise their knuckles
for the next bout of typing. Let us turn with an immense
effort to other forms of collaboration.

{D: The 'two page’ system s merely a long-range variant
of the ‘hot typewriter' approach, whereby X (whom for the
sake of argument we shall call Frederik Pohl) is chained
to the machine until he's churned out the agreed number of
pages, Then Y {who for the Sake of argument might be
termed Cyril Kornbluth) takes his place until his quota is
up...

{K: Then we have the 'missing link’ collaboration, in
which X (probably A.E.van Vogt) writes a story containing
latge gaps which he feels his talents are unable to fill
properly: the ever-helpful Y (quite possibly Harlan
Ellison) then manufactures a suitable literary Polyfilla
to occupy these spaces (see "The Human Operators” by van
Vogt & Ellison).

{D: with the 'fossil reconstruction' system, X (who is
dead, and tends to be Doc Smith, Robert E. Howard, or
Edgar Rice Burroughs) contributes a discarded plot out-
line, a trenchant sentence or a useful syllable; his
collaborator (who goes under various names - 'hack’ being
the one which most readily springs to mind) expands this
into several volumes of appalling trash which sell de-
pressingly well. A carefully chosen dead collaborator can
be an excellent asset to the young author; I myself have
this trunkful of undiscovered H.G.Wells plot cutlines...

{K: The simplest form of collaboration has X writing the
first draft and ¥ tarting it up. This can be a cumning
idea 1f X happens to be dyslexic, and even more so if Y
does not. Generally, however, if X (say Dave Langford)
actually feels energetlc enough to inish the story he
won't want ¥ muscling in on his efforts.

[D: Agreed. It's writing words which takes it out of you,
and statistics show that one has to write fewer words if
someone else supplies some of them.

{X: Such timesharing can be taken further: It has been
known for several writers to evolve a brilliant baok
outline from their pooled talents, knowledge, imagination
and beer - and then to assign a chapter or two to be
written by each collaborator.

{D: It has also been known for such a group, called for
convenience W, X, ¥ and 2 {or for short, Langford, Smith,
Scott and Reed) to go away and never set down the merest
semicolon of their immaculate concept.

{R: ((Weeps into beer, guiltily.))

{D: An unusvally easy - and unusually unlikely to succeed
- form of collaboration is one where the very form of the
story requires a certain formlessness.

{K: You've been reading Chesterton again.

{D: What T mean is, the collaborators agree on a
beginning, which we shall call x, and an end, which for
convenience may be termed x+£(x.t}...

{K: Will you stop thati

{D: The polnt is that the middle is designed to require
numerous scenes which can come in any order and cover a
wide rarige of topics without need for close contlnuity,
the important thing being their cumulative effect.

{X: What idiots would adopt such a grotesquely unworkable
and 1y ludicrous h to col

{D: We did.

{R: Oops, so we did. I was trying to forget that one
our enly serious collaboration.

{D: A serious shaggy dog story, actually. (It's easier to
Collaborate on a vast joke of Send-up, as witness the
success of Earthman's Burden, The Incomplete Bnchanter or
The Mote In God's Eye.)

{K: It began with some mystezious allen craft arriving; It
ended by tying all the reader's espectations into an
intricate knot, and then holding aloft the sword of
revelation to slash through this double reverse Gordian
Knot... and going away without actually doing so.

{Dr But in between,all manner of arcane speculations about
the nature and purpose of the aliens were required; a cast
of billions reacted to their strange doings in what could
have been several hundred scenes, but was ruthlessly cut
to & few dozen when we got tired of thinking up new gags.

{K: And as you sald, those In-between sections could come
in any order,

{D: T still can't tell who wrote what (although I recog-
nised the good bits as being mine).

{K: I know the feeling. By that time we'd abandoned
anagrams; it was time for that ancient recourse of the
hack, a title which was a quotation.

{D: Oh my God. Yes. We looked through every volume of
verse in the Langford library and unearthed a line from
Swinburne: "Nor loosening of the large world's gicth®.

{K: It had one advantage - when we took the story to a
Pierla workshop, ever S0 bemused by the title that
the time left for justifiable ‘pissingon’ of the story was
quite limited. fThis is a useful tip for attendees at
writers' workshops.

(D: Afterwards you sliced the story from 8500 words to
5000, discarding all the best bits—

{K: The excessively silly Langford bits—

{D: —in the process. You changed the plot; you altered
the title to the almost memorable "Stick Insects®; and
then, poor fool, you sent it ko me for copy-typing.

{K: Sa when you'd reinserted your ludicrous pet scenes and
submitted the thing to Ken Bulmer, it's not surprising
that he sent it back with the speed of a striking sex—
crazed strocka (to borrow a simile of his).

[D: Persistence being a vital attribute of the profess-
ional writer, few people will be surprised to learn that
Kevin and I at once gave up on that story.

{K: Commonsense may also have had something to do with it.
{D: I suppose we should include a Stern moral for the
benefit of FOCUS readers: collaborations between
relatively inexperienced, lazy and drunk writers are
undertaken in the hope that each can get away with doing
less work, but in practice you can't get away with the
resulting sloppiness.

{K: Loathesome and unthinkable though it may seem, each
partner in a collaboration will probably have ta work
harder than if he or she wrote the same number of words
alane.

{b: Realising this, Kevin and 1 were swm: to give up the
whole idea of combined we Swore, nothing
could make us join forces Eor another literary plebald.

{K: Nothing at all. Follow our example and you too can
abandon amateurism and sell to some of the lowest-paying
markets in Known Space - as we did once we gave up writing
collaborations.

{HAZEL LANGFORD: Have you finished that joint article for
FOCUS yet?

{D: Ratst You just blew our cover.






the air.
please!”™

Afraid, I waited several minutes, but
the silence remained unbroken - eventually
I decided to carry on walking away from
the city, though unsure that I was doing
the right thing.

Once, I called to someone: "Can you
help me? I'm lost."

He was an elderly man, and his clothes
were dark and ragged; he held his hands
deep in the pockets of his overcoat. He
didn't move.

*Can you tell me where this place is?
Please."

No answer. I stepped forward but he
turned and ran - so I followed, shouting
at him to stop - and as I caught up he
tripped and fell heavily. I reached down
to help him to his feet... and gasped in

"Someone answer me. Answer

surprise when I touched him, instantly
pulling my hand away.
He was unbelievably cold, like ice

many degrees below freezing point. Yet he
was real, alive - I stared at him. He
stood up, watching me, his face showing no
emotion.

"Contacts,” he said, his voice deep
and harsh. "Contacts are linked with ice.
If we reach out, we freeze. You've come
from the eity, you're still warm, but
getting colder. This is your world now."

"My - " But I didn't know what to say.
I was frightened and did not want to know
more - helpless, caught in the rapids, I
was heading for the fall... I turned away
and stumbled back to the road, feeling
confused and alone, and once there I
looked towards the far-off, dismal outline
of the city, and then into the haze where
the road led, and I realised that the man
had spoken the truth. Then he called to me
and spoke again.

"Let me tell you," he said, coming
closer. "There are cold people in the
c¢ity, and they absorb warmth from others,
from people like you and I, so it becomes
hard to tell them from the warm people.
Except that we can't continue to exist in
the city, because it becomes a place for
ghouls - so we come here. They can exist
in the city, but they are thieves; we can
only grow colder."

Ashamed of my earlier cowardice,
asked him where the road led to.

"I don't know."

"Does it get worse - that way?" I
pointed into the mist.

"Again, I don't know: I live here, in
my pathetic little home, for now."

"Will you ever want to know?"

He hesitated.

"Sometime," he answered, "when it
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becomes too warm here."

"But you already feel the warmth," he
added. "So now you know one more thing:
the temperature drops along that road. I'm
sorry, I just realised - that must seem
worse to you."

Bowing his head slightly, he turned
and walked away. I walked onwards for a
long time, while the track became ever
narrower, and the buildings fewer. Snow
fell at intervals, and the air was sound-
less save for the noise made by a few
isolated people wandering about on the
waste-ground. They appeared pale grey in
the gloom, and I realised that frost
covered their flesh and clothing. Soon,
they would be following me.

The temperature continues to fall. My
body, too, shines silver-grey with frost.

Fatigue comes to me, not of the body
but of the will, so that my thoughts are
slowed and I no longer care about any-
thing, not even myself; so that I no
longer desire to live, yet don't hope for
death. I understand this as apathy brought
about by extreme cold.

Three figures appear ahead of me in
the mist, and more come into view as I
approach, though none moves. They are part
of a group, the size of which it is
impossible to estimate because visibility
is so poor. They are alive, but incapable
of movement; glacial statues, white and
glistening, forever still. Gleaming
threads of ice, some fine and some thick,
pass from one to another so that they are
all linked together. Contacts. A circuit
of human experience. Momentarily I wonder:
did the man lie; did he know what was to
be found here, or had he guessed? I recog-
nise who they are, for this is a final
gathering place for those driven out of

the city: for the ignored, the down-
trodden, the despised. They have been
forced to exist elsewhere, beyond the

vision of other people, on common ground
far from the city.

I grasp one of the threads,
freeze...

and

I travel on now, though I have no body
and my mind is a vapour. The road has
gone, and so has the wasteland, and there
are no people here, only stars and
galaxies - I derive some comfort from
their presence, but even they are fading
away, and I grow evermore cold and lonely
as 1 approach the heat death, the
unattainable Absolute. Near the end of
time there is no other way to go but down
the slope to greater cold and darkness, to
Absolute Zero, when there is no contact.













It was at that stage that | read Narziss and
Geldmund and afterwards found myseif
creatively impotent. That novel
several questions in me.

are you bothering to write if you
cannot uftimately say something as well as
Hesse does?

What purpose do you serve by writing
f, amusing explocations of whacky ideas?
What are you writing for, ullimnel‘I

— What have you got to say - if anything?
Briefly, Narziss and Goldmuad is about the two
characters named the title. Narziss
chooses the spiritual path and becomes a monk.
Goldmund takes the wordly, sensuous path and
becomes a sculptor in wood. The conflict in
the baook is that between Inteliect and Emot-
jon, A an i ever, as
in so many of Hesse's books, the polarities
exist to complement cach other; by his own
analogy forming a "two—part melody” where the
two lines of notes and sounds would

prompted

brie

And what was my form? Working within the
science fiction gemre | had developed what |
felt to be a competent sclence fictional
structure (one that was very much a composite
of those elements in other writers then
admired in the genre} spiced with poetic
allusion and salted with my own brand of
lobscurity'. But what | had to say could not
easily be accommodated within such a frame-
work. What | needed to say {and yet need to
say) was made more coherent through readin
Hesse. His articulation of my own ill-define
thoughts gave me a solid framework upon which
to build my own literary philosophy. “The
true profession of a man is to find himself®,
he s‘a‘ys in Demiam. In that phrase | find the
articulation of my own need to examine myself
in order to understand others - attempt, in
strictly literary terms, to co th
myself and thereby (through touching something
deep down that is common to all and dragging
ilt to the surfice) to cemmumicate with all.
n s f

and correspond to each other and be recip-
rocally related in a vital and intimate wa
and yet remain antipodes, or antitheses.
saw echoes of myself in each of the characters
and a direction for my own writing to take.

Narziss and Goldmund is still, to my mind, the
most perfect book | have read. At the time,
however, | decided that if ) could not aim to
write as well as that then ) might as well not
bother. Consequently | wrote only three
small, insignificant pieces in the next two
and a half years. But not writing was not a
comfortable feeling for me. In personal terms
the feeling of creative impotence came at a
time of apparent personal stability: | had a
‘secure' relationship and a sound and success-
ful job in the Head Office of a London Bank.
However, my underlying discontent with both
aspects of my lifc and the genuine feeling of
being a "creator out of need" forced me to
channel my energies elsewhere, and so
the attempt to sharpen my
faculties — the second edge, perhaps, to the
writer's blade. The model, as elscewhere, was
Hesse, whose own critical writings were motiv-
ated by a love of the books he dealt with and
the zeal to share his experience with others.
Hesse firmly believed in only dealing with
those books that spoke directly and personally
to him. He would have nothing to do with the
destructive analysis of bad books. His
intention was the simple one of popularising
what he judged to be books that were both fine
artistic creations and sound mora) explorat-
ions. It is an exampie | have always tried to
follow (lhou h there have been some regrett—
able fulin‘,s The critical work also honed
my sensibi s regarding my own work.
year after beginning to write serious reviews
and articles on sf, 1 sat down and wrote
20,000 words of 2 novel in three everings (my
habit belur then to begin in the early evenln*
a
It was differ-

and work late into the small hours - a habit
have now freed myself from).

ent. It was about something. It was also
something that | was not technically capable
of fini I r gnised that i diately
and put it away with the jonger 'monmster'

oduct of my carlier energies. he recegnit—
nn was as important, | felt, as the writing.
| was beginning to see that having something
to say and having a way of saying something
were separate things, and that th¢¥ needed to
be coerdinated within a piece of fiction to
produce a satisfactory result. | felt that |
possessed several competent writing techniques
which could accommodate certain tepics.
However, it would have been a gross error had
] immgdhuly chosen to fit my subject-matter
to my mastered form.

pp Hesse states, "Learn what is to
be taken seriously, and laugh at the rest",
which expresses my own sense of priorities
{and also a complex set of paradoxes which
place the greatest emphasis on love as the
sole meaningful product of our meaningless
endeavours in life). But there is in Hesse
the constant affirmation of the individual and
of the creative force - two emphases that are
crucial to me. There is also an expression of
the need to balance these two emphases with
the basic humanitarian instinct not te harm:
to try to aveid the obvious snare of
intellectual elitism that lies along those
paths — the Nietzschean trap of amorality.

There is one final 1uolnion that perhaps best
expresses the 'spiritual' essence of my own
approach to writing something normally
neglected in the heated discussions of markets
and plot requirements. Without that
‘essence', 1 feel, the rest is an empty shell,
and | might as well return to the profession
of banking as produce empty shells for money.

"What remained to him was his art, of
which he had never feit as sure as he
did now. There remained the consol-
ation of the outsider, to whom it is
not given to seize the cup of life and
drain it; there remained the strange,
cool, and yet irresistable passion to
see, to observe and to participate
with secret pride in the work of
creation. That was the residue and
the value of his unsuccessful life
the imperturbable Joneliness and cold
delight of art, and to follow that
star without detours would from now on
be his destiny.*

Herman Hesse
*Rosshaide*

No doubt that passage will be anathema to the
pragmatist; but | do not apologise. If ! did
not feel so deeply about what write then 1
would have to ask myself the question - Why do
you bother? It is perhaps net in my nature to
suffer the lonely (and, to my eyes, grossiy
bohemian) path of the 'outsider' - my nature
seems to me far too practical and earthly for
that — yet Hesse articulates that other com-—

pulsive feeling well; the Tirresistable
passion... to participate... In the work of
croation®. It is something that fuels my

constant strivings to formane that perfect
coordination of the something-to-say with the
way-of-saying-it. If 1 ultimately fail in
that aim, | shall then know | was inadequate
for it. But the cold and secret delight is in
attempting it!
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FOBERT ALLEN: Co. Antrim
FOCUS impressed me immensely and
although my own publication EXTRO is
not in direct competition I can't help
feeling that FOCUS will benefit the
British scxence flctlon world of
pubhsh)ng in the
bieased, delighted in fact,
that somebng o1o6 18 Erying to estabs
lish another sf magazine, especially
with an emphasis on publishing new
authors. I believe Charles Partington
ip Manchster is launching one, but
like James Manning with AD ASTRA I
gather he will be going for the bl%
ot Wil mean that

then things are looking good for the
British sf fan
hope for all our sakes that
FOCUS succeeds because any new author
uho gets published in ik ¥iLl stand a
vetter chance of getting into the
other markets and not being frightened
of the sconasque
S the unavoidable fact that
199 specmnst market, competition
can only be healthy and the more mag-
azines the better; sf needs attention
get the authors the editors
ave to pay and that in the end
L enerss che urxt.er: the readers
and British sf in gel
Hy owm experionces with EXTRO were
rough, the sea is now calm and the
storm’seems as far

has given the public a greater aware-
ness of sf and the sales of EXTRO in
the average newsagent make me believe
there is a greater far larger audience
out there than was originally thought.
According to James Manning
ASTRA is pulling a 20,000 Giroutation
I'm sure at least half of those
are attracted to the fiction not the
all the

fan who wants information on books,
authors, etc.; I am convinced there is
a publi¢ ignorant of science fiction
because no one has bothered to tell
them what it is really all al

If the major publishers “See tnat
there is a laFger tnterest in sf they
will start publishing it in bigger
quantities and that is what we want,
isn't it?

Good luck with EXTRO. Readers
should see our Small Ads page
for further information on
Robert Allen's magazine.

NELL TALBOT: Oadby, Leicester
I thought that Mr Charles Platt was a
little unfair on FOCUS, because I
reckon that you are doing' an excellent
fill the

British writers - then at least FOCUS
is helping to point out all the pit-
falls to the tyros who want to make it

level of proficiency much more
easily"? Having achieved that basic
level, surely any self-respecting
writer would then feel confident
enough to explore his own creative
individuality Hith a greater facility
at his elbow.

LETTERS

rehan Andrews' ‘The Singularity
Man' was dreadfully over-wrii -
aimost impenetrably so in parts. A
classic example, one would say, of
that common fault of inexperienced
writers - an over-fondness for being

simple word would do. Re rettabl
this has the effect of rendering a{i
his tableaux wooden, graceless and
two-dimensional. Thén
committed that other cardinal sin of
the novice (sic!), using long tedious
lectures to exglain everything... The
story could been told i a
quarter of the time.

att seems jealous of new
ta)ent being given a hear)ng 1 would
venture to say that the opportun-
fEics created for new urxr.ers, the

trer

Afted » time and changing
fashlons vull decide which ones will

survive and the facile ones die away,

fully FOCUS will encourage the
former to try arder to maintain their
stangards.

comment. briefly on the two
smrle: in FOCUS 2: if they show very
different approaches to a similar
theme (your editorial), then one must
be to show how to appmacn the theme,
and the other how not

found 'Photo?raphs' to be an

enigmatic, absorbing and thought-
provoking story - an internalised
Kafkaesque 'trial’ in whi
protagonist i3 crucified by
eternity of mirrors. If this is David
Wingrove's debut in fiction writin,
then T look forward to seeing more in
print.

ROBERT HEATH: Stoke-on-Trent

FOCUS 2 was 2 very interesting issus,
well balanced, and all ‘eatures
were xnl‘crmative and potentxally use-
ful - then surely to
tone. - alorara Evans' article drove
home the point that a bock should (or
must) have commercial potential - most
recognise this, I guess, but the nuts
and bolts of the business add weight
e argument. he pieces on
workshops, Randal Flynn's contribution

ify with his 're.

say, £
uylucrar.ive and respectable doesn't
concur with what I've read/heard
elseuhere, ‘and with only one paying
magazine in this country - and not
many_in USA - I can't see that
FOCUS ‘wii make 1% that much easier
for new writers to have stories
published professionally (which is
presumatly unt o

The Tone 1 " Tiked 'Photo-
i brooding, introspective
kind of story - for

&
-
5
2
o
&
8
s

lished in a paying magazine, when the
editor may have to consider oh-s0-
conservative tastes of its readers.
However, I do think that the language
of the story is a little wordy; Some
sentences included too many’poly~

and this u:ual y

'The Singularit; eces of
speculanve science didn't convince

t that Graham Andrews
Went. 1nto tog much detail - sometimes
it's easier to suspend disbelief in a
process or concept that is only hinted
at than in one which is described in
detail. And the story was interest-
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ing. I could imagine, I think, that
the combining of the various elements
a coherent whole was no easy
yet he managed this quite well.
oins show in one or two places,

Yy polysy !
T nir—pickirg perhaps, because both
stories were fine.

J.T.MILLER: Whitmore, Newcastle-under—
Lyme

I'd like to say a few words about my
nvolyement with one of the B.E H.3 cf
he literary universe - Va
resses, & novel rejetted by
wo_publishers, and my outlook was,
basically, that'I would give anything
2.y, "4 company called stockvell
itd. "of Iifraconbe atvertised in .
Jocal newspaper, so I sent the
st oRL novel That Ta suat
finished, and to which I was eager to
the response on ail
r a
covple of weeks, In which tnis company
suthused S0 muth that the exuberance
dripped on to the carpet.
came the surprise - they wanted me
ooy than T my madyite. T thougnt T
mgm as’ well Enauire about thely
The prompt reply boomed: TH]
RG0S AND. AND, BINE T EOUR POUNDS.
r

declining their offer and asking for
ny manuscript back.

We've since heard from Mr.
Miller that he has received his
manuscript back gquite safely.
We think he's ~ made the right
decision.

NOEL CHIDWICK: Yardley, Birmingham

Richard Evans' piece in FOCUS 2 was
very illuminating and is the sort of
e prospective novelist should
keep in mind sends his
manuscripts to a publisher,

No one seems to agree over the
synopsis-and-portion controversy. The
answer seems fo be that you write your
Synopsis (hich you have to work out

d Jot, down anyway) and post these
ofr. as 1: for your reply,
carry_on urmn . sim

iritors' Workanops seunt ke

T & aeaoentorts way. 1 don't
knoW whether they would be of any use
to every potential writer, bu there's
only one way to find o

Tagree with Garry Kilworth's
conclusions wholeheartedly; you
shouldn't need to have served an
apprenticeship to read a science
fiction novel. The use of jargon
implies a private clique and” sf is
part of the world of literature (isn't
i),  There are enough barriers
around sf as it

ny_ Richa 7ds' thoughts are
reasonable, but he gives the impress—
on that writing is like building an
Airfix model - just follow the

instructions.
On to the flction: David
Wingrove's piece is exposed-nerves-in-
prose, very effective, haunting.
s lhey say, his writing is ecanomic,
which suits this tale. Graham And-
rews' is well written but the science
obscures the story. He is too enthus-
iastic about getting his ideas across,
and the theme is lost in the crush.






Playing the
“Panel Game”
Game

-BRIAN ALDISS

This is a tale not so much about writing or
earning money but about a rather unsuccessful
story and the success it has had.

he tale comes to you courtesy of my file
card system, which | began almost lefore 1 had
written anr stories for publication and still
keep up. It is my Domesday Book, and those
often-messy little cards tell me a great deal
about life, time, fortune, and other imponder—
ables.

So here's the file card for a story called
*Panel Game®. The card has a modest cluster
of colour—coded stars in the top righthand
corner, It also records how many words the

story consists of, when it was written, to
whom it was offered, and where it was
ubtished, reprinted, and translated.

ometimes, it remembers to say how much the
ston‘ has earned in its various appearances.

Panel Game® was a light-hearted and
somewhat satirical look at the future of
television, and how it would conquer the
world. It was intended as amusement, not
p(;phesy. 1 have not read it for twenty years
and do not intend to do s now.

The card states that the story is 4,350
words long. It was written on the twelfth of
September 1955, It was sent to NEW WORLDS,
and | received an acceptance on the sixteenth
of September (green star}. It was published
in the December 1955 issue, What speed!
Indeed, what haste! Ted Carnell was often
short of material and would take short stories
at the last moment just to fitl in space. To
many writers this could have been an incentive
to submit. was perverse; | wanted an acid
test, | wanted to know that [ had won a place
in the magazine. It was unsatisfying to feel
that one was just plugging a Eap.

‘The Failed Men",

When i sent Ted Carnell
a far better story than "Panel Game", he wrote
by return of post saying — | recall the actual
phrase - "This will make you laugh..." And

then went on to say that although he hated the
story, which was both obscure and depressing,
he wouid use it at once because he had a blank
space to fill. (Ever since then, the charge
of being obscure and depressing has been
levelled against me; so this article will
strive to be lucid and elevating.)

In fact, what Carnell said on acceptance
of "Panel Game® was this: *| have no doubt
that this is the fastest acceptance you have
ever received, Even dare swear that it is
hrohably a record in the publishing industry,

owever, I'd like to take *Panel Game® for our
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December issue. It makes a nice satire and we
get far too few of those.” 1 had posted the
story in Oxford on Wednesday morning; the note
of acceptance arrived on Friday morning.
Payment took slightly longer — but Ted always
paid promptly on publication.

orrying though the srudy publication of
"Panel Game"™ was, Carnell presented me with
more cause for coiila!ion by suggesting that |
should atse be the subject of a 'Profile’,
'Profiles’ appeared regularly inside the front
cover of NEW WORLDS, always of famous writers
like John Wyndham or E.C.Tubb; again, | held
that such slots should be hard-carned and felt
to be hard-earned. 1'd only had half a dozen
stories published in NEW WORLDS, if that.

ong with this modesty went ounquenchable
cockiness. Of course | deserved a 'Profile!,
and some other authors who manifestly couldn't
parse a sentence had better watch out. (In
those days, | thought of telling a good story
and being stylish as somewhat segautg oper—
ations,) | had some reason for being cocky,
for 1955 was my great Year of Beginning.

My first book had been published and had
had a friendly reception, That was The Bright—
fount Diaries, published bz Faber & Faber,
with illustrations by Pear] Falconer. What's
more, they'd written to me, asking me if I'd
like to do the book. None of your knocking on
doors for this boyo! Also, 1'd come first in
THE OBSERVER short story competition, against
the big names, such as John Christopher and
Arthur Clarke. So | felt 1 was set to go
places. Not that one can go many places,
except erhaps Tunbridge Wells, with
fiibberty—gibbet stories like "Panel Game".

The story's second appearance was in my
first collection of short stories (red star},
Space, Time and Natharniel, published in
hardcover by Faber. 1t was some years before
| could secure a paperback edition. Nobody
wanted paperback sf in those days {or the
hardcover stuff, please note). It's imposs—
ible to say how much "Panel Game" has earnt to
date as a com%onent of Space, Time amd
Nathaniel, but Ted Carnell paid me £7.14.0d.
under the old pounds, shillings and pence arr-—
angement. In April 1958, the story made its
first appearance in translation {brown star}.
1t was published in the German iHustrated
weekty, DIE WOCHE. Faber and | received fifty
per cent of the fee each, which netted me
12.12.6d.

In 1959, |

In 1 was surprised to receive an
application from

John Murray, the publishers.
They wanted permission to include my story in
a textbook for schools; it was to be called
Aspects of Science Fiction, and was edited by
a man called G.D.Doherty, | eventually receiv—
ed £2,5.0d for this permission (blue star).
But the money wasn't so important. hat
was important was that there was going to be a
textbook of science fiction stories for
schools. They were *oin; to teach the stuff
instead of burning it]  Incredible! | wrote
to this amazing chap Doherty. Soon we met.
Geoff Doherty was a ball of fire. Some may
remember him at the Gloucester convention,
enerally in the company of Kingsley Amis
arry Harrison, and me. Geoff was full of
excitement and could not stop talking. And
his book was such a success that he compiled a
second anthology for schools. As far as
know they were the first of all the schoo) sf



textbooks, preceding the American ones which

now ur forth with such rapidity and acclaim.
hat is really the end of the tale, except
for the reason why | fished out the file card

for "Panel Game® today. For over twenty years
it has lain_undisturbed in the familiar wooden
drawer. This morning, | got it out to add
another brown star. #Panel Game® had just
been published in Chinese, in a Peking anthol-
ogy of science fiction entitled UFO, edited by
l“i{Fe"l" en.
ou_are permitted not te think this momen-

tous. For me it is momentous. It would take
tao Iongh to explain why. All will _say is
that ave always admired things Chinese

{though not necessarily their form of govern—
ment), and that one of the great things writ—
ing has brought me is the ability to travel,

en | went to Peking last year, | met the
editor of the anthology just published, who
told me he that was translating "Panet Game®.

Although China is a great power, she
belongs - as the Chmese Ilke reminding you -
in the Third World. That phrase, The hird
World, takes on mysterious connot ns in
Peking, as one might say 'Middle Earlh it is

a phrase to conjure with, containing incant-
atory prroperues. Hunam!y is the same every-
where, but in China it is also different; one
has gone through the looking giass, and the
bondage of cultural naorms on both sides
becomes apparent. The Chinese are now making
great efforts, possibly mistaken ones, to
conform to outside expectations, The sf
anthology, UFO, is proof of that. So they
witl probabty_sign the Universal Copyright
Agreement. Till then, there is no copyright.
They do not pay for’ anything they publish.

This sends some writers into paroxysms of
righteous indignation. I am happy to contrib-
ute what can free, hoping it may help. |

owe far more to the lurlng image of China that
f've held in my head since § was a child than
| can ever hope to repay.

The question arises, should Chinese
readers want to read 'Panel ame", wrenched
from a cultural context and dated? The answer
probabl{ is - that's just luck, the sort of
casual juck that attends every writer, No
merit, luck, like winning THE OBSER VER
:om}retmon or getting a good review, or being

at a Worldcon, or even being invited to
China.

But beyond that, one perceives some mys-
terious peint in the choice of "Panel Game®.
The Chinese perhaps see themselves as being in
some respects where the British were in 1955 -
mer;lni from a troubled period and facing the
onslaught of the mass media, together with a
vulgarlnuon of standards as described in the
story. Perhaps the story embodles their hopes
and fears in accepnbl: gui

So was I, 1955, exercmn; some kind of
prodromic talent hitherto unrecognised, which
would come to fruition only after a quarter of
a century had passed? No, of course | wasn't.

Bul | was describing, as sf writers naturally
some of the pangs that technological
cn|tnres pass through. Despite its good-

humoured jokiness, the story has fong since
lost its force over here; in the Third World,
its theme retains topicality.

As I've said, the ability to travel over
the world is one of the great things writing
has brought me. 1 couldn't write without
travel. My stay in Jugoslavia in 1964, to
write a travel book called Cities and Stones,
has had its influence on almost ali of my
novels since, not least on mare recent ones
Ilk The Malacia Tapestry and Life in the

West. Travel is expensive. You will gather
that my earnings don't come from stories like
*Panel Game".

Over twenty—five years, has

"Panel Game"
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made only five modest appearances, and earned
me (leaving Space, Time and Nathaniel out of
the reckoring) the princely sum of £12,11.6d,
under twelve guineas. Yet ['m pleased with
it. It is my first bit of prose to find Its
way across the world and reach a Chinese
audience.

You can't get more lucid and elevating
than that.

Home Thoughts

DOROTHY
—DAVIES——

n st March 1980.

First day of Spring - and

Someane uldnl for news and views, 1 cannot
resist the temptation to write.

! am a brand new writer, only started
seriously writing fast July, and’ | am an_even
newer BSFA member. | make a serious confession

now: | opened my first mailing and the first
thing | found was a2 convention flier, which 1
threw away (15 a married woman with a child,

no way am oing et to Conventions -
except as GoHl), lhen VE(l.TOR and the reviews,
which | threw away (as a_postman's wife with
no money, no way am | going to be able to buy
the paperbacks), then MATRIX, which | started
to read but didn't understand, and | don't
suppose [ will until the next one, since it
was full of letters referring to topics
hadn't seen!.., and then | found FOCUS, 1
started reading it, and suddenly felt as
though | had been cenverted all over again,
that there are people out there who think as
| think, who work like | work, who suffer as |

suffer —
| AM NOT ALONE!!

and if FOCUS does nothing else ever in its
if it does that, makes new writers
are not’ alone, what more can
you ask of a pu Iu:auon?

started writing July of last year,
when | jolned a Blake's 7 fan clud, and
asked to contribute a story to the hnzme.
I told the head the fan clud | couldn't
write; she retorted that if | could write five
pages of single linc foolscap letters then |
could write stories. So | tried, and found |
could. oon progressed from Blake's 7
stories to more adventurous sf staries, and
then started experimenting with ghost, horror,
black fantasy, and then back 1o science fict-
ion again. he months | spent writing stories
have not been wasted. And in this | am
answering Simon Ounsley's letter (FOCUS 2). |
found the discipline of creating and writing a
shart story a tremendous help when | finally
got around to planning a novel, which is at-
ready written. But | am sure ! could not have

written it so quickly, or so easily, without
wriuné so many stories first. The cancept is
very different too; | am a visual writer, |

can create a story from a single picture in my
head, e.g. | had a picture one night of a
blond, green—eyed Spacer locked in a cage. |
then spenl three days working out how he got
in there, and more importantly, how to get him
out againl  The result was a 'light' sf story.
This visual approach could not work for the
book; | had to plan a complete storyline, even
though | have written it as though it is a



film running through my mind.

1 was recommended an agent by someone who
writes, and | nervously wrapped up my first
batch of stories and sent them off. | waited
a month, lumf)lnF on the mail every marning
until the whole ot came back to me marke
'Gone Away'l | was recommended a second
agent, who res?onded politely to my letter but
said they didn't touch short stories. | then
did what | should have done in the first
place, which was ignore all the 'helpful'
advice and obtain a copy of the Writers' &
Artists' Yearbook; | worked my way through the
agents, plcklnﬁl out those who said they
accepted short MS Believe me when [ tell
you they don't, What thex do is tell you
there's no market for them®, or "we do it as
a service for our established clients" and do
their best to stop you! |I'm trying to market
my own that way | get to fearn from
Editorial comment.

Tony Richards' article, "Writing In The
Dark", struck chords with me. | know how he
feels, | feel that way at times! | have been
reduced to getting up and writing in the night
when insomnia spoils the dark hours, but no
typing, we live in a tiny terraced 100-year-

old cottage, and my typing hours are strict|
limited by the fact that both my husband and

the man next door are postmen! But the
compulsion to write is strong, and rows
stronger all the time. This week | have had a

stack of paid typing (which supplements the
incume? and it has rather numbed my brain; but
normally 'm writing atl the time, when not
typing 1'm sitting with a folder of blank
paper and notes and scribbling whilst the TV
is on, or whatever.

y work is offbeat, perhaps; weird,
definitely, | have seven commandments on my
board in front of me, listing my priorities:

- Don't play God

- If Terry Nation can do it, so can_|

— Can | twist the end of this story?

- Have | described my characters
sufficiently?

— Have | told a good story?
Is there anything | can do to make it
better?

- First and forémost, [ am a storyteller.

And the fast is the most important of ail.

When people found out | was writing the grat—

uitous advice poured in like an avalanche! Do
this, do that, buy this, write that, type on
this, count like this, assess like this. The

latest piece of nonsense | have had to cope
with is a 'friend' - admittedly connected with
a publishing firm and married to a successful
author - telling me | need an ‘office' and if
there is no room for an office or study in my
two-bedroomed terraced cottage; | should rent
myself an office and go there for set hours
per day to work, thereby ensuring { go to the
work fresh! This is so much nonsense, but
only as far as | am concerned. Every one of

us _works in a different way. | understand
R.F.Delderfield wrote from to 1 every day
and walked all afterncon. My friend's husband

p.m,

sle most of the day and works from 10

egs

to a.m. in his study, | write all day every
day, in my head, when | can get to my desk,
when | am driven from my desk by cooking,

TV; have a work

socialising, shopping,
folder and | carry on scribbling in that. And
that accounts for what now totals 42 stories
and a novel since fast july. But that is the
way | want to work, the way | have to_work.

For me, the essential thing about FOCUS is
the helpful tips I've alread;_cnllect_ed,
confirmation like the Chris Priest article
that what 1've done is_right, and the feeling
that 1 am not alone. The person in Sunderland
who wrote that he doesn’t have a car, is
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broke, and feels isolated from writers, that's
me, but | dida't write and complain because |
didn't know where to write and complain] |
would recommend carrying on correspondence
with other writers. | do this a lot, we swap
ideas around, discuss problems (characters
taking over etc.) - I'm broke, yes, but the
10p | put on an envelope | consider warth it
for the exchange of ideas, and the knowledge

that you are not alonel
aﬁgie Noach's articie "Who Needs An
Agent?" with its "few agents now represent

e

authors on the slrenglfv of short stories
alone, uniess those stories are outstanding"
is typical of the sort of advice | could have
done with a few months' back. | also am dis-
turbed by this bias against short stories.
People have insisted that it is a shrinking
market, that there js no tradition in short
story writing; | have been toid that you can—
not break into a short story market unless you
are H.E. Bates etc. etc. Then | get told that
I am "Bradbury, very, very black", "unusual
and interesting”, ffull of vitality and
enthusiasm®. So why the hell won't an agent
look at me as a storyteller? And how different
do | have to be? There is considerable art in
writing a short story, confining and defiring
detail within a2 shori set of wards. There
no room to introduce characters in det.
their physical appearance and personalities
have to be revealed throughout the shor
along with and coincidental to the
and all this without losing your
it is an art, and | defy anyone to
tell me that it isn't. Bradbury has proved it
is, and 1'm going to do the same! And to
paraphrase the editor of GALAXY: if odds like
that don't deter you, then you definitely have
the kind of determination it takes to become a
science fiction writer — or any other kind of
writer, come to that!

The Medium
and the Message

STEVE
GALLAGHER:

My first paid writing job was a radio serial
for Independent Local Radio cailed The Last
Rose of Summer. |'d originally intended the
story as the book that every sf reader is one
day going to write — it was in a half-devised
and very incamplete form when | heard thrau*h
the grapevine that Manchester's Piccadilly
Radio was logking around for a drama project
to develop. They were a young station, just
into profit, and they didn't have an estab-
lished drama production system; it was a case
of the slot going to whoever could make the
strongest pitch, | adapted the opening into a
half-hour pilot episode, and we produced it
in late-night sessions when the commercial
production studio was empty; on the strength
of this, the programme controller gave us the
o-ahead for a six-part serial. It was my
irst commission and it did pretty well,

syndicated around the country and in
Australia.
I still had those early nove! drafts of

the story, and | thought that perhaps the
radio production would give me a hook into



the market that a new writer wouldn't other-
wise have. Commercial publishing (and there
Isn't really any other kind) is very media-
oriented, 'but ILR stations still command
comparatively parochial audiences, so a book
trading on that publicity would still be a
i:mble. 1 took the original draft of The Las
ose of Summer to three publishers, and it
was bought by Yvonne Heather for Corgi Books.
Around this time | sold a play, The Humane
Solution, to BBC Radio. It was an unrelated
sale, picked off the slush pile. It got a
stronF production and led to two more
commissions, one of them an sf outline, An
Alternative te Suicide. | still rate this as
the most honest sf I've done; it taok a lot
of faith on the part of Bernard Krichefski,
my editer, and Martin Jenkins, the producer,
to break free of the typical BBC Quatermass-
oriented format for science fiction.

The Last Rose of Summer wasn't really
much, I'm the first to insist. Seme parts of
it make me want to crawl under the table when
| ook back at them. Saturn 3 came some time
later, but with a novelisation we're talking
about something else altogether.

It came to me through Yvonane; she became
my agent when she left Corgi. She began with
a partner, and the main financla) support for
the agency in those very early days was from
novelisations - hence the agency's name, Film
Link. Yvonne has since moved out on her own
to build up a straight literary list; only
the name's stayed an.,

In past months I've given a fot of reas—
ons why | did it, most of them ego-boosting.
it's difficult - or rather, it's impossible —
to take any real pride in a novelisation.
After all, it isn't your stary and they
aren't your characters, and it leaves you
with damn-all. You're just a translator, or
at best a reporter on events controlled by
somebody else.

U've called it a foot in the publishing
door, which is true - it's tough for new
authors even to :er leoked at these days, let
alone bought, and with the folding of most of
the short fiction magazines there's no kind
of intermediate testing ground. | had
Chimera, my own first real book, in the
pipeline, and | needed to get attention from
publishers both at home and abroad to pave
the way for its eventual sale. The Last Rose
of Summer wouldn't have had that effect; it

wasn’t sufficiently commercial, and | don't
think_that it was good enough.
Those are a couple of the reasons |

generally give, and there's some substance to
them. The strongest reason, and the one that
| generally avoid, is that { needed the
mol

ey .

xerha s you remember the strike (or the
lockout, =Kendln‘ on which side of the story
you get) which hit all the ITV companies for
over three months in 1979. | welcomed the
free time — | was well into Chimera by then ~
but | wasn't so harpy about the jnstant evap—
oration of means. | was using my odd days to
hop between London and Cumbria to research
focations, and it wasn't a cheap affair;
Saturn 3 gave me the means to go on without
any break in continuity, alternating between
my own work and the screenplay,

A novellsation can be as good or as bad
as you care to make it. Most are pretty awful
- cash-ins, hardly more than tarted-u
screenplays with the punctuation rearranged.
When Film Link in its eariy days set out to
improve the situation, it attracted business
like a2 magnet.

| was given what | assumed was an carly
draft of the screenplay. Characters weren't
worked through, and a lot of the technical
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details either weren't covered or were inacc-
urate. Gravity, for example - no account was
taken of the fact that even Saturn's biggest
moon has a much lower gravity than Earth.
There was even some confusion over which of
the moons it was supposed to be. The whole
socio—economic background was underdeveloped,
and the actual purposes of the Saturn Survey
were obscure — something about feeding
Earth’s hungey billiens, but all you ever saw
them_do was collect geological samples.
There was also some simple bad plotting,
handle at your
elbow just when you needed it, with no prior
setting—up or explanation, | tried to walk a
narrow line between carrecting the gross
errors and contradicting the original - after
all, it was a secretive production and |
didn't know how the final film would be.
re-wrote most of the dialogue,
couid.

and

only really major thing that
new ending which nobody seemed to mind. Stan—
ley Donen, the film's director, saw it and
liked it, and Sphere Books decided to raise
their print run by 25,000. ) haven't seen the
film so | don't know how it turned out; |
like the basic situation a lot, but woul(‘n'l
have developed it as the screenplay did.

nyway, it got me through the rain; 1 saw
my people and | climbed mn waterfalls, and
Climau was drafted by Christmas. Michael
Joseph bought the hardback rlrhts, and Sphere
ot the paperback rights, [t's due out In
ebruary fsgn |

My only other brush with the media was to
be approached as a potential Doctor Who
writer on the strength of An Afternative to
Suicide. | responded with an outline, and the

r d with a issi 'd thought
it would be fun, and this proved to be the
case. There have been two other opportunities

for TV work, neither of them enough to raise
much excitement.
The "value of the sf form® isn't some~

thing | feel | can give a quick answer to
especiatly as i'm no longer sure what the sf
form really is. | used to think | had it down
pat, but really | was only preoccupied with
the hardware and the generic icons — inter—
stellar travel, strange worlds, aliens, al!
the coat-tail moneyspinners of the TV and
film business. | now tend to be less captiv-
ated by good old fashioned science fiction,
whilst I'm paradoxically more convinced that
the attitudes which [ie behind it are the
major component missing from late twentieth
century *literature® 1: literature which
makes the mistake of believing that everyday
detail is sufficient in itself to lead us to
some major truth; | don't belicve there's
much of fasting value to be extracted from
what has been described as the daily goings—
on of the university wife—swapping circuit).
t think every young sf reader thinks that
he or she is a natural science fiction
writer. | was no exception. Perhaps the main
attraction was that you could substitute in-
vention for experience and research, a fast
shortcut to authority, but i don't see how
such an attitude can ever produce decent
fiction. Ask any layman for a snap assessment
of sf, and the likelihood is that you'll get
a stock reply: escapist plots, wooden charac-
ters. Try to lift this layer of prejudice and
ou're likely to find another: sf as predict—
on. 1've heard of H.G.Wells as a writer
being assessed on the number of things he got
right.
xhlf i have to stick my neck out, Il say
that the greatest value of the sf form is the
sf reader. It takes a certain frame of mind
to cope with sf and not become blark,



baffled, or hostile. The sf reader, by
definition, has already accepted the
principle that reality is flexible; it's the
reat slow forces lying behind ‘the minor
etails that are important, not the details
thamselves.
it's taken me three years of writing sf
for radio audiences to recognise the tempt-
ation to do things the wrong way round; that
s, to start with your format and then lry to
push your ideas into it. Rnl ideas create
their own formats; th is bad news to a
salarled employee whe has to by X number of
stories per season and needs to look for
regular signposts of acceptability; but when
an author willingly and knowingly conforms to
that kind of system he becomes a hack. | was
getting good feedback on my radio stuff,
mainly from people who were starting to
glimpse the Botentlnl of science fiction
' Westerns with rayguns, but

hock of exposure. After reading around,
thsy'u find that my contribution ranked Tow
in the field, | was learning the basics of
the craft; 1 was also dl;[ln, a hole to bury
myself in. It was a stage of an apprentice-
ship, but it's over. Time to make a change.
rom now on I'Il let the ideas lead. This
mainly means books, because this Is the form
in which the ideas are transmitted at their
least diluted. Later adaptations can bow to
the market pressures on the media, but the
can't detract from the original statement.
the three projects which are occupyin
me now, none is readily recognisable as s
Equally. none would be conceivable if it
wasn't for science fiction. This is surely
the way that all fiction will have to ’n the
world of 1980 is not the world of 1979.
Perhaps the changes were implicit; but tech—
nology speeds such implications to us before
we can get ready for them. Sf has been enter—
taining us with a flexible form of reality
for years; now we're trying to live with it.

(With thanks to Mark Gorton)

We welcome submissions for  TALKING
POINTS. Qur ideal word length s
between 1000 and 1200, with an absolute
maximum of 1500, The idea of TALKING
POINTS s that contributors can talk
about literally anything they like as
long as it is connected with some
aspect of our business - writing,
selling, publishing, covers, writer's
groups etc. An ideal TALKING POINTS
article 1is a mixture of anecdote and
experience, further example, discussion
and conclusion. We are looking for a
point of view upon the subject being
discussed. We welcome humour.

Deadline for FOCUS 4 submissions - in
all departments - is December lst 1980.

CONTRIBUTORS

BRIAN ALDISS's |aten novel is LI'. lrl
the West (Weidenfeld & Nicho

the Nebula Award for his novella 'Tha
Saliva Tree" in 1965, and his si novels
include Non-Sto Graybou Report on
Probability A and The Malacia Tapestry.
He is currently at work on a trilogy of
novels set on the imaginary world of

ia.

JOHN BRUNNER sold his first sf novel at
the age of 17, and his books since then
include Telopathist, Stand On Zanzibar
which won the 1964 Hugo Award and the
973 Prix Apollo) Tha 1: god Orbit and
The Sheep Loo r e is presently
working on a major historical novel.

DOROTHY DAVIES lives In Oxfordshire. She
bnrn writing with a veu;unu in 1979,

between cach letter to FOCUS Increas—
es her short story total by ten or so.
She does some commercial writing for
men's magazines, but wisely declines to
say which.

STEVE GALLAGHER was born in Salford in
1954 and has a B.A. in Drama and Englsh
from the University of Hull. He has been
a clapper loader for a film crew,
researcher with Yorkshire TV, and unxll
recently was with the Presentation
partment of Granada TV. He has written
sf for ILR and BBC radio, and did the
novelisation of the movie Saturn 3.

DAVID GARNETT published his first novel,
Mirror in the Sky in 1969, and has been a
freelance writer for 10 years. His short
story "Warlord of Earth® was recently
reprinted in_an anthology of modern
British sf, Stars of Alblon. He is a
regular contributor to men's magazines.

ROBERT HEATH graduated in 1979 with an
Hanours Degree in Biology; he writes that
he spends his spare time “reading sf,
drlnklng and going to heavy rock
concerts'

DAVE LANGFORD & the author of War in
2080 and An Accownt of a Meatin; vlti
Denizens of Another World. has
rubllshud several sf short storlcs, and
s currenlly complelln; his first novel.
laborated with Kevin Smith on a
number of humofous short stories.

KEVIN SMITH is an Oxford gracuate, now

working as an accountant, He recentl

made hs first sale to AD AST al

be assuming the editorship of VECTOR from

luue 99, He has colhbovned with Dave
ngford on a nu r of humorous short

stor os (though not necessarily the same

DAVID WINGROVE's short story "Photo-
%8"" appeared in the prevlous issue of

US. A former VECTOR editor, he has
written critical articles for a variety
of magazines, and has just completed The
Immortals, a study of immortality in sf,
for Pierrot.
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SCIENCE FICTION

James Blish * Marion Zimmer Bradiey * John Brunner
Arthur C. Clarke * Philip K. Dick * Nigel Kneale
Michael Moorcock * Norman Spinrad  E. C. Tubb
Wilson Tucker * Kate Wilhelm

..and there’s much more to come.

m

Norman Spinrad
A WORLD BETWEEN
The long-awaited new novel from the controversial author of BUG
JACK BARRON and THE IRON DREAM, A WORLD BETWEEN is an
epic story of politics and sexuality in the far future. ‘A natural
Hugo winner' —Lamy Niven
June 16 £1.35352pp

Marion Zimmer Bradley
THE RUINS OF ISIS
From the creator of Darkover comes a new and very different novel-
of the planet Isis, a matriarchy where men are regarded as
dangerous animals or, at best, sexual playthings, and where the
Builder Ruins, last remnant of an ancient culture, contain the greatest
mystery of the known universe.
July 21 £1.35 304pp

Jeffrey A. Carver
STAR RIGGER'S WAY
His rigger team mates suddenly and horribly dead, Gev Carlyle
drifted in the Flux —the 'subjective sea’ that carried starships at
faster-than-light speeds —alone in the Sedora with a castaway alien.
Survival demanded a complete merging of minds and memories with
the alien -and Carlyle dreaded that union more than death.
Jeffrey Carver is an exciting new American writer; his next book,
PANGLOR, will be published in the Spring.
September 22 £1.25 240pp

E.C. Tubb
PRISON OF NIGHT
This is volume 17 in Ted Tubb’s saga of Earl Dumarest and his
galaxy-spanning search for the legendary lost planet Earth.
October 20 £1.10160pp

Marion Zimmer Bradley
STORMQUEEN!

A Darkover novel, set in the dark days before the coming of the
Terrans, when the power of the Matrix was an unknown force and the
planet Darkover was rife with bloody, treacherous feuding. For this,
the most powerful of the Darkover noveis, Arrow has commissioned a
superb cover from Bruce Pennington.

December1£1.50 368pp

And watch out for new novels from R. M. Meluch, Charles Sheffield,
Jeffrey Carver, Norman Spinrad, Kate Wilhelm and Gene Wolfe, all coming in 1981.



	p01
	p02
	p03
	p04
	p05
	p06
	p07
	p08
	p09
	p10
	p11
	p12
	p13
	p14
	p15
	p16
	p17
	p18
	p19
	p20
	p21
	p22
	p23
	p24
	p25
	p26
	p27
	p28

