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=D1TORIAI

SINCE OUR LAST ISSUE we've seen
the demise of Extro, which was
fifty per cent of the mini-revival
ir SF fiction megazines. This
event, although it occasioned
regret, did not, on the whole,
cause much surprise. After all,
in this country we're used to it,
aor ought to be; the process of
launch and failure takes on the
appearance of an inevitable
historical process.

Lack of distribuytion is
usually held to be the main
culprit; the W.H.Smith ogre
snorts again. Clearly, there
myst be some truth in this;
it's reasonable to suppose
that the more copies you have
on display, the more you're
likely to sell, up ta a point.
What is not reasonable is to
suppose that sales will
necessarily go on rising in
proportion to availability.

Any potential merket has a
particular capacity, and once
that capacity 1is reached, no
amount of extra coples on the
shelves will increase it. To
achieve financiasl viability,

you need to do more than print

a few thousand extra copies

and scatter them about the
shelves of nawsagents: you

also have to sell them. Obviously,
any magazine needs & certaln sizs
of market to survive. One

therefore has to ask the guestion,
does a market exist which is large
enough to support & mass-
circulation SF fiction magazine?

To answer this guestion, we
need to have clearly in mind the
nature of the fiction under
discussion. We have to decide
what type of magazine we want.

Here we admit to a prejudice,
inasmuch as we are interested in
magazines which contain genuine
creative writing and which thus
encourage the development of good,
new writers. This is not to say
that we condemn the existence of
magazines such as [(to take an
American example) Isaae Asimov’s,
1f people wish to buy them, which
they clearly do. We're not
arpiters of what people should
or should not read. However,
our concern is not with such
publications.

If we look at literary magazines
in this country, we see that they
are not mass-market. Cne does not
see them displayed in brave rows
about the interior of w.H.Smith.
Considering the types of novel
that sell best, this 1s not
actually surprisin;. At the
momant, the public's interest
- although this may not always
have been the case, and may not
be 30 in future - seems to lie



in particular typas of formula
writing. In the especlal case

of magazine SF, two publications
that spring readily to mind are
Isaac Asimov's SF Magazine and
Omi. The former deals with
material which has little literary
merit or importance (and, although
it's an American magazine, and one
therefore can't be sure how well
it would sell in this country, we

suspact that it would be depressingly

successfull. The latter offers a
Juxtaposition of 'science fact’
and 'sciance fiction', something
about which we feel uneasy,
emphasising as it does the role
of science fiction as an
extansion of popular science
writing. It may well be that
these are approaches nscessary
to achieve mass-market success,
If this is so, we can see no
virtue in a proliferation of
high-selling SF magazines. They
would not make the publishing
position a bit more healthy.
Despite all this, we do bsliave
that an SF literary magazine can
survive and flourish, It's a
question of having realistic
targets, pricing and expenditure:
basically, knowing what you can
do and what you can't. Here we
come to Intersone. which seems
to have adopted this approach.
Rather than attempting to become
a household name, it's identified
a readership which it realises
has, at present, a natural size
limitation. This is not
necessarily a disadvantage: the
wider a magazine's readership,
the mare difficult it is to keep
everybody happy, and the greater
the danger of maeking compromises
that end up with a magazine that
nobody likes enough to buy it
regularly.

Interazone. though available
at a few specialist bookshops,
relies primarily on subscriptions.
That has several advantages for a
small magazine. It reduces the
cover price considerably, by
cutting out distributors® and
retailers’ mark-ups, and thereby
saves the magazine from depending
heavily on advertising to keep

it at a price its readers can
afford. It enasbles the magazine
to plan ahead more secursly,
knowing how much money they're
going to have available. And it
greatly simplifies the cash flow
- no worrying about how to pay
the printers when the distributors
haven't coughed up the takings
from the last issus.
Whather or not ths contents
are to your taste, Interzone is
undoubtedly a serious magazine,
and it’s achieved four issues.
Let's hope that there are enough
renawed subscriptions, and indeed
new ones, to ensure its survival.
Of course, wa're not suggesting
that the internal organisation of

Interzone 1s a nacessary prersequlsite

for financial success. Doubtlass,

theres ars many other ways of doing

things. Howaver, we belisve that

the awareness of a limited market,

at least to begin with, 1s crucial.
If the above arguments seem

elitist, we apologise. We don't

maan to suggest that no good

writing sver becomes popular);

such a suggestion would clearly

be ludicrous. Some serious

writers can, in the fullness

of time, build up very large

readaerships. Nevertheless, it

remains true that a brave

magazine which gives chances

to new writers, and which

containa genuinely speculative

writing, is for the presant a

minority interest. We would

do better to remember that

than to hark back to some

mythical Golden Age, when a

wall-thumbed copy of New

Worlds graced avery coffee-

table in the country.

IN THIS ISSUE: Brian Aldiss and
Jim England examine the vexed
question of bestsellsrdom;

their perspectives are diffarent,
but their conclusions regarding
the fickle rewards of stardom
are similar. Stil] with the
subject of rewards Helen McNabb
introducas a caveat concarning





















PLR (Probably Lost to Reason)

Helen McNabb

1 AM AWARE that in writing this piece I am inviting the wrath and
indignation of countless well-meaning individuals and indigent authors,
and knowing the tact and discretion displayed in the BSFA letter columns,
I'11 probably receive it., However, I feel impelled to say, against the
general opinion, that PLR, in its present form and with its present
budget, will not be at all helpful to most of the people interested in
it,

PLR is the unmemorable acronym for Public Lending Right, which is a
system by which authors get paid when their books are borrowed from
libraries. It has a long and complicated history. In the summer 1951
edition of The Author, John Brophy proposed the system known as 'Brophy's
penny'; under this scheme, a penny would be handed over the counter
every time a book was borrowed. Supporting the principle of free
libraries, the Library Association objected. 1In 1959, a committee

set up by the Minister of Education produced the Roberts Report; in
1960, the first PLR Bill was presented to Parliament, but abandoned,
and in the same year a second PLR Bill was presented and rejected.

In 1965, the Minister for the Arts, Jennie Lee, indicated sympathy
for PLR. The Working Party set up by the Department of Education and
Science published a report in 1972, another came from the Technical
Investigation Group in 1974, and a final report came in 1975. The
latest PLR Bill was presented to Parliament in November, 1978, and
passed in 1979. The Registrar was appointed in 1981 and the register
was due to open in September, 1982.

In this long history, the various Ministers for the Arts, the Soclety
of Authors, the Writers' Action Group and the Library Association have
discussed and argued their way, with the authors on one side and the
L.A. on the other.

Those in favour of PLR claim that the single royalty received by the
author through the sale of his book does not adequately recompense him
for the further use of his book through a library. They say that sales
are lost because books are borrowed, not bought, and that authors
deserve a fee for a loan, like the Performing Right by which composers
and dramatiets are paid for a performance of their work. This is the
basic principle for which all the authors' groups have been fighting.
There is a subsidiary argument, which is that too many authors exist
on the breadline, or else can only write part-time and need more money
to enable them to write full-time.

The arguments against vary. The Library Association's position is not
‘anti-author' but it does feel that the 'right' to payment for items
in the public domain, once granted, cannot be limited to books alone.
The principle, if it is a principle, should also extend to records

and anything else borrowed from a library. The mevere limitations of



PLR in its present form do not conform to that principle. The exclu-
sion of educational and special libraries cannot be justified except on
the grounds of expediency.

According to the Library Association, there is no firm evidence that
library loans reduce sales. Nearly half of present hardback sales are
to institutions, and publishers rely on libraries to underwrite their
risk because they know they will sell a certain number. What evidence
there is seems to indicate that a good library service and good book-
shops go together, that libraries, by stimulating reading, also
stimulate book-buying.

The money granted to PLR will go to the most popular authors, not the
most needy, and then back to the Government in tax. To assist the
indigent the Library Association thinks either a form of grant or else
a certain amount of tax-free income, as in Eire, would be better.

The form that PLR has taken is severely limited. It only applies to
public libraries, and therefore excludes academic, school, special,
industrial and other libraries, which means that it will offer little
to non-fiction writers. If there are more than three co-authors of a
book it becomes ineligible. Translators, editors, compilers and
revisers are excluded. Authors must be citizens of the UK or some
other EEC country, and resident in the UK. Because ISBN's {Internat-
ional Book Standard Numbers) are being used to record loans, the
hardcover and paperback editions are treated as separate books, as are
separate volumes of a multi-volume set. Prose books must have 32 pages
of text, and poetry or drama 24, which excludes nearly all books for
very young children and picture books. All reference books are
excluded because no-one has been able to work out a method for recording
usage.

The method to be used to ascertain loans is based on sample libraries.
In 1974, a software consultant firm investigated the sampling procedure
for the Department of Education and Science report, and decided that 72
sample points were suitable. There were bound to be errors in payments
because the results would be arrived at statistically. Seventy-two
libraries would return figures and these would be adjusted for geog-
raphical, social and other biasing factors. The error is not removable,
but it may be diminished, and it was thought that fluctuations in
payments would even out over time. On that basis it was calculated

that the error factor would be as listed in the table below.

Payment to author per Precision of Potential

£1 million of kitty annual payments permanent bias
£1 +40% +50%

£10 +13% +28%

£100 4% +16%

£1000 +1%% +9%

"The ranges of the above errors would be reduced proportionally to the
square root of the number of library service points in the sample; thus
in order to halve the error rates it would be necessary to include four
times as many service points."









FICTION

THE SURVEY

Peter Tasker

*BEAUTIFUL SCENERY', ENTHUSED Stevenson. 'Quite beyond description.’

'What & dismal prospect’, grunted Quinn. °‘It's too ugly for words.'

'Duty is duty', I sald sagely. ‘'No matter what you think about it,
we have to go through all the survey procedures hefora we can leave.
That's what the contract says.‘

They looked at me in the aggrieved way they always did when I
mantioned the contract. Quinn and Stevenson... Sometimes I wondered
what I had done to deserve such an obstreparous pair. Thay spent most
of the time st sach other’s- throats, but if I tried to intervene they
would start on me, their commanding officer. Still, their credentials
ware very good. Unless, of course, they were forged.

‘Mr Quinn, -are your credentials forged?' I demandad.

'Ag a matter of fact, they are’, he answered airily. 'Stevenson
wrote them for me and I wWrote his in return.’

‘Indeed. Then would you mind telling me what your real qualifications
for this mission are?’

'Not at all. My qualifications are axactly the same as Stevenson's.'

I turned my attention to Stevenson.

'Mr Stevenson, your documents claim that you are “"highly competent
in all aspects of surveying“. Is that so or not?’

"I can’t be absolutely sure,' replied Stevenson., "bacause I've
never been on a survey befors.’

Naturally, I was dumbfounded. Here I was on my first survey ass-
ignment, and I had just discoversd that my crew was not only completely
inexperienced, but dishonest as well. I should have been much more
careful when I hired them. After all, you can’'t helieva what anyone
tells you npwadays, Or so 1 hear, anyway.

What should I do? Should I assert my authority in some way, to
show them that I hadn't been confused by their disclosures? But 1f I
did, they might think that I was doing it to compensate for the fact
that 1 really wds confused. So instead perhaps I should cerry on as
1f nothing had happened. But then they might think that I wasn’t
assertfng my authority because I was covering up the fact that I needed



to compensate for really being confused. And a good Survey Commander
must never be confused. I decided to go and check my best course of
action in Brock's Techniques of Autonomous Decisioneering.

While I was in the ship’s library, I happened to glance out of
the non-electronic-direct-scan facility. To my horror, 1 saw Quinn
and Stevenson already out on the planet's surface, pottering about
with some of our most sophisticated instrumentation. I immediately
summoned them back to the bridge.

'What the hell have you besn doing?' I demanded in a restrained
bellow.

‘I've been engagad in an important study’, said Quinn. 'The
readings I've taken show that this planst definitely contains alien
life.’'

‘On the contrary', said Stevenson, 'My readings prove contclusively
that this planast is devoid of alien life.’

'Tell me, Mr Stevenson,' I asked, ‘what operational methods did
you employ?’

'The same one as Quinn did', he promptly replied.

‘Would you care to explain your operational method, Mr Quinn?®

'I'd be delighted to’, said Quinn. ‘First, I take tha instrument
firmly in both hands. Then, with a sharp application of rotational
force, I release it from my grip. If it lands on ths dial side, the
answer to the question posed is positive. If it lands on...'

‘Wait a moment', I cut in sarcastically. ‘Is this considered ta
be a sound scientific method?’
*Interesting question’, said Quinn. ‘'Let's ask the machine.’

With that, he span the machine up in the air and let it crash down
to the ground. 1 was gratified to see that it didn't land on the dial
slde.

Tima was belng wasted. I decided to come to a decision.

‘Come on', I sald. ‘'let's get out there and start work,'

‘What about the gifts?’ said Stevenson. 'If there are any alien
life-forms out there, we'll need gifts to show that we come in psace.'
‘What about our weapons?' said Quinn. 'If we come across any

aliens, we'rs going to have to blast them before they blast us.'

I ordersed Stevenson to bring the gifts and Quinn to bring the
weapons.,

Outside, the afterncon was coming to a closs. The sun had slipped
to about half an inch above the herizon. All around, the landscaps was
perfectly flat, except for the hills.

I sent Quinn off to the west and Stevenson to the east, requesting
them not to come back until they had completed a preliminary study of
the planet's surface, I was just settling down to my own investigations,
when they both returned and began to gaze at each other fixedly.

'Captain,’ said Quinn, jabbing his finger at Stevanson, 'this is
not the real Stevenson that we see in front of us. I am certain that
it's an alien being that has callously murdered my dear friend and taken
on his form. Let's kill the evil thing now, bafore it does any further
harm,*

'Commander,* said Stevenson, 'I assure you that thils is not the
real Quinn speaking. No, it’s an alien being imitating him in order
to sabotage the work of this survey.'

‘Don’t listen to him®, Quinn broke in. ‘He's just trying to
undermine my credibility as an alien would naturally do.'

*Of course he's denying 1t’, sneered Stevanson. 'That enly
proves his duplicity. 1I'l1 dispose of him at once.

1 shoutad at them to be silent. Unwillingly they pbeysd, but I
could see by their eyes that they were beginning to doubt my own
authenticity. 1 had expected this, and informed them that I wasn't















findings to Data-Base. They'll think you've gone mad. Because 1f you
don't believe in the Creator, you've got no hope of making sense of
what's happening to you here.’

Finally, I lost my temper.

'You, Sir, are either a llar or a fool. And I will prove conclusively
that this all-powerful being lonking over us 24 hours a day has no more
existence than...than,..'

I had been going to say 'than a bug-eyed monster’. but recollected
myself in time., Then I directed my voice towards the skies.

‘Listen to me, you incompstent old idiot', I yelled. °If you're
really up there, come out and show yourself. Otherwise we'll never
believa in your prepostarous existence. 0o you understand?’

As I had expected, nothing happaned. I turned to the alien in
satisfaction at having finally scored a point off him. I thought I
sensed a new attitude of respect

Unfortunately, at that very moment, just when I was looking
farward to enjoying my little triumph, we had to take cover from an
exceptionally strong bolt of lightning that zippered down from the
sky and thumped into the ground not far away. A pure coincidence,
of course, but a good Survey Cnmmander has to consider the safety of
his mission first and foremost, before going into any metaphysical
speculation.

When wa scrambled to our feet again, we discovered that the allen
had started to walk back towards the artefact. Hs probably realised
that his civilization could be no match for ours

'Either you come back here,’ threatened Quinn, ‘or...or...'

'Or you don't’, snarled Stevenson.

The alien looked around and gazed at us strangely, one eye
half-opsn and the other half-closed. Then he disappeared Into the
artefact, which, seconds later, scared into the sky on a square ball
of frozen flame.

‘Maybe you were right’', said Stevenson to Quinn. 'We should have
blasted him when we had the chance.'
'No, you were right all along’, said Quinn. 'We should have

built up a friendly relationship with him. Ws could have learnt a
lot.*

They asked me what I thought, and I replied that I didn't.

Silently, we made our way back through the invisible mist. When
we arrived at the ship, I {mmediately ordered Quinn and Stevenson into
the library for a debriefing session.

‘As you probably realise,’ I announced, 'we have a slight problem
on our hands. Data-Base will not be at all pleased to learn that the
first alien contact proved to be entirely fruitless. In fact, some
unjustified criticism may well be directed towards our conduct of the
survey.'

For once, my two subordinates kept guiet and paid attention to
what I wag saying.

' Therefore, gentlemen, I supgest that our report should present a

somewhat...ah...abbreviated version of what occurred. Can I rely on
your support?*
*Allen contact?' said Quinn, 'What alien contact?’

'Personally,’ sald Stevenson,’I believa that man is the only
intelligent life-form in the universe.’

1 looked at them, and they looked at me. We lonked at each other
louking at each other.

At last, we were in perfect agresment.

The End— = —
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most famous people, whose names are 'household words', are rarely
writers, scientists, creative or constructive people, and more often
media-manufactured 'celebrities' (known for being known}, politicians,
footballers, pop singers and the like. Even the relatively slight fame
of famous writers has little correlation with the literary merit of what
they write; the 'bestselling' writers tending to be despised by critics
and unread by subsequent generations, Being a famous writer also has
disadvantages. Not long ago, I wrote to a certain Big Name SF writer,
known throughout the world - and deservedly famous. He was kind enough
to send a handwritten reply. But along with the letter came a duplic-
ated circular informing correspondents that he received thousands of
letters every year, many of them requesting information. I was filled
with sympathy for him, not envy, thinking what a hassle it must be to be
treated like a public service.

3) Writing for posthumous fame This avoids all the disadvantages of
fame,but to enjoy posthumous fame is a contradiction in terms. Feeling
a need to be remembered can be a valid reason for writing, nevertheless.

4) Writing to entertain This is a rationalisation for the practice of
writing, not a genuine reason for wanting to write, i.e., it is hard to
imagine that it could ever be the only reason.

5) Writing for prestige There 1s nothing wrong with anyone wanting
prestige, in moderation. Indeed, prestige, status or affection in the
eyes of somebody seems essential for human welfare. In a society with a
strong literary tradition, where writing is generally considered to be a
genteel occupation of simjlar status to that of the doctor, lawyer,
clergyman, teacher and académic, but requiring no formal qualifications,
it is natural that some people should want to take it up for this reason
alone. But if the desire to 'prove' that he or she could write, and
thereby gain prestige, without much regard for the subject matter of
writing, were to be the prime motive of a writer, silly and pretentious
writing would probably result.

6) Writing as self-expression Years ago, I came across a book by an
American with some such title as How to Write for Fun and Profit.

Its claim was similar to that of a certain British correspondence

school which promises 'useful extra income' to people prepared to spend
'just a few hours each week' learning how to write, even 'while relaxing
on the beach; or on boring rail, sea or air journeys'. The chief thing

I remember about the book is its insistence that anyone aiming for
commercial success as a writer should start by forgetting all about self-
expression and should concentrate on giving the public what it wants:
namely, something bland, easily digestible, devoid of harmful or untested
ingredients, rather like baby food, with a strong plot and a happy ending.
Unfortunately, there is a great deal of truth in this. It can be argued,
despite this, that the good writer, not greatly interested in commercial
success, can achieve self-expression very well, and it is true that
‘writing', in its broadest sense, provides a greater opportunity for
self-expression than any other art, but this includes every kind. of
fiction and non-fiction. The best vehicle for self-expression is an
autobiography, but only the autobiographies of the famous are of interest
to publishers. The best vehicle for the expression of ideas in an econ-
omical fashion is an article or essay but, again, publishers are not
interested unless their authors are famous. Certain types of speculative
articles and essays have almost gone the way of the epic poem. I suggest
that much science fiction (which is often defined as a 'literature of
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Brian Aldiss

FAME AND HELLICONIA

YOU ASK MK, "what does it feel like to be a best-selling aulhor?"

Even if it were true that I was in the beat-seller league, like Len
Deighton or the lady who wrote The Thorn Birds (which is certainly
not. the case), my temperament would lead me to attempt to deny it.
These labels are all traps. Can you understand that although I
remain a dedicated writer of science fiction, I become impatient when
categoriged as such? [t lessens what [ write and it lessens SF.

SF readers are marvellously well-informed and can find their way to
what they want without a little rocket-ship on the spine of the book.
Graham Greene is vexed to be called a 'Roman Catholic writer' whilst
being clearly both a writer and a Roman Catholic.

1 can't expect your readers to be patient with this, but I will say

it anyway. 1 have written science fiction for twenty-five years
berause it eases and expresses the pain of individuality, of isclation;
most writers feel the same. Being a secret exile, I took to SF as a
literature of exile. And when SF remains a literature of exile it is
most. true to its inner nature of estrangement. In that sense, it is
part of the sap of my veins. But sap dries in the branch, you know.

Over the last decade, SF has begun to spawn best-sellers - 1 mean
million best-sellers, not paltry thousands like "Helliconia'. Those
best-sellers have in their turn spawned imitations. All such novels
debase the coinage. They make SF conservative, safe, homebound., Their
deliberate appeal to the multitude - a multitude unversed in the tropes
of SF - belrays the old underdog truth we held dear in eariier days.

If this goes on, the old SF will be dead. Many of the younger British
writers, too, talented men, have betrayed it by being ashamed to write
8F,

Writers' motives for embarking on novels, particularly large ambitious
novels, are always mixed. Yet part of my desire to create the complex-
ity of Helliconia was to be formidable - perhaps to be in the French
sense tormidable - and to defy what I see as the continued Disney-
fication of SF.

If you Look back over my writing, you may note a curious continuous
desire to defy popularity. And to defy classification. Hardly an

1deal prescription for best-sellerdom, That having been said, of course
1 enjoy the growing success of the "Helliconia” novels. You get to
appear on "Desert [sland Discs" and "Omnibua®, which is as it should be,
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fiction

The Story
The Story

NI

STRANGER

THAN

TRUTH

by David Ratovitsky

(1)

SHE HAD TRAVELLED the multiverse for so long that she had forgotten of
what her original body had been made. She took on and cast off bodies
80 frequently that she had long since ceased to take anything but the
vaguest notice of them. They all followed a similar pattern. For a long
time she had been considering applying for a transfer. It seemed like a
long time, but there was no reliable way of measuring it. In any case,
time had ceased to be of great relevance to her, differing as it did in
its flow from one galactic location to the next. Furthermore, she had
forgotten how one applied for a transfer, although she was certain that
there was a perfectly simple procedure if only she could remember it.
She had forgotten much about herself and even what she did remember was
liable to be challenged or distorted by each fresh experience. She
flitted back and forth through history, through time and space, knowing
that eventually she would probably return to her original body at the
precise moment in which, once, she had left it behind, She had distant
memories of her time in two previous universes, but the experiences all
tended to blur together. She could no longer remember why she had chosen
this particular sector for her present voyage. It was a savage and
primitive era in human development, a vast territory, much of it still
uncharted. The great Quest lay at the back of her mind, unspoken, a
throbbing ache which she tried to ignore.

She felt herself piercing through an intra-dimensional shield once
more and found herself orbiting the earth. The earth - again!
Couldn't they ever think of anywhere else? Resignedly she transferred
down to the planet surface hoping that she wasn't going to get caught up
in another nuclear war. She materialised as a human and found herself
standing in a city street. It seemed vaguely familiar, Where was she?
Washington? New York? A man rushed towards her and others behind him
were also running: they looked terrified.

*An eighteen-foot gorilla, and it's coming this way!' the man
shouted. 'Run, lady, run!!'

She strolled on and nodded at the alien as he walked past, looking
more human already. He winked at her lecherously. He was dressed in a
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ation thrown in.

His story settings are a plain indication of masochistic tendencies
coupled with a death wish, I wouldn't mind seeing Niven's study at
some time, to admire the implements of self-abasement and self-torture
he must have hanging on the wallas, I bet he's got some good ones
because he's rich. Much better than any we could afford.

A writer much closer to home is David Langford of War In 2080 fame.

Most of Dave's stories take place in a single room with only one or

two characters. These two characters are usually arguing over the

best way to get out of the room, but though the arguments are often
brilliantly handfza, because Dave's an intellectual fellow, the charac-
ters rarely do get outside. You get the feeling that they don't really
want to go, that what they really enjoy is a good incisive argument.
They're actually afraid to go outside and as long as they keep on thinking
up new and brilliant ways of doing it, they won't have to.

Agoraphobia, fear of the great outdocrs, I'm afraid, has got my friend
Dave by the short and curlies.

Chris Evana, The Insider, on the other hand, has a fear of being trapped
inside peopie. 1 don't know what phobia that represents, but it's a
very messy business. All tissue, offal and organs. Yuk.

Rob Holdstock has written Eye Among the Blind, Earthwind and Where Time
Winds Blow. All these novles have wide, desolate landscapes, usually
dimly perceived. A single figure lopes slong a ridge, silently, too
distant to recognise face or form. A city sparkles in the mountains
beyond the vasr desert, seeming to move further and further away as one
walks towards it. Oceans have no depth, skies no finite boundaries.

On all eides is the majeatic sweep of vanishing horizona.

Claustrophobia. This man hates being in small rooms and when you note
the size of Holdstock you know that all rooms are small to him. I

know his house. The toilet there is the mize of a church hall, believe
me, and he always leaves the door open in case he wants to bolt.

Obviously, I find it difficult to amnalyse myself. I'm five feet seven
inches. That's two inches taller than Harlan Ellison and one inch taller
than Ian Watson. Yet I don’t write about giants. J.G. Ballard does that.
{Ballard writes about dead, naked giants. There's something pretty

tacky in the way of phobias there, if only I could put my finger on it.)

Recently, I have been working on a novel quite different from anything
I've tried to tackle before. Having travelled fairly widely, I feel
that such experience is wasted unless used as background settings in
stories and novels. So most of my scenes are set in, what are to many
British readers, exotic climes. Of course, your average Polynesian
would consider them to be kitchen-sink drama - the Saturday Night and
Sunday Morning of a Tongalese fisherman, so it's only a matter of geog-
raphical perspective, Anyway, this quite different novel was quite
different because I set in a place that does not exist, nor has it any
equivalent that I know of on this little planet of ours. I didn't draw
from any of the places 1've been to. Not only was the environment in
the novel unknown to me, it was alsc unknown to the rather bizarre
characters I placed within it, and to compound their confusion, and
mine, there was no definite date or time during which the action took
place.

I had great difficulty orientating the first two drafts, and I sent a
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