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cric brown

ON FLANET EARTH IN AN ALTERNATIVE UNIVERSE, ERIC BROWN
did not emigrate to Australis in 1974, He remsined in
Yorkshire and fulfilled his childncod ambition of
becoming a professional footballer. He played on the
left wing for Bradford City -- First Division
Chompions end FA Cup winners [ive years in successlon,
and perhaps the greatest club team in the world.

one day In Februery 1991, while on a visit
to the West Yorkshire village of Haworth, he stepped
through a threadbare patch In the wert and weave of
the tapestry of the Space/Time continuum, ond found
himself in an Alternative Earth —- though only when he
happened upon Eric Brown=, on his ritusl morning walk,
did he realise that something was very, very wrong.
They kit it off immedistely, ‘and £8% ~~ of all things,
a Science Fiction writer -- favited EB' back to his
house to conduct an exclusive Intarview for the
mogazine FOCUS. What follows is a transcript of that
Interview.

EB': Well... first time 1've none this Kind of thing
-- s the tmpe running? — Lclearing his
throat} So you went to Austrana in ‘747 When 61d
you start writing?

EB=: In '75. 1 read my first book in May that year,
end it wes & miraculous conversion.

EB': [Chuckiingl Yes, never one for resding, me.
Reed the psper now and then. Sports peges. Match
reports. See what they're saying sbout me. Anyway,
can you remember what book 1t was you read back then?

EB*: Yes, it was o detective novel called Cards on
the Table by Agatha Christie. 1 had a few weaks to
kill before start{ng work, snd my mother suggested I
read a book. The concept was slien, too much like
hord work, but the picture on the front of the Pan
paperback, the face of the devil, caught my Interest.
Reading that book changed my iife. 1 was converted
instantly, and from that day on wanted nothing more
than to be a professionel writer, Over the course of
the next few months 1 bought every book by Christie,
some seventy In all, snd lost myself in the fantasy
world of psinless murder and detection set in the
never-never land of the English countryside.

EB': [lncredulous) You read seventy of her books?
Just hers, no-one else’s?

EB*:  (fLaughtng) Mo, just her books. There's a
strenge reason for this -- one you might understend.
It has to do with the concept of loyaity. Until that
time (85 you well knows, 1'd expended ull = eversy in
the mono-maniscal pursult of ome thing -- Leeds
United. 1 ilved and bresthed Unnaa. The thought of
switching my allegience, favouring, say, Bradford
City, never crossed my mind. Now, os a reader, I
corried with ma the ludicrous notion that I had to be
loysl to one writer. The sbsurdlty of thls occurred
to me only when 1'd read the les¥ of her books and

begon looking around for other things to resd —- 1
would have reaiised [t sooner had 1 sterted resding
Ralph Ellison, sey. or Malcolm Lowry. Then ! moved
onto other writers —- but only writers of datecttve
stories (faltnful to the lsst!) 1 reed Alltnghas ond
Ssyers and Chesterton and Doyle ond o1l tha rest. At
the same time, over the perfod of two or three years,
1 was writlng my own watery pastiches of these
weiters, two thoussnd word twist-in-the-tals stories
without thema or characterisation.

€B°: Vhen and vhy did you begin to read mora widely?

£B=: In retrospect, I honestly can’'t recall how ]
discovered H E Bates, Rosld Dshl, Grohem Greeme, and
others, which 1 read towards the end of my four years
in Australis. Somewhere In there I resd a story from
Robert Silverberg's middle period, end it blew my
mind. (It might heve baen 'Hawksbill Statlon® or
'Nightwings' or something else from the Futura
paperback odition of The Best of Robert Silverberg.)
Then | begen writing Robert Silverberg imitations.

EB':  [Glancing mcross the room at the bookshelf
stacked witn files of old manuscripts) Wnen did you
writa your {irst novel?

EBZ: ] begen It in September 1978, & couple of months
before I raturned to England. It wesn't SF, but a
big. bawdy comic novel heavily influenced by two of my
favourite uriters st that time, Leslle Thomas and Tom
Sharpe. 1 borrowed the sex and similes from Thomss,
and the cruelty and construction from Sharpe. 1t took
me 5 year to write snd welghed in at eighty thousand
words, and 1 was Inordinstely proud -- of 1t, and of
the fact that 1'd finished 1f. I begen typing 1t out
but realised after the first couple chapiers that it
was very bad. So I began mnother novel.

£6': Science Fiction this time?

EB=: Yes. One of the reasons I thought the firat
novel so bad was that 1t was too long and too
snfluenced. So I did what I thought was 'a very wise
thing' and decided to write an Ace Double.

EB': [Confused] ...An Ace Double?

EB: A short novel published in the sixties in the

seme volume s another novel, aach one upside down tn
relation to the other.

EB': If they were published In the sixties...

EB2:  Yes, 1 know, This was 1980, and tha last Ace
Double hed been published perhaps a dozen years
earlter. But I didn't know this at the time. 1'd
read end enjoyed a few Doubles and decided 1 could
write one, so 1 dld. 1t was called Deadline mnd was
mbout the first Faster-Than-Light starship, and what
happened on 1ts maiden voyage to follow a generstion
stership to Alpha Centaurf. All hackneyed stuff, but
lots of fun. [ wrote it in three montha, typed it up
single spoced, ond realised that it wasn't very good
efter compiatlng the task. Which, 1 suppose, saved me
tha embarrassment of sending the 45,000 word ms off to
Ace and ennouncing that 1t might go very nicely, thank
you, with a Sliverberg on the beck. 1 wrote four
other novels that yesr, two SF, one thriller, and one
chidren‘s book,

EB': Flve novels in ome ypar -~ isn't that a lot?
And if they didn’t sell, how did you keep yourself?

EB": 1 had a job working es & pocker In a trouser
factory. | wrote nights and weekends. Over the
course of the next two yesrs, untll I left in 82, I
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