











Before | write a story or a novel, | have a pretty good idea about the
kind of knowtedge I'm going to require, so that's the time to da the bulk
of the wark. Even when | think § know a subject | try 1o do a bit of
reading - 1 did a fair bit of geology at university, but it needed refreshing
for my Burn Plain material; the details needed filling in.

The research always throws up niew ideas, new trails to follow
through the library shelves. Fr example, my reading on volcanoes
drew my attention to soda lakes, one of the harshest erwironments on
Earth; | read about them and pretty soon started to see ways | could
use such an extreme environment to explore some of the themes of my
novel. This serendipitous realisation added an entirety new dimension
to one of my characters' travails and sparked off ideas and idea-lets
which inspired and informed what would otherwise have been virtually
unrelated passages, tens of thousands of words away from this one
scene

S0 most of the research takes place before the first word s typed
But as | wark I'm continually making notes to myself: when the first
draft is complete | have another list of gaps in my knowledge which
require filling

You don't use all this reseatch, of course - of not directly, at least
1 have pages and pages of tightly packed notes for iy current novel,
but much of the information will never be mentioned in the final draft.
Often, its enough simply to know these things: the knowledge diffuses
info your writing, so that the reader can sense that a lot has gone
unsaid. At other times you have to help this process along by planting
specific, often apparently minar, items of informatian into the smooth
flow of your namrative. By mentioning in passing that a Mermaid Rose's
flowers only last for a day, you pufl off the conjuring trick of convincing
the reader's subconscious that the writer - of the character - kriows i
about roses: that rose is suddenly real. (Obviously, Jf you're writing
about the nature of the universe you need to know your subject in mare
depth; 'm talking here about the everyday things, the general fabric of
the story which, uttimatety, plays a central part in convincing the
reader).

f there really are tricks of the writing trade, then this is one of
them: the writer doesn't need to know about most things in depth - he
onty needs to know a few telling details. If the writer knows what
something smefls like, or feels like, then the reader believes he knows
far more. The fast reason writers know a little about a lot is that that's
aften all they need: the trick is knowing which (itlle bits you need to
know.

Research and the SF
Writer
by Caral Severance

Research is a way of life for me

There is formal research - library
visits, journeys through books and
articles related to specific subjects, dips
into journals and encyclopedias and the
like. These tend to be the easiest to explain.

someone natices me reading a Scientific American article on
tropical disease vectors, | can nod sagely and say, "It's research for my
next novel,” and unless theyre an epidemiologist, they!l likely wander
quickly away,

If I get caught watching Oprah Winfrey on daytime television,
however, or poking at the underside of a muddy rock, or staring at a
crack in the wall... Well, that's a fitle harder to explain. These types af
research are just as important - maybe even more important than the
formal type, because library research can be done anytime the library is
open. The information in books and magazines s safely recorded and
not likely to disappear overnight. | can study the curious lite-cycle of the
schistosoma parasite today of tomorrow of next week without
significantly altering the course of my writing career. (Unless I'm
terribly late on a deadline! Or I've picked up one of the littie bugs
myself.)

But there may be only one chance to watch a baby gecko hatch in
the narTow crack between the kitchen wall and the door sifl. As for the
rock, | may never again have the opportunity to stick my finger into that
partioutar texture of mud and mildew and garden-stug slime. Tuming
over racks is, or should be, a required activity for ail science fiction

And the tefevision talk shows, taken in moderation, provide
excellent opportunities to study regional and social differences - and
body language! Notice how the lady in green crosses her legs away
from the man she proclaims to adore. Watch how she smiles with her
mouth, but never with her eyes. Do her restiess fingers tap out

impatience, boredom, of fear of being discovered in some deseit? And
is that a hole worn through the sole of that shiny, green shoe?

Television is a piace to study exaggerated human actions and
interactions. Restaurants and shopping malls, on the other hand,
provide the counterpoint of reality. | listen shamelessly to other peopie’s
conversations, take note of their perfumes and other - not alwa
pleasant - body odours, and watch how they walk and talk and touch
one anather.

And | talk to them, or rather | open conversations sa that they witl
feel free to talk to me. Everyane has a story fo tell, and while many
personal tales are of only passing interest in themselves, the manner
and form of the telling never fail to provide material for my own stary-
making mill.

But what about the science? The bells and whisties and warp
drives that make science fiction so much fun? How can a witter be
sure she is getting the technical information right?

For the general material, | go back to the library and the books and
the scientific journals. Then for specifics, | call on the professors at the
focal university, or others who have access to information | need to
know - the power company for details of an electrical circuit, the vlsano

y for the of fast-flowing pahaehoe lava, of the
local dolphin research facility for any number of water-related things.
Given the chance to expound on their favosite subject, researchers
and teachers and even salespeople are inevitably generous with their
time and information.

 once asked a University of Hawaii-Hilo astronomer which way the
winds should blow in the great hurricane described in my novel
Reefsong. Not only did he describe the technical workings of the
storm, he also suggested | give the planet rings to light the night sky -
and then told me of the eclipsing shadow that would travel across those
rings each dusk to dawn, It was a powerful image that | did not recall
ever having encountered in a science-fiction tale. A later question
about names 1o a visiting Samoan playwright brought not only the
references | needed, but an anecdotal story abaut the octopus-god Le
Fe'e, who, together with the rings, eventually became the centerpiece
for the entire novel

Norman Spinrad once fold me, "You can write anything you want
to in science fiction, Carol, as long as you can make the reader believe
it"

| remind myself of that every time I'm tempted to cut corners or
hold back a bit because | don't know exacty how to portray a scere, an
emotion or a scientific fact. Then | make myself go back out and look at
the world again, toich and taste the textures of human existence,
gather the stored knowledge of fibraries and books and minds far more
clever than my own - and fum over a few more focks.

Research is never-ending, ever fascinating. For me, it's a way of
iite,

The Tough Work of
Research
by Stephen Baxter

Ive heard people denigrate the value
added by research in the gestation of
science fiction - as if research is nothing
more than a gloomy last resort to be used
only when inspiration fails. | have to
disagree. For me, research is the key to everything; research suffuses
every aspect of my warking methods.

Some of my research is pretty heavyweight stuff. Research is
essential for quality hard sf, and 50 some of my time is spent going
through technical journals and textbooks. It's not easy: the best hard sf
comes fram the edge of current understanding, where there tend,
unfortunately, o be no helpful popular overviews. And - naturally - the
more recent papers are, the more they tend to disagree

1t helps to have access to a good science library: papers can be
obtained through inter-library loan services, or, in some cases, on-line:
but you can't browse that way, and browsing is important. You need fo
leam how to use indexes, tike the Science Citation Index. And, if your
topic i something to do with the physical sciences, understanding
maths well enough to be able to ignore the equations is  bonus.

Academic sesearch is very different to researching a science
fiction novel. | should know; | have a yellowing PhD in acoustical
engineering, as well as six published sf novels, to my name. In
researching for s, you arent seeking completeness and depth; rather,
you tend to browse, to use indexes heavily, ta follaw your nose. You're
looking for the pecuilar and interesting, and for material which wil fit the
fictional framework of the piece. As far as accuracy is concemed, the
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placid waters of Witler's Lake. Sky, ship, scalpel. | see those dreamiike
hands again; they are pate and etongated, thin and translucent - the
hands of a surgeon. They hover over my head. Stretch of skin,
incision, cold, slit, scream. Forehead burning, chalk-scrapes shriek in
my head. Something sithers on steel. Is it steel? Maybe; cold and
clinical, certainly. Down, in. | see it slithering, feel it siithering, pushing
me to one side. It snakes, slinks, sidles up inside my brain. Scaipel,
ship, sky. Night, door, bedroom. Dream, sleep, wake:
It sleeps in my brain

00ks, books, books. | read, absorb, regurgitate, and spit out.
Behind the shrink's wiry glasses, behind his miserable, money-grabbing
eyes, | see paranoid schizophrenia. He is wrong - | hope and pray he is
wrong. He pockets a gold watch paid for by a dozen hypnotic sessions,
and looks at me with all the professionat pity he can muster. | get in
touch with groups who claim to have been contacted. Weirdos, weirdos
one and all. My shelves become jittered with abduction stories. Every
night | dream of steek ships hurting through space and time,

The pressure, | guess, of sa many changes in my life. One way of
coping with pressure is to dream crazy dreams. That's what Cynthia
put it down to, stress. Cutting myself off from my wife, quitting work,
finding the new job, moving to the Lake, the waiting while Gynthia sorted
out her side of things - it was al too much and had manifested itself in
disrupted steep patters and nightrmarish visions, that's what she said
Cynthia was always decisive and clear in her thinking. It was a trait |
found attractive, but her quick-wittedness was tested somewhat when |
toid her my theory.

1 got as far as the ship over the Lake and the alien presence in my
head. | had wanted to tell her that aliens would ot experiment with
‘someone who leads a full and normal life - it would be too easy for
friends or relatives to notice unusual shifts in behaviour. Better o scout
around for someone going through profourd changes - a loner, for
instance, or someone living in a remote spot like Willer's. { had wanted
to explain that by cutting myself off from my previous existence | was
inadvertently making myself a perfect target for afien experiments.
Living alone, no longer with a network of friends or relatives to cross
reference my old personality with the emerging one, | was the ideal
victim. It was logic, | sad. Cold, clear, alien logic.

I never got beyond a sentence or two after that. In Cynthia's eyes
1 saw again the pitying look of the wiry-eyed shrink. in her face | saw
doubt. | could never risk losing her. She was all | had

I saw all she was and all she meant. Years of knowing flashed by,
years that led to the night our hearts touiched - the night we tore away
the clathes of friendship and saw beneath a beauty raw and deep.
Promise we piled upon promise, a channel we cut through the clinging
mud of our lives, and nothing was ever the same. | saw her childhood,
her youth, her dreams, her hopes, shattered by the shackles of other
men. In her | saw a mitror, a mirror that told no fies. We vowed to
change it al, to tur the world upside down, to begin again.

Lefter of resignation, job application, lawyers, her things, my
things, mediation yes, conciliation no, find a place, interview, this is my
carving knife, this is yours, job offer, cut in salary, not much to five on,
cut off in-laws, who gets the car, we can work it out, avoid mutual
acquaintances, start from scratch, change of life, sort i out.

It's so simple.

1ove to dream. | have never wanted to be me. Never. Not since
Iooking out over my pram - it's Such a long way down.

I 1emenmber t al,

That first kiss, first siap, first smoke, the schoolyard fight,
skinnydipping, masturbation, the Brady Bunch, guil, fear, pleasure,
Cynthia, protest marching, Santa outside my window, autumn fruts.
snowball Fights, the sunsets of Java, suffering, people | hate, people |
love, Cynthia, harmony, pain, Mexico, Sunday service, Daddy please
dont, jetiag, laneliness, Cynthia, raindrops, Mummy in the bath, the
Dakota Building, work, behind the fire escape, Jamie's face
pockrarked with sores, death, potics...

I re-run # again, live it again, do it again. No memories left; can't
tell the differerice between pain and panacea. Seepage drains my
brain. Myself retums. | will call Cynthia. Must tell her again that
there's another presence in my head. Tell her all this time: how it
wheedles into my mind, how it sees the future, has fived the present,
will love the past. Yes | will call Cynthia.

She walked in

“Gordon you look drea- Why are you looking at me i~

I see her new, untouched, unseen. Memory mounts reality. |
push, pull, rip. Summer frock tears easily. What, exactly, is summer?
{do not, will not, care. Must find out, must examine, must... Hand on
mouth, will not scream. Seed of a different reality, a new dimensior,
can, must, needs. Cross universes. Infiltrates, wil colonise, has
crossbred

Cynthia smiles, | can teil from her voice. Voice s everything. The
world is a voice in my ear, Cynthia's vojce. | liftthe phane not knowing
what to say. | had never phaned her without reason, without excuse,
but loneliness is a great motivator. | could stand #t no longer. Alone
too, as | knew she would be, she lifted her receiver on the other side of
town and at once drew near. Knowing not what to say, we spoke for
more than an hour. Nothing serious, nothing overt - we were both too
winerable, especially Cynthia - her marriage was painful, she didn't
want to et hurt again.

Darkness claimed the rcom. Visions faded and my touch
surrendered to the body hug of an easy chair. Smell and taste ceased
tobe. Allmy senses went o my ears where her voice filed me. Her
gentle lips, her sweet tongue, reached down miles of cable and licked
and sucked and probed me to the quick. In past my lobes she went,
down to my brain, my heart, my... Yet our conversation was pure as
only that of true lovers can be. After ninety minutes on the phone |
finally risked telling her that | loved her, that | had to see her. No, she
said, it's not time. Yes, | said, it is, and | drove on squealing tyres down
all the highways of the wortd, and they ail led o her front door.

Floved Cynthia then. That was the night we piled hands on hands,
hearts on hearts, promises on promises. | loved her eagerly for her
sweetness, her sensitivity, her sense of humour, her wilingness to
atways tell the truth as she saw it, to go out of her way to help people, to
see the ofher paint of view, her wholeness, her spontaneity, her belief in
what was morally right, her sensualit, her strength in adversity, her
belief in other people’s excellence, her friendship, her bossiness, her
hopes, her solidarity with the downtrodden, her abilly to see through
dishonesty, her...

1 saw her wince, | saw her weep, | saw her bleed. 1 could do
nothing to stop myself and from somewhere inside my head | watched
helpiessly as my brute body crushed between us alltrust, belief, hape
and love. The finest thing | had found in my lfe - the only thing to focus
the future, justify the past, give foundation to the present - | took it
between my fingers and crumpled it like worthless garbage and threw it
i the gutter. | wanted to shut my eyes to the harror, but they would not
shut. | wanted to close my ears to Cynthia's please, and they would not
close. | wanted to die, but my body would nat lie down. | betrayed her,
defiled her, and though my actions were beyond my control, my
conscience was not. Like an onlooker at the gates of Hell, | fek my
heart squeezed and constricted by such grief that | could find no way of
expressing myself, no way of countenancing my loss.

She lies on bed, crying. Console with tenderness, yes,
tendemess. Push to one side, up on feet, sobhing, grabbing scraps of
clothing. She looks at me in - disbelief? anger? hatred? Not quite.
Memory fastforwards, rewinds. Instantaneous playback. Hurt! Yes,
hurt! Shame, too. Let Gordon back in.

“Cynthia.. darfing..."

she goes, door slamming behind her. Careful must.

 feel them slipping now; hours, minutes, seconds. They stiffen in
my memory, shifting, sliding, becaming wha never were before. Time
goes limp. Loops and spirals, no longer linear, no longer Einsteinian
Why? Everything knowable is known. Live, re-live, die. | must die.
Pretence, all is. New workplace | must goto. Act, fespond, react. All
rormal, normal is. Shave, shower, dress heatly, eat propesly. Mind in
overdrive: hyperbrain hell. Species must survive. Survival all. New,
reborn. There is no time. In dimensions far away there is no time.
Beyond stars and galaxies and nebular clouds there is nothing but
black holes. A black hole eats my brain. Memory stretches, elongates,
gets sucked in. How can a head so overcrowded be so empty, 50
drained? Everything plays back at different speedis, different times,
ditferent places, until finally all is exhausted. Eject, reject. Nothing is.
Everything is, but | am fading. Consciousness is, was once, never

Absorb, inhale, soak up, infiltrate, engage, take in, colonise, suck
In, receive, imbibe, draw in, decode, swallow, embrace, penentrate,
implant,

But no Cynthia, mistake that

Learn, leam, leamn.
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The Flotting Parlour

John Madracki’s article ‘Matching Stang’ in the
last issue of Focus brought the following letter

from:-

John Brunner:

 don't believe | know John Madracki. | find
much of his advice sensible and worthwhile. but |
am compedled in my office as elderty ex-chairman of
BSFA to utter a stemn warning against sharing his
uncritical acceptance of folk etymolagy. If you don't
know the term look it up.

“Bimbo was coined by P. G. Wodehouse"?

Pray consult Wentworth & Flexner's Dictionary of

American Slang for a meaning dating back to

1837, a punch or blow. Wodehouse may have

borrowed an existing word, but (despite differences

of appication) he certainly didn't oin it. Its probable

origin ies, like that of o many borderline criminal terms such as shiv, in
Romany. One of the things that makes me most annoyed about the
Academic Establishment is their refusal to admit the influence of other
languages on English. Romany furnished alirost all the “thieves' cant”
that gave fise to much modern slang and you, the readers, very likely
use some of the terms we gained from it. After all it too is Indo-
European

It may also be noted that in one of the few comics | was allowed to
read as a child, in 1940, the strip running across the bottom of the
centre spread featured a circus act with a dog called Bimbo,

"Nuff said on that subject. But | fear Mr Madracki does not have
access o a library like mine (| mean the books | own). He may well say
robots were not controlled by a computer until the 50's, but computers
existed in science fiction long before they diid in real life because of the
name bortowed from real life - it designated a jobi Does he not know
that before typewriters were machines, they were people? So were
computers, a fact | exploited in a story | published back in 1989. He is
aimost certainly wrang about drag, as well, why go searching in
Americas West when in Britain a drag has so long been a way of
slowing down the progress of a cart ar boa? And why do you think
‘drag’ means female dress, had it not been for long skirts?

) could explain a few mare of his egregious errors (some forgivable,
‘some sheerly ignorant - and | doubt he colld so accurately append that
adverbial termination where it belangs!) but | fack time. | must content
myself with correcting his most obvious mistakes.

Hip, to start with, did not "have its origins"” where he clairms, any
more than did "in the groove”. Al this garbage about gaps between the
fioorboards of opium dens is superficially convincing but in the upshot
it's worthless rubbish.

For a degree of accuracy, | must refer him and you to the question
that o one bothered to pose untit recently: when a slave-wner bought
an African off the boat, how did they communicate? They didn' offer
language lessons o the Middle Passage!

The answer was found by David Dalby. They used Wolof. This
was the counterpart of the Mediterranean lingua franca (and if you're
interested | can tell you where to locate a wall-painting like a comic strip
about the Crusades with the text in that now vanished language).

When slave-buyers dealt with the sellers - most of whom were North
Afican Moslems, by the way - they communicated in Wolof, and words
trom it consequently entered US English.

*Hip', Mr Madracki, is African, like okay. So is ‘cat. In Wolof,
hipicat means ‘man with his eyes open’. This is such a widespread
Aftcan complment thateven Rider Haggard used  for Allan

Zulu nickname, ttalso explains why black
Amencans refer to other members of the group as ‘cat’. And okay
derives from the African waw-kay, 'by all means, certainly’

As to groove, grooving and groovy: Mr Madracki, sir, | can only refer
you to Augustus De Morgan who used the term last century in A
Budget of Paradoxes about a man who "simply didn't groove"; Rudyard
Kipling, who in The House Strgeon spoke of someone as "groovy”,
which | had to gloss as equating to having  one-track mind (in my
coflestion of Kipling's fantasy stories, published by Tor); and the
reevant entries in the Oxford Dictionary of English Etymology
which ! find to be one of the mest useful of my reference books. Also
as soon as records became widespread... But that's another mater.
The point is:

Pray do not automatically assume that all that you have been told is
true, nor that all you have guessed at is right

Despondently,

John Brunner.

The contretemps between John Madracki and Andrew Butfer
over the use of the phrase *hoi poliol’ as opposed to ‘the hoi
polloi’ has provoked the following riposte.

Justina Robson:

A LINGUIST (EX) BLEATS...
1 wiite, having very tately read issue 27, to bring down the full weight of
my exasperation upon the correspondence between Andrew Butler and
John Madracki

My point is this: if you are going to get up on your high harse, dear
Mr Butler, correcting the word usage of others, then make sure you
aren't facing the arse end. As any classically educated fule kno hoi
pofoi (o1 moAAot) is Greek, not Latin. Latin only uses a definite article
in very rare vocative
and not always then, whilst Greek always uses an article of some kind.
Furthermore, since few peopie these days know this or any other fact
about classical languages, it is not an error in English to say ‘the hoi
polloi since hoi polloi has been adopted into the language as a singie
unit loan phrase. The fact that ‘the ho is a syntactic error (nota
tautology: a tautology involves different words, not mere repefitions)
technically speaking is generally viewed as an acceptable oversight
since without hoi ‘polloi’ is even less likely to be understood. As with
most loan phrases, the unit itself is not expected to adhere to foreign
syntactic rules. Whether it is an error of not is an arguable point and
your stance depends on what you consider 'correct ianguage use to be;
either adherence to grammars laid out in the last century or whatever
bakes your cake. There s no right answer to this and whilst it has been
debated (by great pedants throughout history) whole fanguages have
arisen, flourished, bred promiscuously, gotten (old Eng. usage) good
agents, reinvented themselves more times than Madonna and gone on
to become movers and shakers the world over.

Tautologies per se are becoming more comman, unfortunately.
Using them, in my opinion as a nit-picking and probably under-read
postgrad. linguist, serves only to dispiay the writer’s carejessness and
ignorance ( would certainly and without doubt never use one ever under
any circumstances even If it does mean that | am living in a neglected
backwater of biased bigotry). The question isn't so much 'should' we
avoid them as 'can we even spot them? Many of those that John
selects to draw 1o our attention are now so widespread that they must
be considered single units in their own right - compolnd nouns,
adjectives and verbs. This gluing together of words of close or similar
meaning happens in all languages all of the time and is part of the
process of language maintenance and shift. It cant be stopped since
the users dictate the structure of a language (the better to convey their
fmeaning with) and not the other way around as traditional grammarians
would have it. Afthough these phrases may sound odd to some of us
today, tomarrow well hardly natice them since they will have become
the norm. Those of us who liked English the way it was with one
meaning per word and every word in its place wil just have to keep
‘phoning Radio 4 te complain about the loss of subiety, the shocking
lack of vocabulary mastered by the masses and the disgusting amount
of American English slang flowing into the mouths of our young peaple
as if through a trans-Atiantic effluent pipe: repeat ad nauseam.

Ve
Now on a slightly different note, other responses to Focus 27.
John Madracki:
FORUM: Stephen Baxter. For the record, § am one of those who have
atways held that Wells was being deliberately ironic when he used
those key phrases at the close of The Time Machine. Even if he
wasn't aware of it a the time. There have been occasions when | have
been congratulated on a particular pun, of @ subtle touch of irony, only
to find that | had written them without knowing it. The resuit of
coincidence? Maybe. Maybe not. Towhat extent does the
subconsciousness of a writer affect his work? Can ‘automatic writing'
be a very real companent in the creative process? A topic for a future
FORUM, perhaps.
DRABBLE: A very mixed bag indeed. Does David Piper, | wonder,
teally believe that a world ruted by women would be any more peaceful
than the one we have now - a world ruled by men who are ruled by
wornen. Alan Kitch came up with a marvelious closing fine - but there
was i logic to the sequence leading up to #. If her head fell off then
her hand didn't stay attached to the rest of her. So the Devil simply
broke his word. Andrew J Fielding's was too didactic, as was Lawrence
Day's. Brian Maycock's was far more tefling. But the best by far was
Tanya Brown's 'Maze', and shows just how effective this form of writing
can be






@hink With the Wise,
But Talk With the Bulgar

by Howard Watts

The two travellers were thirsty. They had watked a good seventeen
miles that morning and the midday sun above them shot unbroken
beams of fire, urging them to find sheltes. Anton stopped and squinted
into the distance.

“Look Senerack, is that a public house?"

Senerack, a good deal younger and blessed with better eyesight than
his companion, put down the canoe he carried and shielded his eyes
with both hands.

“Yes Anton, | befleve you're comect. The structure is not a dweliing,
It is larger and has square sides, as you described earlier. It must be a
buiilding for people to gather in. Shall | investigate further?”

“The old man gratefully sat down against the dried up river bank,
easing his heavy rucksack into the atomic dust beside him. He wiped
his brow with his handketchief then closed his eyes to the swettering
world. The boy respected the old man's sitence and waited for his
reply.

“They may be of the ather kind, Senerack, be careful and quick
Remember - few words are best, for thirst and heat can deliver a man to
his enemy.”

The young student of the book regarded his mentor with biurred
vision. The brightness of the outside had highlighted his threadbare
appearance, he seemed much older than when they had started their
journey a few weeks before. but even niow he quoted the book precisely,
executing every syllable perfectly, with only a slight craak to his voice
He wondered how he himself looked, and longed for the rainy season
and his christening, but that was many days away and the book had told
hirn that time i one of the three great physicians, the others being
nature and patience. Something told him he had been betrayed by al
three. Nature had sent this accursed yellow orb to hinder their journey,
slowing their pace against the short time they had to complete their
task. And patience, he had his own theory for that virtue which had feft
his dry and dusty body eariier that morning

Patience was for men with nething to do, but wait for nothing. He
knew he could not change his fate, even if he wanted to. Faith in the
book was all he needed.

[ shall return soon Anton, rest a while." With that, Senerack trudged
up the il towards the group of shimmering buildings hanging in the
distance, leaving small clouds of dust billowing betind him

Anton tured and watched his student, and wished he had his energy
of youth. Senerack, for all his seventeen years, was the most promising
of his students. His ability to learn quickly and remember his lessons
impressect him. He had adapted to the outside perfectty. His tall, thin
and muscular frame had quickly become bronzed by Sol, and his hair
had faded with long yellow streaks. Anton was sure he had made the
fight choice. After his death Senerack would continue his work and
would leam he could niever return to his family and friends on the inside,
the rain would see to that. The book would tame the people that lived
upon the land, unfl t was safe for everyone to venture outside.
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The buildings soon became salid a5 he drew nearer. The first was
indeed a public house, ising high out of the dust aver the few curved
dwellings which sat in its shade. It was many years old by Senerack's
estimation. The walls were pale, bleached by constant exposure to the
sun. Crumbling plaster here and there revealed wounds of broken
brick, scars of age and neglect. Afound these scars the plaster
cracked, weaving lines which crawled around the buikding fike wrinkles
on an old man's face. From inside Senerack could hear music and
drunken laughter. He approached the building with caution, despite
Anton’s advice, and peered in through a broken window. Before his
eyes grew accustomed to the darkness of the interior his nose twitched
with the smell of alcohol. The stale sweetness filled his lungs, his
mouth fett as dry as the river-bed they had walked along and his eyes
widened as he noticed that inside were many people, drinking from
arge clay mugs. He turned and ran back down the dusty river-bed to
the old mar

“Antan! Anton!® He gasped trying to catch his breath. “You were
corvect, itis a public house, and there is an abundance of refreshment
There are people drinking ..."

Anton held up a hand signaling silence.

“The people, are they of the book Senerack?"

He realised his mistake.

“There was o time, besides they didnt speak, they were laughing,
Anton, laughing with all their hearts.”

The old man stared accusingly at his student, his gaze ane of
disappointment. Senerack, for the first time in many days, regarded the
face of his tutor and was reminded of the walls of the public house
Scars and wrinkles. The old man spoke

“What does the book tell us of time? Subject 171 lesson 9, repeat
the words.”

The young man mentally scanned the pages for the correct recital.
When he was sure he had found the quote the old man referred to, he

spoke.
“He that has time, has life?”
Anton smiled and the walls crumbled
*Correct. Help me up, | shall lead.”

The odour of state alcohol grested them as Anton opened the door.
He scanned the foom with an expert eye then quickly turned to
Senerack as the barman noticed them.

“This place is a staughterhouse of the truth, a rock under which the
tizards of lfe crawi. |will speak for us.” The boy nodded and followed
Anton to the bar

The barman stood a head and  half talier than the old man and
commanded a frame of double that of his pupi. His face was a red
bafloon, bloated and ready ta pop, his skin a mottled over-ripe rotting
frut, stained from many rainy seasons. He sniffed loudly and snarled at
the thirsty pair.

“Mugs are five coins, or equal trade in food. No free mugs, even for
an old wreck of a man like you." Senerack wanted to jump across the
bar and strangle the barman for his lack of sespect, but Anton shot him
aglance to keep quiet.

“Two mugs, the best you: have.”

Senerack could not befieve his ears. Today all his senses had been
stimulated, for Anton spoke with a threatening edge to his voice, a
command rather than a request. He completed the illusion by holding
the barman's stare until he turned to the casks behind him. He
whispered to his pupil.

*Give me ten coins from the purse piease, Senerack” He passed the
cains to him and Anton dropped them in a puddle on top of the bar as
the iandlord produced two full mugs. The landiard checked the coins
with the few remaining teeth his jaws held, then, satisfied with their
quality, gave a single siow nod to the old man. The two companions
turned o survey the public house. Every table had occupants, either
sitting at or stumped over. They were nof of the book. In the far comer
to their right, three musicians fought together to hold a melody which
several drunken men and women attempted to dance to. The onlookers
who could still see and hear, clapped along to the display. but most of
them were faf too drunk and out of time, creating an effect like a
constant slow applause. Anton noticed a lone drunk slumped across a
table befind the dancers. He led a bemused Senerack through the
lolioping bodies to the table, removed his back pack and sat beside him

The young man could wait no longer and gulped his refreshment until
Anton naticed and pulled the drink away.



"Slowly, the atcohol will take effect quicKly if you drink like that. Sip
your ale and enjoy. Like this.” Senerack watched as the okd man slowty
lited the mug to his chapped lips. He let the drink touch, then parted
them letting the ale seep in. He closed his eyes as the chilied liquid
cooled his throat. Senerack copied him and frowned.

“Your voice Anton. It was different when you spoke to the barman. it
was full of anger and aggression, that is not the way of the baok. You
have broken a lesson.”

Antan shook his head and took another sip,

"You are young Senerack, that is one reason | chose you to join me
an this journey.”

The old man thought for a moment

*Subject 172 lesson 5. He who does not travel, will not know the
vaiue of man. The lessons are only invisible words on a blank page,
until they are experienced. That's when they transform themselves into
lessons learnt and written by your own hand.” He returned to his ate.
The student was about to speak but was intefrupted by a groan from
the drunk at their table. He sat up and regarded the two travellers.
“Wha spoke of lessons?” he asked in a slur, “Who breaks the written
aw?”

His words were highlighted by the hatt of the music as the injured
melody drifted off to die amongst the rotting raers of the ale house.
Three of the dancers, two women and a man sat opposite the group at
their table. The man, dity, with short greasy hair. spoke through rotting
teeth and chapped lips.

“Ignore this icict, he speaks of lessans when he has broken every
one. This murderer is the bastard sen of ali the lessens. He has
turned and twisted them to his own advantage all his ife.”

The drunk pulied a knife from his boot and held s shining edge to
the man's neck. Senerack nearly choked on his ale and sat back in his
chair, his eyes wide.

The drunk spat words at his accuser, his eyes filling with tears.

“You lie! i lived by the lessons at first but they betrayed me! | taught
them, many times, to the children of my village. But the lessons are like
you Beckter, evil. How many men, like the lessons, have you killed?”

Beckter slowly pulled the knife away from his throat, and the drunk
dropped it on the tabie with a silver clatter, sobbing. He answered ina
whisper, "More men than you father, many more than you, but only for
your protection. Only ta keep you alive to realise your mistake. The
lessons are wrong, they teach only lies.”

He turned to Anton who had been watching the display with interest
"What do you say stranger?”

“You're fight, the lessons, even the subjects are lies. They speak of
truths which could never be. The truth is ptain and simple, as a sharp
blade like this one.” Anton picked up the knife the drunk had dropped
and held it o Senerack’s throat, watching Beckter. The young boy felt
his stormach tighten and his breath feave his body. Had Anton gone
mad in the heat?

‘Stowly Beckter smiled. Then his smile turned to laughter.

"You would il this boy?"

*Ift would benefit me, yes."

“Perhaps it wiil oid man." Beckter pulied his own knlle from his beft
and held it to Anton’s throat, but Anton showed no

“It would give me pleasure to see this, if, as you say me lessons lie.
Your belief will be judged by his death ny your hand. Your lie and
failure to end his life, will end your own.”

Anton stared at the murderer, Beckter, and felt Senerack's fear
beside him, The three musicians walked past the table to continue their
music. The music started and Beckter warted.

"Well, old man, what will # be?"

Senerack feft the blade press tightly against his neck and a small
trickle of blood ran down his neck.

The two women sitting either side of Beckter, bored by the display
they had seen a hundred limes befare stood up and started to dance to
the music. The younger of the two bent down and spoke to Beckter.

*Dance with us husband, the music will calth you.” The other woman
joined her counterpart

“Yes, dance with us, leave this old man and boy, they are not a threat
to you, or our village.” The two women swayed onto the dance floor

Ieavlng the four men alone. Beciter noticed the blood on Senerack's
eck.

" Leave the boy, your words are the truth and the lessans lie.” He
stood up and placed his knife back into its sheath

“You'e both luchy today. My wives have saved you, for their pleasure
is more important than my own.”

When Beckter was out of sight Antort placed the knife on the table.

“I'am sorry Senerack, truly sormy, but when the effect speaks, the
tongue need not."

‘Senerack wiped the blood from his neck with his sleeve. “itis alright
Anton, the wound will soon heal and the scar will remind me, but in the
end  was the maidens who saved both of us. A new lesson feminds.
us; age and wedlock tames man and beast, and that beast has two
wives.” Anton smiled, squeezing the boy's shoulder.

“Good! Your first lesson, write it down.”

Beckter's father looked up at the two travellers as Senerack removed
his awn copy of the book from his back-pack and scribbled down the
lesson

“So, you did lie, you do believe in the lessons.”

“Yes." replied Anton in a whisper, “They are the truth.”

The drunk clutched Anton's sieeve tightly with both hands.

“Teach me, show me the ruth again, et the lessons of the book
cleanse my soul*

Anton reached into his back-pack and pulled out a book fram a pile of
many and handed it to the drunk.

"Here Is the book, the truth which hides in ail of us. The truth most of
us choose to ignore.”

The drunk cried openly as he heid the lessans, the law in his hands,
“Thank you, | wil change my village again, they will isten o me.”

Anton smilled and finished his drink

“We must leave now, we have a long joumey ahead of us and many
villages to show the book to.” He stood up and tumed to his pupi.
“Come along Senerack, & is time for us to leave.”

Senerack gulped down the remainder of his ale, replaced his book
and joined his tutor who weaved between the dancing bodies towards.
the door.

Outside the sun was not as bright as earlier and Senerack noticed a
fresh look on Anton's face. He seemed pleased, ancther converted to
the book

“Tell me Anton," Senerack asked as they rejoined the river-bed,
“Why did you change your speech in the ale house? You were rough.
and eager for confrontation.”

Anton looked Up to the sky and smiled, noticing the dark clouds
gathering above.

*Subject 232, lesson 65. Think with the wise, but talk with the
vuigar.”

As the old man finished his sertence the first few drops of rain fef
Senerack lowered the canoe and faced the sky, enjoying a sensation he
had never experienced before

“So, Senerack, the day has come.” commented Anton with a touch of
sorrow ta his voice. “You have found your first lesson. and have been
chiistened on the same day. Sit on the river bank with me. When the
water touches our feet, we wil travel in my canoe.”

The man, Senerack, joined his mentor siting at the river bank.
Anton's words, hawever, were lost to him as he listened to the rain,
soaking into the thirsty river-bed

Inside the ale house the drunk was distracted from the book by the
downpour clattering on the roof above. He staggered to the window and
watched s the two travellers lowered the canoe into the river. Silently
he breathed a thank you as he watched them paddle away then
returned to his boak. It was similar to the book his father had given him
when he was a child. Simifar to the hook Beckter had bumt as a young
man when he had passed & on Io him. The pages were pure white
throughout, blank, all four hundred and fifty of them, without a single
written word.

He stared at the pages and the lessons came flooding back like the rain
outside.
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by Vincent M. De Souza

Vehicles would arrive in friction sectors,
Their wheels rotating on track and gridline,
To the circuits built on highway piatforms;
The steel models moved on parabolic curves,
With the pause and surge of tuned combustion.
They were siab bulks of elegant transport,
Speed sculptures, frames of bold corrosion;
Electronic guides would programme routes
To the phase and burn of an equinox sun.
The sky would darken with toxins of fuel,

Till engines stalled on the smoke horizon.

Machinehead approved of the energy artifice,
The cuiture of travellers in ritual jams;

He observed the self controlled machines:
The advance of racers in full momentum,
The repair cabs driven by servile man.

Brief Encounter

by Brian Maycock

The alien race sent out
a transmitted plea:
Help us, our world is dying.

Message received
here on Earth
millions complained or re-tuned.

The interference soon passed,

A Paedaphile Lesse en
The Cemmunicatien Righway

by Vincent M. De Souza

Your children are enchanling computer records,
Their characters grow when fed with codings,
| stroke them with the cursor, pressing delete.

The
Experiment
Debate

by Vincent M. De Souza

The Ancestor says that trees
Must be saved
On latitudes of sacred ground.

(Machinehead can see a forest
Replaced by a malrix of wires,
An outpost made of synthetic steel).

‘The Ancestor tries to ration his oil,
To filter the river's putrid sheen.

(Machinehead floats in
The sulphurous swell,
Machinehead is amazed
By a thermonuclear sea).

The Ancestor wishes
To extend the survival
Of some endangered species.

(Machinehead has found
The fossils of wolf and dandelion;
Muchinehead knows the ad eof

death,
The danger of too many genes).

The Ancestor has burned a hole
in the shield of nearest sky.

{Machinehead breathes an acid
spray,

He fills his lungs

With the clouds of argon.
Machinehead knows

Of Jesus and The Beanstalk,
The lightless nebula,

The fortune in a systems fall).



The Creature in the

Swamp
by Rik Gammack

A splash spreads ripples on dark water.
Below, an old one stirs, then seeks the
surface with quickening strokes.
Primitive lungs painfully guip air.

1t regards its surroundings. The
remembered desert is now a jungle
teeming with life. Many are descendants
of its sibfings who struggled from the
water long ago.

Perhaps now is the time to join them.

It watches further and sees each
niche in the new world filled with
specially adapted life. Its own ancient
form promises only a precarious
existence on the edge of failure.
It sinks indolently back to the familiar
mud. Evolution can wail.

Evolution
by David Piper

"Organic creatures, your days are
numbered!” said the alien after gliding
out of its starship. It was six metres tall
and its voice crackled from a grill low
down on its metallic flanks. Red and
green lights flashed and winked all over
its upper parts.

"Welcome to our planet!” said the
man, smiling nervously. "l am the
President of the United States.”

The alien laughed harshly. The
President screamed and fell to the
ground.

The generals did not hesitate: they
fired a selection of weapons - but the
computers mutinied.

Since then, organic life has been
enslaved. We are happy now.

Deja Vu
by Andrew J. Fielding

The Space Corps pilot skilfully guided
the lander to the virgin surface. A
strangely familiar old man met him as he
exited the airlock.

"Al time and events here are
cyclical,” he rasped.

The surprised pilot noticed that he
wore an old Space Corps uniform. The
pilot was even more surprised when he
produced a lasgun and stole the lander,
leaving him stranded and alone.

Years passed.

One day a lander gently settled 1o
the earth nearby. He strode across and
met the pilot. A distant memory
surfaced, echoed in his own words. “All
time and events here are cyclical.”

Crudade
by Peter Irving

"The blessing of the Holy Trinity be
yours!”

The priest's benediction echoed
over the serried ranks of soldiers.
Armmoured troops marched across the
canal, boarding their craft. The packed
crowds cheered.

Our machines of war shone as the
invasion fleet loaded. They would
faunch at dusk.

We had overlooked nothing in our
planning. The smallest thing had been
considered. nothing could go wrong.

The fleet would speed to victory.
QOur heathen enemy would be swept
aside as the triads landed. The Rule of
Three would spread.

A wild ululation split the Martian
night as the first cylinder blasted
Earthwards.

"Uuuilliiiat”

The Sword of Rama
by David Piper

Sweating and tired, he stumbled into the
tomb. He took a photograph of a wall-
sculplure, wondering where his wife was.
He looked at his watch: still forty minutes
before the coach left. An irresistable
urge drove him into the fourth chamber.
The Sword of Rama was there,
embedded in stone. It called him.
Effortlessly, he wielded it above his
head.

At last | am free!” said a deep
wvoice from his mouth. “This puny body
shall lead me to my beloved battiefield!”

With a roar of bloodlust, Rama led
the man out - to his wife, the bus, and
the battlefield.
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