














Pavilion of 7ime

John Light

Stars exploded, planets burned, galaxies collapsed.
+

Estren left the pavilion and ran lightly through the woods,
following a path worn by unknown feet. Dark teaves fell silently
around her. Those that caught on her clothing were soon
brushed away by the speed of her passage. the woodland floor
was brown with leaves; no flowers grew there. Away from the
track the darkness gathered between the trunks of the lichened
trees and overhead the branches arched thickly to shut out the
sky. Estren ran quickly through the gloom, ran and ran and ran.

*

Eath toiled slowly across the desert sands. Above him the
sky was deep blue except where the sun burned a yellow hole
Eath adjusted his pack slightly and plodded on, the soft sands
trickling aver his boots at every footfall and cascading into the little
hollows left by each step. The desert was bright yellow sun-dust
but here and there umber rocks burst through the sand and
painted wind-carved spires at the cobalt sky.

The man had na idea where he was bound. For as long as he
could remember he had been a wanderer, always searching for
something knowing that when he found it he would recognise it
But as the sun blazed down and the desert stretched to the
horizon in all directions he began to wonder if this might prove to
be his last journey, if he might be destined to add the white sand
of his bones to the yellow grains of weathered rock

*
Galaxies collided, suns shrivelled, planets froze.

+
Sudren left the pavilion with its crumbling columns and set off
through the woods, running lightly alang a path that meandered
between the twisted trees. At times it crossed glades and the
warm sun briefl lit her passage before she piunged back into the
arboreal gloom of the ancient forest. She ran quickly, ran and
ran.
+
Soth worked his way steadily through the jungle, hacking at
the burgeoning vegetation that sought to smother the trail,
avoiding the pools of iurking water, brushing aside the creepers
trailing from the great wees. Birds mocked and monkeys
chattered but Soth ignored them. He was answering a different
call, a summons he scarcely realised let alone understood. ft
urged him always northward in search of something. He wiped
i brow with his arm and cut through another clump of
vegetation,

+
Galaxies faded, stars paled and planets died.
+*

Westre carefully descended the decaying steps of the ruined
pavilion and entered the wood. It was cool and dim beneath the
trees and the path was easy to follow. She began to run, fesling
the urgency of her quest. At times the path dipped into bramble-
choked dells then rose again steeply but Westre ran as though
her feet had wings. If there had been anyone to see her they
might have thought she danced rather than ran among the
gnarled and time-wracked trees, so graceful was her fiight

*

Waezden strode easily across the grassy plain, tasting the
fresh bresze. In the distance a herd of animals grazed but he
ignored them and they seemed indifferent to him. A few birds
flew high above his path and he tumed his eyes up to the heavens
where white clouds buitt faery casties on misty islands afloat in
the deep blue ocean of the sky. His heart was light and he
savoured the feeling of purpose that had suddenly and for no
discernible reason tumed his feet away from the distant coast with
its bustiing cities, eastwards towards the unmapped region of the
hinterland where the great grass plains ran on seemingly forever.
As he walked he whistled

+
Galaxies dissolved, stars disintegrated, ptanets crumbled
+

Noresk picked her way round the piles of failen masonry to
the eroded steps of the paviion. She went down them carefully
and then walked purposefully to the edge of the large clearing in
which the building stood. She came to a path, the fourth and last
through the trees, and she began to run, steadily at first and then
faster so that her hair and apparel streamed behind her. She ran
and ran and ran

+

Norn breasted a snow hill and halted. The wind howied
across the barren icescape, driving clouds of ice dust before it,
building and destroying snow dunes with the mindless fury that
only the elements can command. The sun was red and low in the
sky and Nom knew that night must come soon. He slid down the
southern side of the ice ridge and headed towards the black
smudge of the distant forest.

+

At last Estren came to the forest's edge. She stepped into
the sunlight and faltered to a stop. The track she had been
following went on towards the east, aut across a plain covered in
thin parched grass. The sun was hot and bright now that she
was beyond the shadow of the trees. She shaded her eyes and
squinted along the dusty path but there was no one to be seen;
she was quite alone. Suddenly she feit tired and the sense of
urgency that had sustained her headlong flight drained away. She
turned and walked back among the trees. Here near the edge,
farns had invaded the forest floor and she chase a patch of soft
young growth and lying down felt into a deep sleep

She drearned of galaxies screaming the long slow screams of
dissolution, of stars shrieking as they span to destruction, of
planets howling into oblivion. But gradually the chaos subsided, a
feeling of camfort out of the darkness suffused her and she woke
gently to find a man stroking her hair with slow soothing mofions
of his hand. As he saw her eyes open he smiled and Estren
returned his smile.

+

Eath had survived the desert, had found hidden sumps in
rocky enclaves where moisture condensed on freezing nights. he
had come to the badlands which seemed good to him after the
desert, and then so to the grasslands which averwhelmed him
with their verdure. So at last he reached the forest edge and
wandering and wondering among the trees of its margin he came
upon the greatest wonder of all: the sleeping form of Estren. This
was the tale he told her as they ate fruit and drank from a rivulet
As she listened Estren smiled and laughed but when he had
finished she grew serious again, remembering the dream of the
fiven heavens.

*We must hurry,” she said and jumped to her feet

“Why?" asked Eath but the woman made no answer. Instead
she twirled and pirouetted back to the path where she turned west
in the direction of the distant pavilion towards which she began to
run. Eath followed her. Soon the man felt exhausted but the
woman never slackened her pace so he gritted his teeth and kept
going. At last the path emerged from the forest into a glade at the
Gantre of which rose a once fair pavilion of white marble. Estren
ran lightly up the steps inta the space marked by four great pillars
which had formerly supported a magnificent roaf. She span round
o face Eath who had halted uncertainly at the foot of the steps
She smiled to him yet he had the feeling that she hardly saw him,
as though it was at all the world she smiled even though he was
its sole representative.

Estren started to dance and Eath forgot all else, forgot hunger
and thirst, fatigue and desire, immersed in the magic of
movement

Estren seemed tireless, seemed hardly to touch the stage on















On Writing Fantasy Fiction
by Sarah Lefanu

During the 1980s, when | was working for The Women's
Press, | had a rather sniffy attitude towards fantasy. With a
coupie of obvious exceptions — Ursuia Le Guin, Tanith Lee, for
example ~ writers of fantasy seemed to me to be poor relations to
the altogether smarter sassier writers of science fiction who | was
keen to publish.

Since then | have learnt not just that the distinction between
science fiction and fantasy is not always an easy one to make, but
aisa that genre is neither the most important aspect of a story or
novel nor indeed that it is a reliable indicator of the differences
between conternporary writers. | have learnt this from editing a
number of anthologies of new short fiction. Some of them (God,
Obsession and How Maxine Learned to Love her Legs and
©Other Tales of Growing Up) have been anthologies of stories
around a theme: | commissioned according to how | thought
particular writers would be interested or inspired by the theme,
irrespactive of whether they were known as genre writers or not,
and found that | was getting fantasy and sf stories from non-genre
writers (Christopher Hope, Allan Gurganus, Adam Lively for
example) and mainstream (if you'll excuse the shorthand) stories
from fantasy/sf writers {Cherry Wilder, Hilary Bailey). Certainly
this is one of the pleasures of editing anthologies: the pleasure of
the unexpected that arises fram the gap between your original
conception and the finished book, which is of course much
greater, because of the numbers of writers involved, than the gap,
which itself is large enough in my experience, between conception
and finished book in a baok that you writs yourself.

You leam as you write, and write as you learn it. Which is
what happened while | was working on Writing Fantasy Fiction
Much of what | wanted to say could be said to people wanting to
write any kind of fiction, but, as | discovered, fantasy is a land with
its own traditions, its own customns and its own language.
separate from but linked 1o that other land called science fiction.

When | was asked by Tesni Hollands at A & C Black if | would
like to write a fantasy volume for their Whting series (which
inciudes Crime Fiction, Erotic Fiction, Writing for Children,
Horror and a range of others), | immediately said yes (bearing in
mind Rule Number One: never turn down the chance of
commissioned work). | thought that | would be able to draw
heavily on my experience as an editor and as a teacher of creative
writing, and indeed ! did. | spend a lot of time exhorting my
students: rewrite, rewrite, rewrite; don't stop untif you are satisfied
that every word you put an that page is exactly the word you want
in exactly the place you want, and that what you have achieved
with it is exactly what you wanted to achieve with it — and a bit
more if you have wooed your muse sufficiently assiduously. This
sort of advice is pertinent to writers of fantasy as it is to any
writers.

OK. But | soon realised that fantasy cannot be treated in
exactly the same way as you would any other form of fiction. For
a start, aspiring writers of fantasy are in the extraordinarily
privileged position of being part of a tradition that has its roots in
the oldest forms of storytelling of all, myth, legend, folk and fairy
tale. Secondly, along with privilege goes responsibility: atthough
the fantasy writer has centuries of stories to draw upon, stories in
postry, drama and prase, the fantasy writer must at the same time
create from scratch an entire world in which to recount their
chosen story. Like their sisters and brothers toiling in the
adjacent landscape of science fiction, fantasy writers are writing
for readers who come to their work with no assumptions about the
world they are being invited to enter.

What is in that world depends antirely upon the choice, whim,
inspiration, desire of you, the writer. How on earth can you teach
someane to embody in language their inspired choice, their

whimsical desire? What you can do, is to turn to other writers.
And this is what | did. | started with the contemporary writers
whose work | aiready knew and admired: Ursula Le Guin, Tanith
Lee, Terry Pratchett. Then | worked outwards and backwards. |
wanted ta give examples of what | consider - of what | know — to
be good writing S0 as to set, precisely, an example. And in my
reading, and my writing about my reading, | discavered that those
writers, the ones | was already familiar with as wel: as the ones |
hadn't read before, were just as smart and sassy as the ones on
the other side of the fence (when they weren't the same writers,
that is)

Then | dug around to see what some of those writers had said
about writing. What | found — from interviews, articles and
essays, and when those were not available, in their replies to the
questions ) wrote and asked them — was that just about any
aspect of writing you may care to think about har been
considered in some depth by ane or more of these writers. It
seems to me that what writers have to say about writing is
enormously helpful to a beginning writer. You don't have to agree
with what they say, but you will be prompted to think about it. And
if a writer is thinking about a particular aspact of the work of
writing, then the chances are that they are thinking about it
because the actual practice of writing has shown them it is worth
thinking about.

So in Writing Fantasy Fiction [ have quoted from a variety of
practicing writers: Ramsey Campbell on his apprenticeship ta
other writers and finding his own voice; Colin Greenland on
plotting; Brian Jacques an landscape: Gwyneth Jones and Lisa
Tuttle on scariness: Terry Pratchett on rehearsing jokes; Tad
Wiliams on the part played by the unconscious; Jane Yolen on
stories old and new. And Ursula Le Guin on — on lots of things,
but perhaps mast importantly on the seriousness, and the
fruthfulness, of fantasy.

Of course there is a lot of bad writing in fantasy. But what is
the point of dwelling on bad writing when what you are hoping to
do is encourage goad writing? | thought a wamning to my potential
readers would be enough: let them imagine, | thought, being the
target of one of Dave Langford's critiques of bad fantasy, their not
so well-chosen words and phrases, their characters’ ridiculous
names and eating habits providing healthy amusement for fans
and readers up and down the land. | thought that might make 2
beginning writer think twice, or three times. Which would be no
bad thing, but | didn’t want to paralyse anyone with fear of failure

On the contrary, what | wanted to do was demand a writer's
best efforts, and to show that fantasy both as a traditional form
and as a contemporary genre demands no less of s
practitioners. Good writing: that's what we all want, isn't it, writers
and readers alike? [ mean writing that is sharp, exciting,
energetic, clever and careful; writing that makes the reader laugh,
and cry, and think.

Writing now in Focus | feel rather as i | am preaching to the
converted: none of you need me 1o tell you that writing fantasy is
an honourable and noble endeavour. But writers of fantasy suffer
from the same prejudices from the general public as do writers of
books for children; a widespread reaction is that these forms of
writing are at once easy and not entirely serious, something you
might do, something anyone might do, casually and for fun. Itis
hard. after the hours spent in lonety struggle at the desk, to have
your work casually dismissed in this way (and if that is the
response that fantasy writers and children's writers get, spare a
thought for the poor appressed children’s fantasy writer). | hope
that Writing Fantasy Fiction will offer support ta beginning
writers who feel that they are the anly people in the warld who
believe in the warthwhile nature of what they are trying to achieve;






"nearly no hard metal on our world. We hadn't even considered
there could be life o other planets, or that there were other
planets. We never could decipher the writings entirely. Like a
cavernan trying 1o read a computer manual, we had no reference,
had to reinvent their fanguage-"

The approaching ute had puled in behind them: the driver
was getting out. He might help, was Jen's first thought, though
she had to admit to a grawing curiosity. If pulled down its cap and
turned away, like it was a sleeping man, nothing extracrdinary
showing. She would have to say, "This alien climbed into..." Jen
had enough trouble saying it to herself. Could say he was a
hijacker, she with the gun and ammunition in er lap — Jen
panicked and swept it ail into the door tray as the man tapped
politely on her window.

“Hithere,” he was in his late forties, skin like leather, “Ya
broken down? | can... | can take ya back to Kalgodlie, if ya need
alt”

"No, thank you. We were just changing drivers. It's Tony's—"
dammit, first name that came ta mind — "turn ta rest. I'm just
waking myseif up a bit "

“Oh. Well, if you're sure yau're all right then.

Idiot. She was not all right. Nothing was right. He was being
toa damn nice and suddenly she was more afraid of him, than of
an alien being. Because she knew exactly what he was capable
of. He stared at her with apen lust and reluctantly made his way
back to his truck, Jen wound up the window aimost shaking with
fury. She was being threatened by something riot even from this
planet, and some leatherneck couldn't get past thinking with his
dick. Well, to give it credit, she was the one who'd baen doing
most of the threatening. It was polite, na menace or intimidation.
The least she could do for this outsider, so far from horme, all
alone...

There was a thought

"Are you here all by yourself?"

it turned back slawly, very weak, beginning to fade on her. "t
wouid appreciate it if you could drive. Slowly please, the track is
very bumpy.”

The ute drove past. After a moment's consideration Jen
rescued the gun and placed it on her lap. She shifted into first,
took anather deep breath and drove off into uncharted territory.

#

Anghi Kshgh had a mission. He was going to kil God. He and
his brave hunters had entered the afteriife via the doorway to
heaven They had two days before the doorway would close and
they would be unabie to return. in effect, they would die

It had taken some of that time to find God, and they had
travelied for many of these strange quasi-days and quasi-nights
that took place in heaven. Time wore on and Kshgh feared
greatly that each of these short heaven-days represented one real
day on his world, and they were already condemned. He had
insisted that they complete their mission anyway.

After six short-days they had found God in his home and shot
him. He fled and they lost him by the hard road in the dark.

Anghi naw stood one of his men waiting on the soft, rutted track
while he and the other waited in ambush aiong the road that led to
God's home ~ the anly place in heaven where they'd found the
herbs capabie of healing their kind

Kshgh balked to remember that God had once been one of his
kind. A friend of his. It was a terrible thing to watch his friend
become a God. The new order declared that heaven was now
theirs for the plundering. Many crossed to the afterlife and
returned, proclaiming multitudinous wonders and horrors, much
secret knowledge for the taking

To have the knowledge of God is to become God.

War ensued with the followers of the old ways and thase of
his friend, the new King of Kings. God fled to heaven, but his
believers knew he would return. He would bring them the head of
his old friend, and with it he would bring peace to the world. In a
blaze of light and rumble that sounded much like approaching
thunder, God was coming. With his heart in his throat and hands
uncertain on the bow, Kshgh prepared to mest his quarry.

#

There was a pale figure carrying a stick in the middle of the road.
Beside Jen, the alien muttered something that sounded like “kush-
ga’ and stared wildly round, eyes snapping back to her as she
pulled up.

"Drive!" it screamed. "Go fast! Go, go!”

Two other figures flowed fram cover on either side and an
arrow punched through the passenger side window and stammed
into her headrest Jen jammed the car into first and floored the
accelerator, but the wheels spun crazily on loose dust and gravel,
the car inching forward slowly,

The figure on her side moved clear and closed, aiming for her
face. She fired twice into its chest, shattering her side window.
Two small holes spattered open and the figure toppled back into a
fine red mist from the exit wounds. Opposite her the alien's
window was struck, spiintering, and struck again. She snatched
back the impulse to fire blindly in that direction. The Toyota
bounced as the bonnet was mounted, that one pulling a short
arrow from the quiver on its back.

Traction, and the car bagan to pick up speed. In front of her,
the pale figure loaded the bow precaricusly. The now running
figure broke through and tried fo ram an arrow into the alien. Jen
viclently twisted the wheel, bouncing the runner into scrub and
tipping the other from its perch to fall under the tyres. Jen cried
out as the Toyota jumped and bounded over. Something snapped
loudly followed by an unearthiy scream of pain

Speeding away, the whale car shaking and juddering over the
rough road, Jen shouted incoherently, overwhelmed to have
escaped, her body locked rigidiy into the car and mind in deep
shock. Ragged breathing of bath accupants slowed and the car
eased down with it.

Pale figures and darkness and violence, the sound of breaking
glass. The expiosion of noise and metal and the smell of burning.
A dark red mist. Jen aimost pulled over to try and recover her
battered senses, then remembered the possibility of pursuit and
picked up again. The alien glanced across with a odd expression
in its strange eyes. Almost like... fear?

“On my world," its voice was faint, almost lost in the noise of
their journey, “w... women who show any tendency to viclence are
immediately expelled from the hearth. They are abnormal, insane.
Itis con.. considered a normal woman could never do such a
thing.”

Jen grunted in agreement. “Most guys on this world think—"
she stopped. The alien locked bad. Adrenaline, fear, had
balstered it, but as that wore off, it started to look very bad indeed
"You ckay?"

"Fff._. Five kilo-me-metres,” Jen could hardly hear it. "A but.
On the right. Rocks... behind some rocks."

"Okay. okay. You justrestnow. Take it easy, you just take it
easy and Il get you there.* And she thought she sounded very
much as Tony might have done. Had he been there. Had he
been alive. "Dan't worry, now. We'll be okay.

#

The roafing chariot vanished beyond the curve in the raad. Kshgh
killed the injured hunter. He spent some time gathering wood for
a respectable pyre, burned the bodies, then buried them deep.
They had died in heaven. Kshgh could not begin to fathom the
implications. Thraugh the tears in his eyes he watched the first
light break over their graves and al around him the land was red.
He could only think of blood. Theirs and that he would shed, for
them now as much as for his people. The blood of God filtered
the sun and set a crimson wash into the sky. His quarry would be
waiting for him in the house of God, because they used to be
friends. He was caming, but there would be no parley.

The dawn was breathtaking, beautiful, and picked out the road
for him 1o follow.

#
Jen woke slowly, a confusion of memories. A white blob pressed
her into the mattress, heavy weight. A shredding dream of
crimson fog, like blood, and the bed was suddenly Kevin's a guy
at work she'd gone out with ance or twice. God, she hadn't gat
drunk and actually slept with him, had she?

The revuision that thought canjured shocked her into rousing,
and the drowsy paleness resolved into a waking white alien mass.
A marginally better sight than Kevin.

It silenced her question and she remembered that they had
stopped not long after the ambush, so guessed the reason.
Aimost unconsciously Jen reached for her gun, disturbed at how
quickly that had become instinctive, how quickly she had come to
accept this impossible situation.






COMPETITION

Ruby has drawn us this wonderful picture (see
over). Can't you feel it drawing you into it?
Why is the woman at the window biindfolded?
is she a prisoner? does she suffer from an eye
condition? What is the woman in the chair
writing? important documents that could save
her country from war? or a love poem? |s
there something magical going on here?

So many questions from one drawing. Focus
invites you to write a short story based on what
you see in the picture. Entries should be no
longer than 5000 words in length, be in normal
manuscript format (i.e. double spaced on one
side of the paper only) and your name(s)
should appear on your manuscript. Deadline
for the competition is 30 June 1997.

Prizes of a book-token will be awarded to the
winner and runners-up.

FORUM

This time around, Focus invites you to let us
know what you think about Writers” Books.
What experience have you had of these, have
you found them heilpful, or a hindrance? Have
you been involved in producing such a book?
If so can you tell us of your experiences (as
Sarah Lefanu does in this issue)? What do
you think are the good parts and the bad parts
of books for writers. Should there be specialist
books for Science Fiction and Fantasy writers?
Let us know your thoughts on this subject for
the Forum in 600 - 800 words. Deadline for

next issue 30 June 1997,
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