





Fditorial

Through a telephoto lens, lightly...

Quite a faw people write to Focus asking for advice on how to get their novels published and
asking if we can recommend agents, a few even believe we are able to publish their novel
ourselves. it's getting harder and harder to know what ta tell these people. The face of the

UK publishing industry is changing s rapidly that it is difficult to keep up to date with who
publishes what. Our advice at the mament, is to phone any publisher before sending your work to them to see if they accept science fiction
before wasting your postage, though be warned, things can change that quickly that they may have stopped publishing it by the time they
receive your manuscript. As Io agents, unfortunately, we have no quick fix for that one, most agents take on established writers only. though
some are willing to read from the slush pile; again the only advice we can offer here is to contact them and see if they take new writers. It may

be a lot of hard work, but a little research into your market can pay dividends

We'rs pleased to bring you the runner-up story in our competition from two issues ago: Daniel O'Mahony's stary appears below. See

elsewhere in the magazine for details of a new compatition

Regards

MAP OF THE HUMAN HEAD

by Daniel O’Mahony

*So, what can you see now?”

After three days Emma Grishkin had grown used to the shy
leather creak of her companion's coat. It was restiess on
Marianne's back, swishing and bleating as she marched it through
her paces. The sound, once irfitating, had become reassuringly
robust. Marianne wore it like a second skin, an ebony shefl that
itched over a frail, soft-mush body.

Grishkin looked to her, across the reom. Marianne's head
seemed small and urireal against the plazed marning light. Her
skin was an icecream smear swelling out of the smooth obsidian
of her back. The blonde hair that curled down the back of her head
~ eating into the dark coat — seemed fuller and yet also false. The
hair, the coat, the unmilitary shuffle of her body, all these things
made her pretty. Her face — her ghost-face ~ made her beautiful.
The rag on her eyes was a tease.

Emma wanted to smother her, hold her, protect her as best
she could. There was a cheeky dash of eros there, but also
something maternal. Upsfart maternal. Marianrie was, she
guessed, five years older than her, not that there were any sure
rmeans of telling.

“What do | see?” Marianne asked. The English words didn't
come easily to her, though sha never forced them. The syllables
faded on her tongus, no more solid than her flesh. There was no
hint of an accent. Grishkin envied her that, well aware that her own
efforts mads har sound like a comic bolshevik wandered loose from
alumiére. A base command of English was one of the few things
they shared.

"What do | see?” Marianne Fliess asked again. She maved
acrass the triptych of the window, her shadow jerking through each
new line of light. Emma watched from her char, feigning languor
pointiessly. Marianne was biind.

*I see a rmachines’ graveyard, where each body is marked by a
steel pillar taller than any cathedral spire. They are held in place by
vaster cranes and scaffolds, waiting for some impossible giant to
come by and sink them with a blow from a gargantuan mallet

"On each marker there are names... no, not names, but odd
brutal agglomerates of letters and numbers. | can't pronounce
them. No ane could possibly speak them. This other world, | see,
this place..." She paused then, breathing to release the waight of
the barbaric foreign tangue. "This is a world without names, but it's
dying. The markers are rusting. There are birds nesting in them.
They're decaying before me. You know, Grishkin, | don't think they
can be pillars. Oh, heavens,” she snorted, her face guttering red.

*I think they're... Well, male members.”

“How ghastly,” Grishkin ventured with gentle irony,

*Somewhat more robust than the real thing,” Marianne
mumbled

Grishkin pushed hersalf up out of her chair, setting her note-
paper skittling across the carpet. Her quill she pushed into a dense
fall of her hair, leaving it nesting alone with the flowers she'd
snipped fresh from the garden that morning. Marianne, sensing
movement, siipped into respectful silence.

Emma’s dress was a limp shroud, a proud precursar to the
deca’ chic that Fliess had predicted for the early 1910s. Poor
Marianne probably hated that future — no, hate was a sharper thing
than her. Marianne’s clothes were fussy, format, uniform. They
were items to be endured even as they scratched. Emma, as she
moved, felt naked and unbound, one shoulder, ane breast, ane
hard brown nipple, bared to the agresable Vienna summer. Her
legs moved in and out of twining strands of loose cloth, sometimes
buried, sometimes thrilling against the warm air. The sofes of her
feet, her crush-shaped toes, brushed o the carpet. Marianne, it
she could see, would have been quietly appalied







unblinking aimond eye which flicked to match Emma's pace across
the floor. There was a pitin his fur where the other eye had been
Emma sang to him as she dressed while he purred and spat and
licked himself.

The rain improved the city. The drops spattered gently,
catching the morming light as they fell. Vienna seemed to shine in
Emma's eyes. Under the city lay the gloomy, unreat umbra of New
Amsterdam, half-visible in the shadows that grew shorter as
Grishkin wasted her morming. She visited the Exposition where the
crystal lumizre had been rebuilt after last year's fire. She visited
the mechanical park, and sat a while in the shade of a steam-
driven bronze tree that grew gradually but visibly while clockwork
birds launched themselves from branch 1o branch singing with wire
voices

She spent a little time and a fitie money in the spirit bazaar,
where the whiteclad policemen made her feel nia more, n less
safe than ever, and the blacked-up Albanian actors failed to haggie
with much enthusiasm. She maved then to the glass-walled café
on the roof of Spengler's department store, where she discovered
that the divide between barbarism and civilisation could be
measured in the price of lemon tea

Her accent amused everyone, though she was hardly the only
exiled Muscovite in Austria in high summer. She expelled
Marianne from her thoughts, in anticipation of renewal

Crossing an artery canal, she caught a glimpse of the half-built
statue in the bay of New Amsterdam harbour, its smooth marble
finish cracking as stone weeds blossomed out of its granite care.
Disturbed, she let her eyes fallin time to catch the barge passing
under the bridge. It was a black slab floating, its cargo tacked
under shabby canvas. Hunched and swolien at the rudder, the
boatswoman was fixed on the water, paying no attention to the
anonymaus watcher o the bridge. The children on the canvas
stared though — two grubby naked creatures with bloated
stomachs and maggot-hungry eyes. Grishkin watched them until
the boat was swallowed by the lip of the bridge.

She turned and found Marianne Fliess waiting for her. She
was darker and more solid in the natural light of day than in the
compressed architecture of Grishkin's home. This new intensity
should have kept the rain off her but hadn't, her hair straggled
across her face, sodden and heavy. As Emma moved closer she
‘saw the bandage on Marianne’s face darkening around the pits
under her eyes. As she moved closer still she realised Marianne
was weeping blood

“You shouldn't be out.” she said

“Neither should you," Marianne replied evenly. “I've gota cab.”

Inside it was drier, thaugh flecks of rain dribbled though the
rubber insuiation round the windows and pooled on the upholstery.
De Rais leapt into Emmals lap as she sat. Marianne was distant,
her head inciined sightless towards the window. Grishkin cooed
instead aver her cat. De Rais bared his teetn with affection. The
cab moved gently, the haofsteps inaudible under the hum of the
rain on the shel

*Are you expecting any clients soon?" Marianne asked, not
turning.

“Male clients?”

Marianne nodded.

*Only ane,” Grishkin admitted but smoothly, the guit buried.
“Next week Madame Laval's aldest is getting married and she
wants him blooded.”

"I was thinking | could stay longer,” Marianne replied after a
pause, "but if its not convenient...”

Emma reached out to place a hand on Marianne’s shoulder.
The leather hummed under her hand, as though alive and resentful.
“Stay," she said. “Please,” she added. 'l can't see a Laval taking

up much of my time.”

“Do you ever feet” Marianne asked, with measured siowness,
“That you are hurting all these poor male animals? Not physically —
in their heads?"

“It's not something that's ever occurred to me.”

She expected Marianne to lapse into silence and was a little
surprised when her campanion began to speak in slow, haunted
English. Emma leant back and listened. De Rais, ignored, dug his
claws into Emma's lap.

“One of my most... repetitive visions,” Marianne bagan. “Yes,
repetitive. There's a war, That's not unusual. There's always a
war. There's a war and ( am part of an army of men, of |am a

prisoner of this army. They move their captives around on the
raitways in cattte trucks and hold them in abattoir pens because
there is nowhere else for them. it's a huge war, a total war.

“Sometimes when the prisoners are young women, beautiful
women, the male soldiers are in a position to hurt them with their
bodies. | don't know if this will make sense to you, but it's as if
there’s something unnaturally aggressive about these men. They
don't weaken when they lie with women. Lie, that's a wrong sart of
word. Do you understand?

imes it happens to me. I'am too ald or ugty

or maimed by the war and I'm left alone. And sometimes, in my
vision, | am one of the men and, when | do what | do, | have
murderer's hands. | destroy these prisoners. it's fike kiling
withaut the finish of death. Do you understand?”

Grishkin shook her head, though invisibly

She stretched her hands a few more inches to take hold of
Marianne’s bandage. It came away cleanly. Fliess's eyes were
swilling with blaod, the frazen pupils barely visible as pin pricks
under the red. On her eyelids and fashes, the blood was caked into
a hard, brown husk,

Emma spat on the bandage and set to work on cleaning up the
blood. Marianne didn't fiinch once.

The diary of Emma Gnshkm entry for July 6th, 1900

Well, so much for M. Lav

1 asked Marianne today if she kept a diary and she asked me
what the paint would be. | can't think.

Today was Liberation Day, of caurse, and with Laval suitably
blooded and packed off back to his bride-to-be, | spent some
evening time with Marianne. We watched the rockets display from
the garden. De Rais was locked inside. Marianne is very protective
of him

1 told her something of my mother and of the events of the first
Liberation Day and of the despair | feft when my father's huge hand
had clasped round mine and he whispered of immortality into my
ear. Marianne was dry, as she always is on personal matters.
Under the cool surface she was sympathetic. She looks splendid
in her new dressing gown.

1 thought that now might be a good time to expound some of
the doctrine I'd picked up at Ingolstadt, just to see if she would
respond. It went down weil. She let my fingers onto her head, inta
the thick of her hair. | touched her scalp and mapped the jump of
her skull with the tips of my nails. She purrs like De Rais's little
sister

told her of the of the

“What is naw reansed * I told her, “is how much the modef they
constructed of the real world ~ which is nat simply what is but
everything that was and everything that wil be, stretched like, ah...”

“... like soap-water across a frame?”

“Yes, exactly. They imagined that as a maze. The entirety of
the worid they saw as a fiendishly complex iabyrinth. The world,
then, is not a trap. It can at ieast be navigated.”

*And you disagree?” Marianne hummed. Lovely.

“I think if the world is akin to the human skull.”

“Outside or in?"

“Both. The brain size is not important. The thickness of the
bone is only important in terms of the prablem of meditating on our
surroundings. The shape of the skull is the thing."

*{sm't that just another trap? Another maze?” Marianne
wondered. A Screaming Mary exploded overhead, shattering the
sky and turning the night of liberation into a brief but trus Liberation
Day.

"Maybe it is," | told her, making a pretence of carelessness:

Perhaps | should have kissed her

Marianne Fliess can remember a time when the snow was
white and fell in the winter. There will still be sriow fike that, though
net in this warld for another thousand years. Snow that can be
played in.

She is a man with coffee skin and a fuzz of grey, middie-aged
beard. There is a long coat siung over her male shoulders, cape-
like, its sleeves dangling uselessly. The weight slung at her hips is
famitiar for femate and male alike. The watch in her pocket rattles
irecoverably as she walks. The hat she wears as a man keeps
the heat from the smooth recession of her forehead
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Holiday for a lifetime
by Steve Sneyd

could grow

to love here air
breathable even makes
me drunk

dawn gives me fierce
hangover sleeping in

such atmosphere must mend
portal

soon now

build a new calendar

replace one smashed when told
me stuck

here a year even dare use locater
which star

whatever world

circles with me aboard

which worse forever far out or
Sol-near

en route

no ship goes but
my crazed carrier to
dream-land

LD S 2
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