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More than words can say... in a
desperate attempt to make up
for years of neglect, the art form
of the comic bursts not only
onto the cover of Focus, but all
over the inside pages too.
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Stuart Young/Bob Covington
penned “Angels of War”.
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Submission guidelines
Non-fiction

Articles on all aspects of writing,
pubiishing, editing, drawing, printing
even, are always welcome. Length
should be no more than 5000
words. Letters regarding Focus are
also gratefuily received. Please
mark ‘for publication’. | reserve the
right to edit/shorten them.

Fiction and poetry

Focus needs high-quality fiction and
poetry of 5000 words or tess. | will
also consider stand-alone comic
strips up to 4 pages. Science
fiction, fantasy, and psychological
horrar all taken. There's no payment,
but you'll see your work grace the
pages of this magazine.

Art

Black and white/greyscale only!
Focus is always on the look-out for
covers, illustrations and fillers.
Recent advances in digital printing
mean that | can now do hires
photos.

Non-BSFA contributors  get a
complimentary copy of Focus.

How and where to submit

Postal and  email editorial
addresses in the first column!
By post:

Text: double-spaced, single-sided
A4, or on disk. | can convert most
formats, but always include a .txt
file in case.

Art: one illustration per page. Don't
send originals - only photocopies. If
you want to send a disk, you can.
Again, | can read most formats.

If you want your work back, enclose
an SAE with sufficient postage. If
you dont, mark the work as
disposable, and either enclose an
SAE or a valid email address for a
reply. | like covering letters.

By email:

Text: as part of the body text,
please. No attachments.

Art: not by email! Put it on the web
and send me the URL!

Queries regarding the suitability of
submissions  should also  be
directed to the editorial address.
Please wait at least a month before
querying submissions — | do have
an increasingly busy life!
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When you write with no hope of being published
there's no problem with finishing one project and
starting another. Completed the hundred-
thousand word novel? Feel like a short story or
two? Nothing to stop you.

Nothing is ever wasted: it's all part of the learning
process. Whilst i's good to go the distance to
prove to yourself that you can finish a novel-length
work, if it's not holding your interest then how is it
going to hold a reader's?

At some stage you pick up a magazine or book
and you think, “What | write is better than this, and
this is published.” You submit your first story. It
gets rejected. You try again, and slowly you build
up both your craft and your confidence. Rejections
still E Ity

youre not related to might even be bothered
enough to say they like your work.

One day — and it might be the second day you put
pen to paper, or it might be years after — you hit
on an idea. It is, even as you hold your breath,
possibly The Good Idea.

So you start writing in earnest, putting down
words like they're going out of fashion. At last you
put in the final full stop. Then you go back to the
start and check everything meticulously. You add
new scenes, delete old ones, and polished the
dialogue until it shines.

Now it's time to send it out into the world, and
then you wait. Months go by and eventually you
hear the bland rejection of 'this isn’t right for our
lists', or ‘not quite what we're looking for’. It's like
wading through freacle. But you're used to this,
the waiting with hope and without expectation.
What is impossible to bear is the cautious
recognition of talent, the ‘it's a bit rough, but
there’s something here’. You can finally see the
summit of the mountain that you've been climbing.
You're going to make it.

Fve been there once before and years ago. In
retrospect, the fact the deal crashed and burned
at the very last moment has made me not just a
more patient writer but a better one. At the time, |
was crushed. Now I'm there again. | have
everything on my side that | didn't have a decade
ago. Part of me is all for treating those impostors
success and failure just the same. Another part is
alt aquiver. It's the waiting | can’t stand.

‘=

Simon Morden
Gateshead, April 2004
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“Intellect without opposition
stagnates”

Steve Sneyd

weary of worlds are global cities
too many this trip but this system
at least from distance something

extra to see faceted beam back
reflect light different colour
binary suns computer provides

metaphor always answer when
can't think how to describe to self
what see fix in memory sweet she

voice they gave it says anciently
what were called Mecca dance halls
had revolving globes cast just such

effects on couples moved to music
below i was happy then i know what
to think even if unlikely chose

to add description of effect to
report would transmit irrelevant
of course look of places only use

might have for trade balance of
power species strong enough a
potential threat all that what was

supposed to put in let her i call
it her word all that but if against
odds i wanted input this sight knew

now what to say decided next space
port one of these even perhaps if
had facilities would decorate ship

front effect of lipsticked mouth
would face for her to match
her voice my partner now in dance.

Steve Sneyd has teamed up with John Light (collator of
the indespensible Light's List) for Neolithon, a collection
of poems and drawings inspired by ancient stories.
Avaiiable from KT Publications as part of the Kite
Modern Writers' Series (ISBN 0907759181}
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| landed twenty miles or so from the complex.
From satellite shots | had a pretty clear idea of the
layout. He had satellite shielding, but | knew
people too. Not many, but enough.

| had a nifty little arsenal in the back of the flier,
and as | began to strap in, | was sure my fingers
began to tremble for a moment. | hoped it was
adrenalin and not sentiment. | had to Kill him
before [ choked on my own bile. My body knew
the routine; laser stillettoes, pulse grenades,
concussion clusters {they sound like a hi fibre
breakfast cereal but move you much better),
electrowire, acid capsules, force sword, twin
Grensen automatics and a muiti-role plasma
carbine that I'd held back from the Zion revolution
campaigns. There was no sense in loading myself
down, because | might have to move quickly.

Fifteen minutes later, | was at the perimeter of
his compound. His place was huge, a sprawling
white ziggurat that stretched all the way from the
shore, fifty metres or so, into the sea, and out
nearly all the way to the reef. The bastard may be
lame, but there sure was nothing wrong with his
wallet. His security was going to be tighter than
his own ass.

There was no way that | was going to go in
over the prissy little lawns, so | took the obvious
route — the sea. As | eased myself into the warm
waters, | kind of envied him, but then | supposed
that anybody could get that much money if they
were willing to kiss enough ass and step on
enough backs. Well, that was what | always told
myself. When you see somebody else that much
richer than you, you have to make up some
bullshit to make yourself feel better.

The reef was bright, and the sun reached all
the way to the bottom to touch the white sands.
Fish moved to and fro like a kaleidoscope chasing
each other and being chased. They all looked the
same to me. | wondered why they didn't just eat
themselves and save themselves the bother of all
that fleeing and sniping. Maybe they just hated
each other, and took pleasure in messing each
other up. That was what they called nature after
all. Now that, | could understand.

Caleb was in his lounge when | attacked,
looking at a fat cigar that he was planning on
lighting. | used an acid cap to crack the glass, and
as the water flooded the room, so too did |, surfing
that wave, and strafing the room in a hail of
gunfire. He didn’t know what hit him. | couid hardly
see myself, but somewhere in the torrent of water
and broken glass, | was sure | saw his body burst.
The cleaners were going to be on overtime.

3.
Calvin lived in the west of Ireland, on a rain —
blasted and God-forsaken island called Inish
something or other. His house was made up of a
long low chalet attached to the side of some type
of stone tower. The tower, once a monastic
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outpost, now bore the glass dome of an
observatory and the ancient stonework had been
re-pointed and sealed in the modern tradition.
Quite nice really.

| had been watching the place for over a week
before Calvin took off; to the Caribbean on some
sort of business, | discovered. The islands had
been linked into a global financial sector and
playground for the super-rich. | could guess what
he was doing there.

Calvin was the most sensual of ali of us. He
loved wine, good food and pleasures of the flesh.
He collected art, literature and women. On a
dozen different worlds we had seen him whoring
ferociously, as if his life depended on his
expending himself  nightly. In fact, his life
depended on us, and it was the team that kept
him alive and returned him each time to the
nearest knocking shops, slums and bordellos. If
you could bottle beauty and sell it, Calvin would
have choked himself on it. His tastes were not
refined, however. They were crass, self-centred
and vulgar in the extreme. Only his enhanced
metabolism kept him from appearing as he really
should, as a red-faced, wheezing Falstaff.

| must admit though, that | was jealous of him.
He'd met an opera singer on Catalunya, and
thrown both caution and the wayward life to the
wind in order to settle down with her. Not one of
the rest of us ever settled like that. A lover was a
weapon in an enemy’s hand, a fatal flaw that
guided the dagger through the ribs, the poison
past the lips. | have never seen a woman so
beautiful. | have never loved a woman so much. It
was obvious that we would have similar tastes. |
would sometimes fantasise that | replaced him. |
could see myself, there in his bed, in her arms.
Outside, a storm would be raging and the fish
would be cleaning his bones. | would turn and
encircle her waist with my arms, kiss her and be
tortured by the beauty of her gaze...

That was probably why | hadn't struck earlier,
or used the direct approach. As long as the
possibility existed that | could supplant him, [
would wait. But time had run out for me. | had
always been last at everything in the group. The
last to learn a new skill, the last home after an
operation, and the last to move on. | wanted to be
the last to live. While the others had money,
power and secrecy, | had my bitterness; my
knowledge that | would be forever bettered five
times over.

Calvin had very litle security, or at least very
little security that could bother me. | let myself in,
and watched through frosted glass as she
showered. How | wished | was the water that ran
over her smooth flesh. | moved to the lounge and
waited and soon enough she came in, wearing a
bathrobe and towelling her lustrous black hair.

“Calvin!” she shouted, and ran to me. "Oh, how
I've missed you.”

She straddled me, and began to kiss me
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endeavours with one of the female staff. | took the
stairs in two bounds, then vaulted straight through
the glass front of the booth. | landed with my heel
on the throat of one, almost decapitating him in
the act. The second | struck double fisted on
either side of the heart killing him instantly. He
struck a filing cabinet so hard that it almost bent
double. | wish | could have recorded it. It was
poetic.

| had been in the building almost two seconds
now. Towards the end of the wing to my left, |
heard a window break and a heavy thud. | sped
up, and reached the room in time to see my
brother land, some forty metres from the building.
He sprang up again and began to sprint for the
outside wall. He vaulted to the top, and | could
see his chest working like a bellows in the instant
before he jumped.

There was a forest of sorts. and my brother
was making towards it. He was badly injured, and
didn't have the fight in him that | would have
expected. | almost pitied him. Almost.

| ran up behind him and lifted him from his feet
as he tried to jump clear of me. He twisted, but {
had him firmly in my grip. | raised his struggling
body and dashed him against my knee. A
womanly scream ripped from him as his spinal
cord was severed. In triumph, | leapt and impaled
his still twitching corpse on the branch of a giant
oak tree.

Alarms sounded behind me as the hospital
awoke to the situation. Too late, too late! | didn't
go back for the car but ran like a wolf beneath the
stars. | ran until | reached the coast, my body
steaming as | stripped the clothes from my torso
and legs. | waded into the sea and let my body be
buoyed up by the salt waves. They'd send a flier
for me. They knew me well enough by now.
Efation!

5.

By this time only Carrawn was left, and | knew
that if | didn't go looking for him, he'd come
looking for me. Neither of us could ever rest with
the other still in circulation, and there was no way
that we could ever trust each other’s word that we
would stay away. It hurt me now, when we had
fought side by side with such terrifying effect. We
had done everything together, ate, slept, trained...
Fought in more than twenly campaigns. I'd spent
so long trying to settle the rest of them in to
civilian life that | nearly drove myself mad in the
process. And what were we like now? A snake
trying to devour it's own tail.

Carrawn was intelligent; the philosophical one.
He was logical, and efficient, but he was also
arrogant, and this was his greatest weakness. He
always thought he was right, and even when he
found out he was wrong he'd state grandly that he
was glad to have been corrected thank you very
much. And because of this, he very often

Focus#45

underestimated his opponent. Given that | was his
next opponent, i'd bet my souped-up ass that he'd
underestimate me. As long as | gave him the
impression that he had a march on me he'd be ok.
So | went to New York.

New York is the greatest city in the world to get
lost in. Nowhere gives you less notice — you live
there for eighty years and die and no-one can
recognise your photo or place your name. Like a
sardine swimming into a shoal you can disappear.
In New York you can even lose yourseif.

But New York is also a great city to be found
in. There | was sitting in a bar, nursing a Jameson
and staring at my puffy face in the bar mirror, |
looked down and when | looked up there was two
of me. The other me ordered a bottle of Cobra
beer and sized me up in the mirror.

“How you been?” he asked.

“What the hell do you care?”

"So you don't even want to be polite...”

“Like it matters what | want. | didn't want it to
end like this.”

“It's got to end sorme way.”

“Yeah... but did you ever stop to think of how
'l feel without you guys around?”

“Don’t worry, you won't get to see what that's
like. I'l make sure of that.”

*Did you ever stop to think how much a part of
each other we are? We're like different parts of
the one superordinate personality.”

“l have often thought that we were like different
aspects of the Gods ~ but | am Vishnu, above you
all. | will exist without you.”

*I hope you got it figured out as well as you
think, Carrawn. Because you're going to find out
pretty soon if you're right or not."

| slipped a piece of paper to him with an
address on it. "So long.”

The address was a run down office building
that was scheduled to be knocked down. There
was scaffolding in places and empty windows that
looked out on nothing. The plaster was dark grey,
dark and rain soaked. | heard Carrawn enter and
spring up the empty lift shaft. He stalked out onto
the roof, and | allowed him to get a glimpse of me
just before | jumped to the ground.

Like a hound, he was straight after me. | leapt
to the second floor and across to the far side
where | jumped down again. Cavity blocks burst
against the wall beside me. He was getting
frustrated already. | kept it up for five minutes or
more, which at the speed we were moving was
like an hour in real time.

“I'm gonna gut you,” he screamed. He was
losing his cool bigtime. *I'm gonna rip out your
eyes, you goddamned alcho.”

| was behind him now, so | iobbed an iron
scaffold bar like a spear at his head. He ducked
and dashed off, but | didn’t chase. | found a spot
and settled.
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glimpsed from the crisp, unreflective mirage of a
street comer.

after its ol his
death had been registered by the authontles and
quickly the suckers were withdrawn, waving as
they did so like kitsch, alien fingers, the perverse
laying on of hands having finally been completed.

A tube though, remained attached to his arm.
Now it would cary embaiming fluid rather than
nutrients - a measure intended to buy a littie time
whilst the final arrangements were made for
dealing with his mortal remains.

In due course, vents would open in the floor to
allow the ingress of a highly viscous, yet
transparent fluid. Slowly the gumey would retract
from beneath him, its place being taken by the
thick resin that would eventually fill the room and
then harden into something akin to the vitreous
outpourings of the earth.

The superficial reason why corpses could no
longer be buried or incinerated was that the
human body was full of toxins. It was said to be so
chemically  alienated from the natural
environment, that any attempt to recycle it would
violate pollution legislation, and thus it had to be
treated as the most dangerous waste. There
were, however, deeper political and symbolic
reasons for this procedure. The abstraction of
humanity from nature was the raison d'étre of
Imago and the other corporations. They were
responsible for all that their clients and
functionaries ingested. The recycling of the
deceased would have implied the reabsorptlon of
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south of the Imago tower, as alone as a soldier
ant crossing a marble floor, and acutely aware
that he was a remnant of the unclean world of
growth and decay that Imago was rapidly
replacing. Nowadays he rarely left his apartment
and he regarded the invitation to atiend the
meeting in person as highly symbolic. He mused
that the most important things in life were often
cloaked in archaic ritual - the condemned man
eating his hearty breakfast....
fn its absurd size, the tower's reception area
appeared as though it had been constructed as an
exercise in irony. Behind the desk there sat a
bored and especially plain young woman, dressed
in an immaculately pressed uniform that looked as
though it had only ever hung on a mannequin. As
an organic entity she appeared entirely out of
place - uniess one imagined her being the first
exhibit in a new zoological museum. Once, such a
prestigious role would have been taken up by a
pretty girl, but now fleshly beauty was obsolete -
indulgence in it having been relegated to a
perversion akin to necrophilia.
As he took the elevator up to near the top of
the building, Tyler's mouth felt dry. Despite his
he was app about his face
to face meeting with Isaksson, the First Secretary
to the Continental Chief of Transformations - to
give him his correct title. Years of both designing
and exploring Imago’s ethereal architectures had
isolated and socially retarded him.
As the appropriate floor was reached, isaksson
was at the doors to greet Tyler personally. In

and - as Tyler was to find out - his

the individual into nature and an of
their own contral. To have sanctioned the right to
a natural death and dissolution would have

behaviour, he was an intriguing atavism. Grey
halred a man of his status should long ago have
d into some exquisite alternative

admitted the possibility of such a fife ing it.

With dreams of the impossible, Tyler looked up at
a cradle containing two men who washed the
glass surface of the Imago tower. They

reality. The fine cut of his suit, together with his
gold spectacles and cuffiinks, bespoke of more
than his taste in personal adormment, and gave
him the air of a captain - one determined to be the

the birds that stood on the back of a rhino, The
birds ate ticks lodged in its hide, and the rhino
tolerated them because it was being cleaned. The
men's task though, was doubtless easier, for the
bright black scales that constituted the curtain-wall
of the building, locked together almost perfectiy,
eliminating awkward projections and rebates.

Soon, almost the only people who would be
left on the outside would be those in the most
menial service jobs. Despite the corporations
making the external environment less and less
attractive, Tyler envied the men in the cradle. For
above the great towers of ‘Nexus’, ‘Melody' and
‘Imago’, the clouds still ran beyond their control,
as though taunting these great enterprises with
their infinite variety and unpredictability. He feit he
understcod why men had once believed that
above even them, there lay a realm of truth and
goodness.

Tyler crossed the great plaza that lay to the

fastto ship.

Yet there was nothing overtly commanding
about the way he received Tyler. A deferential
manner combined with his dress to give him the
air of some high-class gentleman’s outfitter, from
an age of opulence and instability. Certainly, he
would be fitting Tyler for a new life, and it was this
image that the newcomer took forward as his host
opened a door for him and ushered him into a
consulling suite.

It was the most extraordinary room that Tyler
had ever entered. In his youth, he had been inside
many obsolete spaces, such as churches and
stadia, but this had been entirely unexpected,
situated as it was within the cortex of an

izati i to the extinction of nearly
all physical environments. High above, were a
multitude of exquisitely carved timber roof trusses,
and set into the stone walls, an array of backlit
stained glass windows. Far more numerous than
these though, were the tabernacles and niches
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vertiginous like giant yet as i
conjoined as stromatolites in a primitive sea.

At certain places along the beach there lay
isolated glassy tombs that had rolied down from
the breakwater like pieces of ice caived from a
glacier. One straddled the tidemark and was part
draped in kelp, which hung dark and shriveled like
a rotted wreath. Inside, Tyler lay staring — his blue
eyes, unseeing worlds within the great
unconscious arc of the sea and sky. in a curious
spasm, or perhaps as a mark of fiberation, he had
opened them at the moment of death.

A small, horse-like creature foraged hoof deep
in the surf. Beautiful but retrograde, it looked like
an illustration from a treatise on equine evolution.
It sniffed at Tyler's vitreous shroud before tugging
at the festoons of kelp, which then fell at its feet —
an unexpected bounty which startled rather than
appeased it. It snorted and shook its head, before
trotting off up the beach to where its fellows were
gathered together.

Tyler's eyes were angled up at one of the
towers which lay at the edge of this global climax.
Its free faces jutted out towards the sea, like an
arrow pointing the way.

Rising up one of those faces was a cradie,
superficially akin to that which Tyler had seen an
age before. This one carried no men though. and
it cleansed the tower by scraping off the thinnest
of layers of glass, in an operation as divorced of
conscious direction as a fly rubbing its hind legs
together. Yet like so many autonomic functions,
this one was of great importance, for the play of
the sun on the epidermis of the corporate

i p the beneath it.
These microscopic machines laid down the shell
without, and the sclerotic heart within, together
with a whole vestigial architecture of staircases
and elevator shafts, each like an appendix -
becoming smaller and smaller with every new

of towers.

Imago grew its exoskeleton slowly and
asexually, like a brain coral increasing its girth.
And as the coral housed its soft and ever mutating
bodies, so the corporation held captive the pliable
dreams of the dead, such thoughts and feelings
being endiessly spliced to produce new unlived
lives - an p iti the
once imagined and the never to be. All were
replayed within Imago's fruiting bodies; fully,
constantly and without consequence, in a
language whose meaning had long been
forgotten.

Once high and in its way holy, Isaksson's suite
now fay within the darkened root of a mature
tower. The stony humans in their niches had been
doubly petrified beneath their own veneers of
glass - covered by the drip dripping of a new
history destined to remain unread. Even the
captain, savant and collaborator; the friend and
the enemy at the gates, had disappeared beneath
the invisible waves. For when all the dying had
been done, what need of a priest, or a ferryman?
Now all that remained was that place of requiem
for the world of truth, lies and friction - an
uptured boat; a prehistoric canoe within an
unseen cabinet.

And somewhere within nowhere, as an unlived
and undying memory, as a dream within a dream,
Tyler walked with Renna. Their talk was full of
hope and as they looked up at the clouds, so
infinite in their variety as to be beyond replication,
he toid her, in a voice cracked with emotion, that
some great and all encompassing purpose lay
above and beyond them all.

When not digging holes in the ground looking for bones,
archaeologist David Rawson spends some of his free
time hunched over sheets of blank paper... This is his
second Focus story,

Miracle, Eldar’s World

Steve Sneyd

it took all we had
and more, debts to forever
to repay — gladly, though, paid

as promised, alien technicians did
no more damage than unleash
monster storms that day; we

deep-cell ing to find pi
result achieved in full, rotation
total, new-fixed i

demarking

exactly our planet's chasmic frontier
between Good us and Evil them;
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daily we rejoice, give thanks

to God who brought wise
glitter beings here to help
at price we could just

pay that never again His
red sun eye have to
shine on affronting benighted unrighteous —

if They should prove repentant
the giitterers will sell us
mirrors will sweetly shine our

light though faint on Them —
till then, their longed-for salvation,
praise Him whose justice done
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wrong with that per se, sometimes it's nice to read
something purely on an entertainment level.
Besides, it's the same as reading prose; kids start
with simple stuff and work their way up.

In fact | know peopie who can't read comics —
they can't understand them - because they never
read them as a kid. They don't know which order
to look at the pictures or which order 1o read the
captions and speech balloons. And they can't fill
in the gaps between the pictures. They see a
picture of a man sitting in a lounge followed by a
picture of the same man walking along a street
and they don't think, “Oh, he's decided to go for a
stroll" they think, “Why is there a sireet running
through the middle of the lounge?”

Surely the captions would make things like that
clear?

I'm told some people refuse to read the captions
in comics, they only look at the pictures. So
obviously they're missing out on large chunks of
the story. Particularly if the captions are

ibing ing that's ing in a scene
that isn't been being shown by the pictures (the
comics equivalent of split-screen, letting the writer
tell two stories simultaneously). In that instance
those readers are definitely short-changing
themselves.

So is there nothing the writer and/or the artist can
do to make the comic easier to read?

Generally speaking comics are read left to right,
top to bottorn the same as prose. Drawing the
pictures in box-like grids similar to newspaper
strips makes it easier for non-comics readers to
follow. But over the years artists have developed
all these weird and wonderful panel shapes that
spraw| across the page, allowing them to draw
scenes from fancy angles and create different
emotional effects. For example, a panel showing a
character's shocked face might have jagged
edges to emphasise their shock.

In theory the pictures are composed in such a way
as to draw the reader’s eye across the page in the
correct order but the more elements that are
introduced the harder it is to guarantee this will
work. If you've got weird-looking panels going up,
down and across the page; captions and speech
balloons floating inside and outside of the panels;
not to mention sound effects scattered all over the
place, it can be pretty confusing for a first time
reader.

| think if you look at most of the comics that have
found success outside of the core comics fandom
(Watchmen, Dark Knight Retums, Maus, Ghost
World etc) they all utilise some form of box-like
grid for the panels and most of them lean towards
minimal captions and sound effects. I'm not
saying that's the only reason they were successful
but it probably didn’t hurt.
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Have you ever been tempted (o illustrate one of
Yyour own stories?

Tempted, yes but I've never gone through with it,
not since | was a teenager. My anatomy’s weak,
my draftsmanship awful, | have no concept of light
and shade, and my use of perspective is non-
existent. Bob Covington and Dave Bezzina who
did the artwork for Spare Parts keep telling me
about the artists who have influenced them, like
Frank Frazetta, Al Williamson, Joseph Clement
Coll etc. So I'm looking at all this beautiful black
and white artwork by Bob and Dave and all these
other artists and I'm, “It's not fair! f wanna draw!”
The most | tend to do arwise is to sometimes
sketch out the story with stick figures just to get an
idea of whether what I'm asking the artist to draw
is actually practical. | should do that more often
really because it's very easy to write something
like, “Do a shot of someone standing 10 miles off
in the distance. Oh, and remember to show the bit
of cabbage that's stuck in their teeth.”

Isn't it frustrating then to have this great story, and
for the want of an artist, it goes unwritien?

Oh definitely. Last year | wrote a mini-sefies
called Seppuku for Engine Comics. It's set in
feudal Japan so | spent months reading up on
Samurai and death poems and Zen and stuff. |
hand in the script, the editor loves it, he’s got an
artist who wants to draw the story, we're good to
go.

And then the artist pulls out.

Aaaarrrghhhltll

It should stil go ahead at some point but the
waiting is a killer.

And as Michael Moorcock once told me (excuse
me while | pick up that name | just dropped) it's
possible to turn a comic script into a prose story if
you need to take it to a different market. Although
obviously you have to adapt things to fit in with the
different medium.

How do you break into the comics market? Is it a
case of writing for the Americans, or is there an
indigenous industry?

Okay. let me preface this by saying that so far 've
only been published by small press comics
publishers. There's probably lots of ways to break
into the professional market that | don't even know
about.

That said, 2000AD is the big UK market. The way
to get in with them is to submit a 5 page Fuiure
Shocks story. if they accept a few of those you
might get a crack at an ongoing serial. And from
there you might get one of the big US companies
Marvel or DC to notice you. Other big US
companies like Image or Dark Horse will take a
look at your pitches even if you're a complete
beginner. Whether they actually publish your work
is another matter.
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