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focal point

The first issue af any new magazine always creates special
prablems for its compilers.Notanly must theyhave a reasan-
ably clear 1dea of what ground they would 1ike the magazine
to caver (and thus abtain the appropriate material), but
they must also cross their fingers and hope that an
audience will exist for ft--an enthusiastic and responsive
audience.

FOCUS {s an sf writer's magazine for everybody: or at
Teast, this is the intention. Whilst acknowledging that
the main interest for non-writer students of sf is in the
reading of a book, and in reading discussions of that
book's content, we have made the assumptiom that there
1s none the less an interest in the “technical" side,
the geresis of a hook, from conception through research
o marketing. Thus, while some of FOCUS 1c designed for
young writers and same for all writers, it is mostly
designed to be of interest to anyane who wishes to read
about the creative, and craft, processes of writing.

To this end we shall be including articles on: aspects
of research, whether historical {as in this jssue) or
futuristic; on the difficulties cf writing in sub-
categaries of the fantasy market; on market pressures
that, after all, are directly responsible for shaping
much of the fiction that reaches the mass audience.

And we shall print "diaries®, accounts of the writing

and marketing of books that have relevance to the science
fiction fiald.

This might be cansidered the first aim af our magaz-
ine; to bring alive the behind-the-scenes of science
fiction, and indeed fiction in a broader semse. e see
our second aim as being a farum far discussion, for the
dissemination of information, a place through which the
changing shape of the market, and the changing pressures
on writers, can be made plain, and perhaps, by respanse,
be useful in an advisory way. Our third aim is to
attempt tn encourage develaping talents in the field by
showcasing thelr wark. In this issue we have twn shart
stories by young writers previously unpublished in the
UK; the stories stand an their cwn merits, and we da
not want to explain, or justify their inclusion. But
1t would he appropriate, at this point, to say some-
thing about the use of fiction in a magazine, an amateur
magazine, such as this.

Amateur fiction magazines tend to perish swiftly,
or linger on in a half-dead state with 1ittle reader
support because the quality of their fiction 1s poor.

& a non-paying magazine we are unlikely to receive
potential Nebula Award-inning stories, but on the other
hand we have a strong suspicion that many unpublished
writers never submit their best work to amateur magazines
—-even after they have been unsuccessful in plactng them
elsewhere--because those magazines are gemerally shoddily
produced and eager to print anything which is passably
literate.

What sgrt of stories are we looking for? Impossible
to say, really, for the best writers always speak with
an individual voice and their staries are usually a
Tittle different from anyone else's. This, in itself,
is a clue: writers who write about what interests them
usually bring uch more vitality ard conviction to
thelr work than writers who are trying to write like
their favourite author; and because they are exploring
themes which are personal to ther, they are more likely
to avaid the cliches and the tired old farmulae of sf.
The best stories, we feel, usually revolve around the
characters within them (althaugh this is not a univers-
ally accepted view), the writer employing the sf
“ideas” In such a way that the personalities of their
characters are {lluminated. [f the writer does focus
on character then 1n our apinion 1t's more likely that
the "{deas” In the story will also interest the reader.
The only canstraints we would place on fiction submitted
to FOCUS are that a) they should contain some element
af the fantastic and thus qualify broadly as sf, and
b) that they are na longer than 5000 words.

This first issue was put together in rather a start
time, and we're very grateful to our contributors for
producing the goods sa quickly. Me are aware that most
of the articles are by, and seem to be aimed towards,
writers who are to some degree established rather than
towards those who are trying to break into print. In
future 1ssues we wish to correct this imbalance, and
we'd be interested in hearing from anyone wha might
have specific problems with kis ar her writing, on
which subject they would either 11ke to write an

article themselves or see a discussion by someone
else. Again we emphasise that 1t's your respanse
that must guide us. il

Keen-eyed readers may alsa natice a dearth of
artwork in this issue. In part this was due to
pressure of space, but it's alsg a sad fact that
we've s far received very little artwork and would
therefore welcame submissions. We have no firw require-
ments though we'd Tike something a 11ttle different
trom the usual run-of-the-mi1l 11lustration. 0
of course, they must be hlack and white {no halftones]
--at least until we huild up a circulation to rival
NI s

In the next issue we also hope to run a letter
calumn. But this depends on you. Without Same reaction
from our readershio we won't be ahle ta tell whether we
are providing the service you require. We'd like to
know what sort of articles you would prefer to see,
what questions you want answered, what comments you
have on this first issue--whether pra er con.

We will also expand the "question and answer”
section--which was always popular when the SF Writers'
Bulletin was going strong--so please send in your
queries as and when they arise. Questions which we
regard as Tying outside our competence will be
referred to more experienced advisors: in any event,
answers to questions will be vetted by writers,
publishers and agents who have been on the scene long
enough to speak autharitatively.

The next issue of FOCUS will appear in approximately
six months' time, floods and plagues of locusts
sermitting. See you then.

Chris Evans
Rob Holdstack
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searching for the
lost chord

andrew stephenson

How well informed is your imagination? Could ik recon-
atruct a aingle mirute of Reality? Or could you, from

memory alone, describe (say) a paperback book? I an
alien (in 8y younger days it was alwaya an eskimn, but
timeo change) asked you tn explain the funny marks an
the pages. thair history and chemical compasition, or
the methods af hinding thoke shoets of white stuff along
©One edge, or the reasons why books take the shape they
& in Mestarn culture...could you do it?

The need tn go and check your facts im what resaarch
ia largely about. We know so little, individually.
Cn]lec:xnly the human race has baraly put pen to paper

k of experience, so how can one author alona
nq- ta avoid error when writing of avants beyond his
restricted horizons? Yet we do; and moatly we get away
with it, though much of what we write conaista of half-
Cddly enough, our peers lap it up, as
do the readers at large, so ohvicusly theve's a trick
o the game of malecting facts. And that too Ls what
research is about.

The Schubert Symirome Li_k: pavjshercen Jeclecitar
his sers. Caemar
canrot dle half se lngimlly mu.mu his last appeal to
Brutus: "Et tu, Bruts?” latin, of course, as befits the
momant. That this may be a msq\lnt-r.im. or totally
Typhal, Ls irzelevant. What counts is "getting your
q .

reads this.) PBven 80, One must cow that scepticism; tha
lien tamer must convince his baasts it just isn't worth
testimg his command of the situation. Everything has to
oo pight

Reqrettably, few pages have room for every detail.
The writer is obliged te find a few ta typify all: as
Caesar falls, upon his hands
at his false friend's oga, mot upcn the staring crowd
in the Forum, wa hear the blood bubbling in his chest,
ot the slap of soldlera’ sandals on flagatones as they
rush to hie aid, too late. The right details reinforca
realism. The quastion is: where do we find the misaing
chord which will complete cur great unfinished symphony
and make it uniqus?

Genemia ch.} .2 The ideal ressarchar is never
bored. He knows that facts are
nat "boring”, or “dull”, or “dry” in themsalves.
Todsy‘s price of cornflakes may ba pretty mundane
stuff—but how about the cast of corm in ancient Sumaria?
veal

Context lands charm. It ia tha writer's job to re
the proper contert to the reader.

S0, wa 21t bafore the typewrite
farvour. Or, mora likaly, we stand scowling out of tha
window, praying for inspiratien or a good excuse to put
Off writing for the day. Getting ntartsd iz teugh
alvays, unlesa you're not quite novmal. Mast books begin
1ife as a universal void. So it is with research: and
the dlxknen can appear s-peuznhl.

unle vere reared in a sensary

dnpxlvltxcn ark, the oads are good that you already
know samething about your subject. Of courme, your
publisher may have vished em you an exceptionally emo-
teric camission. However, asauming your love of maney
does not far autwaigh your cautien, you will already
have assessed your chances of handling tha jah befare
accepting it. The darkmess is juat that touch darker

Daily life stirs up an smazing amount of random
information and sost of us retain odd fragments. Latar,
this assortment of facts becomes available as a supply

aglow with creative

effort. In a real vay, day-to-day exparience is
research: generalised, non-directsd, speculative,
possihly profitless, hut potemtially usaful. Stay
alert and you'll pick up a lat of free 1

one of whom was a time traveller. I knew he was in
danger as soon as one of his fellows asked what gift
he had brought for the dead..

That frageent hung around for a long while. ALl I
then knew about the Anglo-Saxons and their contempor-
aries amounted to popular larm, glaaned from schoal and
such notoricusly unreliable sources as films and TV.
Alfred Cardicgs might as well hava been the anly king
D reign in Britain betwsen the Roman Occupation and
Duke Willise's invesion. A good, elevar chap who let
a fow cakes burn while he was inventing candle clocks
and the Royal Navy...Oh yea, and he fought wiki:

rather like cowboys having to fight redskins instmad
of leading normal lives. Not much on which to base a
book. Yet, by January of 1974 acme ten thousand worda
had been committed to paper, words vhich were printad
muxch later, only superficially altered, as Prologus,
Chapter One and Epilogue of THE WALL OF YEARS, & book
vhich relies heavily on accurata historical detail.
Meanwhile, the inapirational wision hal heen totally
absorhed by a new atory, largaly due ta the research
which it had triggered.

There are more types of research than most people
supposs. Active fact-hunting remearch, I mean.
Quantirative research, such as to answer the question,
“When was the Battle of Edington fought?®, is the
popular image: ona envisages m haggard figure poring
over tomen in a library, scribbling notes. Close. but
by no means the whole picture. Mot infrequently,
impartant q\ununuu facts are In dispute, or appar-
ently unknown to anyome or any seurce, im which ci
the subtler and more labour-intensive types of re
come into their own.

20 for me when tracing tha movements of
King Alfred's forces during the winter of 877-878, and
those of hia opponents, the "Danes” (most of whom, 1
learned, actually came frow elsewhars in Scandinavia)
or "wiki a8 hack literatura calls them remor:

zch

important. Tha Bartle af Bdingtan (May 878) was a
climax of one of the significant pariods of Britlsh
history, yat enly its date can ba deduced with any

certainty. We know roughly what happen:d befora. during
and after {r, thanks mainly to tha anglo-Samn Chromicle,
but the emact sita has kept the scholars fewding for
decades. It kept me on my toes, too. of vhich more
Lat

Occagionally you will find youreel? having te write
authoritatively about an entire sociaty, culture, or
era. Or soms topic with many ramificationz. At the
outset ita complexitias may be strange to you. Therc
ia then really no altarnative, §f you are working alons,
to immrsing yourself in all tha information you can
obtain. We modarng like to imagina that we invanted
.uun complexity, a view about as accurate as saying

mvented gax. Cme dip into Whitelock's The Beginn-
xngs of English Society (Pelican) convinced me thera
vas an awful 1ot ta learn about the Saxons and their
world befare 1 could begin to do them juatice. Theirs
waz no dog-eat-dog society. Thers were brigands and
men of violance aplenty: but thare wera also laws am
strong kings to wubdue the lawbreakars. Practically
ewary infraction bore a price, as did every citizem
and wipitar to the country) and tha law was thera to
enforce payment. Travel and foreign trade were wall
Geveloped. Away from the Britizh Isles other socistiss
were thriving: the Medltsrranean was encircled by sundry
vigorous Muslim states, besides the Bmpire of Byrantium
and the remnants of the Italian Roman Empire. North-
wards into Central Europe were mtill more societias,
lees wealthy or powerful parhaps but actively part of
their timas. ALl of thia and more uae going an;
Buropean affairs in the ninth century did not zevolve
eround Britain, any more than they do now.

The hulk of what you read and re-read will be lost
oa you, even if you take nates to fix facta in your
memory. But gradually, if you can repress bewlilderment
and frustration long enough, sensa will eserge Erom what
vas cnce total mystery.

Tmportant aspects will be claxified, 10 that formarly
datail no lorger cbacur what you amr ta

Possibly as a result of just such a chance sncouster
with an fdes, back in mi4-1971 & feeling for a story
came to me, and an image with it: that of a Saxon burial
caremony. Beside an open grave stood a group of men,

be studying. Furthermore, a “recursive® search pattarn
will tend to mstabliah itself, much like an industrial
deaign procadure: your studies will concentrate upon
those facets of your subject which appear weakest or



are of mont interest to you, laaving a firm foundation
ef background kneuledge for use at mhore motlce, or to
244 avmnaphere. WALL is full of cthesa leftover
as when Alfrad speaks of “raising graves®, an a
to grave sounds or tumuli; we modarns wouls

an an odd turn of phrasa (unless, say, we were members
North mmarican indian tribas which use tree

Pacursive research accepts inputs from many sources
ather than books, whether these ba in public or pnv-m
callections. ms, exhibitions, TV documentari.
chance conversations, for example.
to match cna with another. My paper Saxon and Darich
armies were on the point of joining hattla whem I paused
0 wonfar whether merely congulting an Ordnance Survay
®ap was thorough enough. From what 1°d read of the
Danes, I felt they'd nevar hava come up against Alfred
in tha suparficially obvicus place, & alopa near the
mdarn village of Edington, south of Davizas in Wilt-
shire. That doubt hit me argund taatime on a May
afternoon, 1977, (Yes, this was proving €o be a slow-
maturing vintage.) By ten a'clock that evening I wvas

There is no aubstitute if you can get it (as they say),
do sa. Standing om the gramey ramparts of Bratton
Castla, an lron Age fort used by the Danss and just
went of my origlral map-derived battlesita, with the
wina u.ppm; my jacket areund me, 1 idantified with

I knew what they must hava falt, staqgering
hr-n:m. 4 and bloody into thair atockade after the
battle: thair line of flight frem the south lies open
now a3 it surely did then, acroas miles af windy down-
land turfy to orth, west, east the Avon valley recedes

long grass. Books dan't beach you the apirit of the
place. Thay talk of kings &nd cmspaigos, bot the

of a May dawn before the nun breaks free of the head-
lamda and #111a the valleys with galden light. Their
facts come predigested, filtered

Rafarance books in particulsr can also ba liars:
eholars quoting scholare umtil they create a caamos
af thair o, and truths out of fantasy and apinicn.
You'll not find Alfred burning any cakes in WALL:the
irdicaticns are that littla rale was invented
arourd che alovanch cenfucy for 2 Franch text on history.

However, this last axample dramati ua prab-
lem: thare will oftan be occastons shem, usaided,
will have to assess ill-euported or contentious data for
their probity and decide vhether to accept or reject them.
On that f1ald trip to Wiltshire I came across a small
book in the refarance cection of the Deviees Public Lib-
rary (another reasan for field trips--local libraries
usually contain local histary mections ex collectians).

In it was a discussion of the probabla site of the

battle. 1t receives a credit in my novel because, of

all the sources I could unsarth, it made the best sense
and extricated me fram a jam. Thin wac fo country parson's
contribution to an opinicnated feud, such as I had already
ploughed mruwh in the back mmbers af the Wiltshire
Arec) 1 Nagezina, but actually went so far as to
calculate, on logistical grounds, vhera Alfred‘s forces
wauld have to have been to accard with the Chrenicle's
accaunt, and what the Danish respanses would have been
from day te day.

Thia exercise in reconstruction (by a military writer,
incidantally) leads maturally into an area of research I
have dalibarately left tm last.

Deducrion must, 1 think, be the fiction writer's
most powerful research aid. Ve are concermed with the
depiction of entire people and mettings. Our stories

i But reference mources often supply only
Having given ssmples already, I shall
ot dwall on this point. Informed interpolative guesses
will hit the mark more easily if you have immersed your-
salf in your aubject.
iE your writing trades heavily upon
suientific realism you may even need to indulge in a
relatively modern writer's pastime, numerical simulation.
Tha boom in acientific publishing and the advent of the
pocket calculator (mot to mention the home computer) have
ovarthrown tha ald order. Once, cnly Bclentimt-vriters
could parform their own quantitative resasrch into
rocketry, astrophysica and the like. Evaryone else had
ta scramble for what crumba of praparad information feil
from rich mens' sathematical tables. Today it im differ-
ent: if you want to, you taa can do those sums, readily.
Part of my backgraund work for NIGKTMATCH involved
"flying" my protagonist's spacecratt fram the Meon to
beyond Jupiter, all on paper, whilat the planata maved

d.

s fehes s o calatus thirey yeara ahead of reality.
And unl, dropped a fundasental brick samewhere, thosa

Fiqures uwn't be far out, whan "tamorrow® becames “now”.

Suddenly, we can even resaarch the future—in some ways.

Castmg the joimt “Taka your hare whem it is cased,”
advised Hannah Glasse in her Art
Of Coakary, and thereby dismissed as irrelevant the whole
Business of waylaying and bagying the brute im the firat
placa. Ton often, the remearcher's efforts are ower-
Tooked, yer vitnoms the £il11ng wha could enjoy the pla?
Sa lar us hunt hare.
lacet immediately we come to a halt. We must face
the fact that neithar "research® nor its methods can be
taught in any systematic fashion, for the will to learn
and the wit o identify vhat 1a usaful are innate qual-
ities, although they can be developed by practice
Experience has nu]ht me that one should pat ba toa
much in ave of in
ancyclopaeding can b 3 useful atart; it is also customary
to direct the potential repearche: towards newspapers,
spacialist books and magazines, maps. catalogues, odd
docupents, even photos and paintings. Ta the walker T
would recommend visits to museuma, exhibitians, historic
(.nd centemporary) bulldings and sites. However, s
@ house of informaticn opans 1f you are willing
:u Adosl unusual approaches tc the hunting of sources.
ofticial 1 .nd u.a. are
to some
degree. they will try to .hm, you off quickly as an
intruder on their tranquil lsthargy. So be wily: choosa
your moment. I nearly always phone, because samecne has
to answer, whereas lotters can be ignored. You should
see the astronamical bills: but it's worth it...T think.
Gat the names of rhose you deal with. Break the insti-
tutional mood they're probably in by avaiding formaliry,
though ba palire: draw them out of that place, emotion-
ally. Sudderly, ten-to-one, the Flood gates will open.
But never overload your source. Back off if you nense
yOu are outstaying your welcome, thark them, and part an
good terms. You may need their halp agals. Besides.
9004 mammers cost mothing. (And be prepared, where
lppxwpxllt-, ta give credit to sources.]
few afficial bodles have commercial intarests.
These '111 be as ready to give casual help as any civil-
ised pazson but their very nature requires thew to ses
nome advantage in going further. So get your angle
right: potential publicity for them or their class of
products 1s strang medicine. By publicity I do mot
mean blatant advertising; anyons who asks it of you
hould be resisted, firmly. A positive or balanced
attitude in what you write im beat: or very oftem they
will respond to the valid argument that you'd rather
hava the facts correct than misrepresent their product
or line of business. 1 onca chtainad some extremely
deta{led technical informatian on diamonds that way,
information which in due course will come in handy (and
for which I was most grateful) .
Subtler research verges on datective work: you find
& man who knows a woman vho knowa & man...and eventuslly
you track down the ane expert in the world who can answer
Your questian. Oba nat imagine that the infarmation you
zeck Lz unavailable, sigply because it does rot come to
hand at once; it smay have been filed under amother head-
ing. In KIGRTMATCH there are some swallows: in
these are drah birds) hut 1 wanted Amarican swallows,
which I knew ta be comparatively garish, and it took a
phane-chase through several nts of the British
Museum (Matural Bistory) to £ind the one Ran who had
recantly returned from generalised field work in the
Amaricas and who could describa these hirds and their
aigratary habits. Hla wider sxperiance was then distilied
Lnto the few limes called for in the bock.
Then therm iz the serious detective work, Lmvalving
real secrets. which iz way aut of the league af moat of

powartul individuals is blundering into a different
game entirely. I mention it to show that our territory
in not clearly femced, nor ara the landmines marked.

Never be afraid to ask unusual questions. Once
your source learns you have a good reason, he or she
will oftan be helpful and farthcoming. In WALL, I had
to know how far a horme could he expacted to carry a rider
over open country, eo 1 asked a riding school. On the
other hand, thera are moments whera extrems caution ia
called for, as vhen I quizzed the aacident unit of a local
hogpital on the symptoms of antimony poisoning. Mot much
atfort was required to imagine tha thoughts running
threugh my acurce's mind on occasion! 5till, they
did tall ma, poch ia the mys T a writer wields...

A word of hopefully .up.ruumu warning. I hava found




it pays not to belabour the purpose of the research. The
Proportion of the public which reads books thase days is
small--about cne percent was an eatimate I heard recently

professional people, not easily impressed and limkle to
react negatively to anyone they feel im trading on the
image of his job rather than hie personal ability. Your
bigyest asset is the impresaion of competence which you
convey early in the interview. (Getting your bIuff im,
remember?) Lastly, there is always the remote chance that
you may hit on the one person who swoons at the very
thought of talking to a Real Author. Rare folk, but some
@0 exist. In that case, the subject you were trying to
Tesearch will tend to take back seat to superficial con-
versation. So, on balance, I prefer to play down why I
vant the informatien, once I have justified my impertin-
ence in asking for it.

Scme cats meratch, In this articla I have shown
scme bite :m: cats can indeed be skinned

many ways. To balance tha rosy
prospect suggested thus !u. of factual bounty avaiting
the diligent remeazcher, I now ought to post a few warn-
ing motices. Tha feline mataphor is useful, for the haz-
ards can be likened to five kinds of cat: a kittem, a
tiger, a Cheshire, a Coodle, and & tail-less Manx.

earch is a tool, not an end in itself. Yet the
pleasure of discovery can distract the writer from his
original objective sc far that the vision which on
guided hin is lost eight of. Like a kitten with a ball
of wool, he can become entangled in his toy.

The tiger lies waiting in the long grass with only ita
tail-tip visible, twitching like a lure. Go after that
tail and you have hold of more than you expected--recall
the saying? Same research can turn aut that you
don't exactly become lcsm you aimply find that the size
of the job averwhelms you. WALL was one of these: it
Gemanded ore. and more safezerce booke 1o feed irs appet-
ite for detail

Il Cheshire Cat vaylaid Alice with his absurd emile
and 0d4 conversation. A calourful enigma, he seezed ta
promise assistance. For us he represents the dead end wa
must learn to recognise before we lose too mich time. To
quote the source: This time it vanished quite alowly,
beginning at the end of the tail,and ending with the grin,
which remained aome time after the rest of it had gome.

The Coodle is another absurdity. Its close curls are
ostentatlous and suguest an animal designed for show, mot
use. Regearch often works best if left in the background.

the Manx? Poor thing, it is undeniably a cat,yet
somehow it does not quite appear to work properly as one.
Sometimes, despite your best efforts, the result lacks a
few details--unless you can arrange to present it to the
reader at the right angls
Wiy hother? Who cares if the facts are right or mot?

After all, most of what we write is meant
to entertain, not educate.

re are certainly instances where the truth can be
stretched to enhance the dramatic effect; whether you
carzy it off depends on your narrative ability. However,
here are six reasons off the top of my head why you
should at least check your facts.

ne, to eatisfy perecnal taste. If you too hate to
see a wall half painted, you'll locate an extra can of
pun: for the sake of a job well done.

Two, because the facts have to be correct. In "hard"
sf, for example, much of the appeal derives frem the
extrapolation of what is known into the Unknown; so
atarting from false premises is pointless. Accuracy in
text books does not require justification.

Three, because the market demands it, Cultural
shibboletha are slurred at the writer's peril. One
should try to depict any character's eyetem of beliefs
accurately, especlally if drawn from 1ife: I include
religions and obsessions as typified by Trek- and

R-mania. Self-preservation at least ousht to goad &
writer into handling the beliafa of othera responsibly,

Four, to test the limits. If we are not to outrage
the reader's credulity, we should start with some idea of
how far to develop cur fantasies. That day-to-day exper—
ience which was mentioned earlier gives evary readar a
yardstick by which to measure them. retain command,
to recognisa vhen to include axplanation or miedirection,
we require a map of the territory we are crossing.

Five, for inspiration. Any writer who drawa solely
wpon his inner reacurces is asking for trouble. Research
will enlarge his stock of crestive rav matarial. It can
suggest developments of plat, theme, setting, character-
isation and mo forth, too.

Six, out of respect for the reader. Fe knows we're
lying ta him. All he asks is that we do it well.

my secret life with

Dayvid & Charles
dave langford

This ia the stary of a sardid entanglement with David & Charles
Ltd; the story of one man's struggle with the opathy which dwalt
in his inmoat soul, and of how he conquered It through stem morol
courage and feer of certain panalty clauses in the confract. It is o
story which would have shacked millions of TV viewers on
Nm' {only the plans fall thraugh) and thrilled countless

lers of the Dgily Telegroph c‘?mi?g%’@ (only thase plans
r.ll through as well)-—the true ry of my in 2 Thy
Future of Military Tachnology , the non-fiction h ng e"ﬁ'?ﬁ"rhe
Times [%T__gry' Supp) — A (only the plans fall
#hrsoghl.

] issi
#. F;%. ﬁr fa o book and then set abaut selling T, Some,

less enargy and more sense, are content to plon the book and
try for a contract an the basls of an outline and a sample chepter.
And some have greatnes thrust upon them, being roused from their
habitual stuper by a letter fran David & Charles saylng "How'd
you like to write us a book here was o camplex chain of
causation behind this letter: o friend of Oxford who'd joined a
publ; g firm hod once had me scribble a science article for the
encyclopaedia he was editing (o commission which shook my blfnd
faith in ancyclopaedios==-gacd grief, thay're written by ordinary
dolts for such sordid purposes as making money?); a certaln Paul
Barnett connected with the same Firm had recalled my name after
moving to DAC o resident whizz-k1d. Hls crectlve talant consisted

itles fike W, and then locatlng same
writer to handle the rifling de'§| (’?%% 45,000 words of them).

This sounds fearfully in=group and elltist, but Its surprising how
aften you know tomeane wha knaws sameone whe s leoking for o
writer. ..

The next step wes dinner with Paul, who came to stey in a poky
Reading hotel {thare are no good hotels in Reading: aspiring
writers should live in Londan) and explainad how he'd been
muttering "Curse yau, Langfard" each time he bumped his head on
the low celling, Iripped over the chomber pot, or found k
braakfost toast halF devoured by rats and cackroaches. A good deal
of placatory wine and beer later, we ssttled an @ rough outline for
the book (“First bit, weopons nowadays; sacond, weapans of the
near furure; third, rip off sf idecs"), | was Tnstrueted fo sobmit o
detailad synopeis in one week and o 5,000-ward sample chapter
the week after that. | boggled, but followed orders and sprainad
my frontal lobes with concentroted thaught aver the next farmight.
The claver sofution was ta write about something requiring minimal
reseorch———satelllras, ICBMs, lasers, atc——al| of which became a
chaptar titled "War in Near Space”, whase delicately purplish
prosa earned me £100 of proliminary advance.

Drbbling ot the prasect of further largessa, | ergved
permission to write tha rest of the book.

the relentless pracess=-—my somple chapter
having shawn nmt | ot lsast knew where ta put the samicolons——
was for the publisher to lasue o contract. Now even an irmeproach=
ably reputeble firm (as David & Chrles were befare thay signad
me on) does not Instontly offer o new author the same terms it
wauld to Ixaac Asimov; after consulting a few friends whe'd
already been through it all, ths particular new writer was lured
Inta the bellef that o better deol could be arranged. The choices
were either fo storm the D&C bastions single-handed or to hite &
merconary in the form of o ITharary agent; perversely | chose the
first altemative ond settlad down to haggle over perfectly

standard clauses demending (s Chrix Priest puts It) nothing more
than that the Author should deliver his wife, sultably garbed in a
soe-through chiffan gown, for a perlad of full copys
Cawpar onca claimed to have 1een on old-fashioned publisher's
contract containing tha clouse -ya Seriba shall ba (logged.
But | think he wes lylng.)




The hoggling ended in o suitahly campromialng positlon;
towards the end of 1977 | sigred a ravised controct and Hried not
to 1hink tos hard about tha dellvery deod|ina (30 June 1978} It
toamed much mors cgreechle o grab my ona—third of the full
advance {lha other tea thirds baing payobla an MS dalivery and
on publication respectively) and ta treat mysslf to tha new
typawrlter I'd wented for so lang.

1) Research
Recently | met on amiring writer who wished 1o be told
several thousand things |ike publishers' and agents' oddresies:
ot once my customary mask of omnisclenca slipped and |
O .ly nm.mmu that he shell out o faw quid for the
.“ Anlsy' vmmu (AAC Block, £2.25), tha

| ['SF Yegrbook (Pierrot, £2.95) or svan a BSFA
mmg i p, encbling him to wallow in the cerebral titlllation
of Facus, He was horrified ar the mare thought of this expense;
he'd fiow wrlttan two novels and was siruggling to sell them, bwt
aetually buying the relavent reference hooks was wholly alien fo
his natwre. This man fs probably @ cratin. Shrawdly reasaning
that aven a humble brickiayar Is expected to buy his own taols,
I've accumulated nat only the cbave warks but alse a good
dlctlonery, Fowler's Moden Engllsh gg%. ond on ancyelopaedia
(all essantlals), plus several rarely vsed though frequantly
recommended items like o thesawrus, a dictlonary of quotations
ard Eya Among the Blind by Robert P. Holdslock. Dabblers in
hord Tcianca 'Enﬂl..d i haxd 1o do without tha CRC Hondbook
of Chamistry hy mam but axperiva. Mest of tham
Bools came 2080, o did New Scientist ond

.‘r"ﬁ ¥, from which | Hole ol | the

_{ﬂ; T._'a x.mk Twermagarines balanca eech other
New Scientist these doys is laft~wing to the point where
a better momelrep. o is fearfully denounced ar lecding inaxorably to
pollution, multiple genocide and the grinding—down of the Th
World, whilst A,_xmb..w-k {a U. 5. meg) regords each batter
moumlirgp o @ .._mﬁml.;h u..m.. have constructed
bllllons of
ready 10 d

“Amarican Way of L.h ot the drop of a semovar.

Tha more tediously conventional sclantific facts were extrocted
ithout teo much effort fram my old physles texts (the greot avan—
tage of o dagree In physics is thet you hava al| them old books
leH avar to ramind you of what you've forgaMen) and countless
othar books which looked vegualy relavant and were duly beught
1f chaap enough. Spotting errors wes the hardest part -—even
Aslmav's Guide h Scl has mirlaading petches, o revel,
Which will's ;ﬁmﬁ.‘gﬁhn of memy. A cartaln gmount of peking

ot my pocket calculgtor to chack things ITke the Impact energy af
colllding planets. ..o swift pillaging of futuristle notions from the
3,000 sf books [ittering the housa. . .an sndiess wccassion of
medltative visits ta the pub. .

4) The Alpas Almm sg e Act of Crmation
im gy | eep o firaight faca. Let's Iry again—-

5) wmm n.. m Thing
a somple chapter end variow notes 1crawled ot
the b.glnnlng of 1978. 1 alsn hod post-convantlon shack from
Skycon (Ecster '78). The DAC dendline ntill loamed ot 30 June,
surging down Hhe 1imeline lowords poar helplau me. | started
typing In aornest——and in ctork feor—on Apsil Fools' Day. The
idae wea to write 1,000 words each day until the end of May,
revliing earller chapten during brecks in drafting lotar ones, ond
leaving Juna for final revi production of feir copy and seaing
my tollor chaut o tasteful Sraitjocket.

| wes olbo working Full=time for tha CivHl Servica. The inert
body slumpad over my desk each day bacome quite o landmark, 1'm
told.

You'll appraciate, then, thet your namator does nal remember
teo much cbaut the actual, delirlows wrlting proces. It was good
fun——throwing In weird focts from the Notar and orcane references
from the 1f callaction, salting with o faw large numbers (1028 was
a spaclal favourlte) and spri with jokes, adding crazed bm
obout f fans, denunciations of Erich von nunw.n hilrious
wittlchams about i h hol .From my
hera are some cunning hints for cuthors (m lua:.u.’lly workable
for cuthors who ora not me): Use on alectrlc typewriter or your
fingers wil| drop off, Keep o pen handy for Instent carections—

~and the retearch notes were camplets.

0o flddilng with x's on the typawriter. Ploca gll fonzines gnd ron-
calevant books In'a time—lockad vault to raduca distractions. Da
tha wame 1o clocks and watches laxt the opproach af {say) elosing
time sepp your will to wark. Dua not forgat to el

| dropped ane chapter out of tha synapsis becowse it bored ma,
But avan so tha book tumed aut far toa long {Hazel counted evary
word) and hod 1o be furiouly cut during the Frst week of Juna. It
ended 1p with 72,000 words aut of a contracred 65,000, and tha
peracatamol bottle wos empty. Afer all thix, | somehow lazt
contral and dellversd the MS teveral days ton sasly—apparently
half the editerial staff at DAC swoaned and began to fear for thalr
joba, since 50% of thelr time is sent In comxing work from reluci—
ant authors who are succesivaly 111, busy, on holiday, unavaildble,
sufferlng from writer's black end 11| again. An egonizing and
wapansa-illled weak loter, Paul rang up to breock the evil news.
Ha wanled to suggest some chonges, he sald. | quiversd in nomales
dracd, eorvinced that cheptar after chopter of rawriting lay ohend
af me, a prospect fully o1 entlcing as that of counting the full stops
In Dhalgran . Five minutes later wa hod ngreed on the thrae ane-
word changen required, and for a long time oftarwerds | lay back
weakly mumuring "Bloody hell." It stl1 seems smehow impeasible.

6) Aftarmath

Of curte there was more to come. Finding sultable illusirations
wes enough to empty & racond paracatamol bottle, nvolving as it
dld andlass fetters 1o the Scienca Musaum, whe would refer me ta
the Imparil War Musaum, who wald sithar tand ma the wrong
plcturs or rafer me fo America, whence my quarles generolly got
na reply ot all. (1 did berrer by followlng up creditad picturas In
New Sclantist and even Analog.) And thera wa the sublime joy
of carreciing tha long unmanageabls galley proafy and weiting far
the wide unmanageable page proofs with ol | the same erors or—
better sti{i—naw onas.

Thara ware some strange 1ide-affacts af War in 2080: for exampla,
tha quoting of a very silly ttory of mina ull"""s.. irates of the
Blood Asteraid” led ta an Inquiry and tha subsequent iole of the
stary to DAC's sf onthalegy Aries, edited by the mysteriow “John
Grant”, whom nobody knows 13 really Poul Bomett. Then DAC want
stark mad ond decided ta commsian o sacond beak, not long fo ba
danted you (It's cbut flying saucers; | bet you can hardly walt) and
ta make "’;“_'Lw their laad tltle for Spring ‘79, avoilable In all
pood boakshaps of o mere £5.95, pousibly the finest work of non-
fiction stnce ({(Enough of this.-~—Rob & Chris)). Foma, pawer,
maney; U. & , Australion, boak elub and paperbuck sales. .. | war
becoming more and more bemused ond sgotistical untll put in my
place by Paul, who sent a Wr In 2060 raviow from th U. 5.
Publlshar's Weokly: this sold d A brifllant wrlte: Which, Poul
explalnad, means "a writer who has a brilllont editer™.

Such @ tactful mgn. | wonder why he's laft D&C?

SONNET ONE BILLION AND ONE

Warbling at my diodes - syntax scin

—and fed hy sansora, censoring |
Composing a welter af wil and whim. metering
cadences, and making |ilted matres tit:
Pondering the advaniages of writing
verse not by the line but by the bit
(in thin lies my potential - building
up my memary and then racallingil);
And add ta thai the fact that | am cheap,
canvenient and chic...
Yen I, 1 truly am the pertect bard
- & paet of silican chip.
Re-entering my programme loop anew,
Soon | shall commencs Sonnei Ona Blilion and Two

Cyril Simsa



skiing the methane
snows of pluto

Jonathan v. post

(Hi-Times Excluaive: 9#3§51 :Persephone City)

Doctor Leary O'Leary today became the first
human to ski the Methane Snows of Pluto. Dr. L.,
a seasoned veteran of Jovian System campetition,
twice winner of the Callisto Open, and 4th seeded
Vacuum Downhill money-winner, reports live. Holo-
tupe on Channel Z81 (CREDIT ENTRY . NOW .

irst of all, I'd like to thank my teacher,
the legendary Khan Joel Kroll, who taught me on
the rugged Volcanoburg terrain of Io, and also
my out—of-body master, Tertium Quid. We'll cut
to holotapes of my epic adventure after thia
paid plug from the Sponsor's Combine.” (SCAN V&%)

Are your Airplants foul? More foul than fair? No air at
117 Call MutoBan, for fast, fast chrommsome relief.

Ri from Ri-Times, this is your Reaction
Reparter from Network 2z, with an exclusive view
of Doctor Leary O'Leary, here in the lovely
Pomegranate Deme of far-flung Persephone City.
Dr. L., would you care to give as a guick in-
scan of your momentous day?

Check, Luigi. Well, as these tapes show, I'm
a star-class skier on all the local slopes. Here
1 am, setting the course record of 17 back somer-
saults, with five full twists, at the 2045 Hestia
Hotdog Finalse. And here, on Ganymede's treacher-
ous Ben-Gurion Downhill, clocking over 300 kil-
cmetres per hour on my patented O'Leary Thermo-
magnetic Racerblades. That's Sir Joshua with the
loving cup.

But Pluto is a different bag of fish altog-
ether. Coming up, our landing site tapes, with
a terrifying view of the deadly slopes them—
selves.  (SCAN #%%)

This yoghurt tagtes 1ike crap. Why don't you try mine?
True, blua, Claney Island yoghurt, made from natural RNA-
controlled bacteria. Say, this True, blue, Cloney Island
isn't bad. I think I'll get soma now. Hallo? I'd like some
True, blue, Cloney Island yoghurt, in my favourite flavour.
That's True, blue, and good for you. No crap!

Here we are, falling from Polar orbit, and
there is the pite of our great adventure. This
cliff drops 3 kilometrea ta knife-blade growths
of crystalline ammonia. The pulsing arrow shows
my planned descent from here, Wizard's Peak, to
Death Valley, a trail no human ever blazed. This
is the landing, moft as moss, thanks to grizzled
Captain Werthiemer Atari. That's me with the
traditional flag. Oops, there it goes into the
slush. One muat watch aut for those Argon patches!
Notice my suit, the patented 0'Leary Nucleonic
Shock Suit, good to absolute zers and 20 G's.
Even my airbox is special, ‘cause I really gulp
the oxy when I'm perfarming to the limit. Come
with me now, on thie death defyxng nde, after
a flash from the Combine. Al

Sorry, honay, I can‘t get It up. Can't get it up?
Can't get it up. Rave you trisd new OrgoneTokes? Fo, let
me try ons. WNow, what a boner, baby! Yum, amd it tastes
good too, and tha filter Ia recessed! Stuff it, honey,
I've already had my OrgoneTokes today. Can‘t get it up?
Try new OrgonaTokes!

hs you can see, the Sun is just another star,
s0 foto-floads from the orbiting Laserbanks give
us thie inviting glow. You can see the vapour
plumes rise from my skis, and here we zoom to

me. Just lock at that slalem! A erater rim like
that could mean a nasty spill. I've taken a few
falle now and then. This cut shows a snowshovel
too late in the Callisto Open Qualifiers. Even

my airbags couldn't save my ribcage that timel

My athletic transplants are fully covered, of
courme.

Bere comes a blind jump over a cave. Did you
fee those icicles 1ight upr A broken stalactite
here nearl t my suit a nasty rip, and here's
a"lovely outside roll to clear some Nitrogen
rubble. Here's the view from my ski tips, in
high cantrast ultraviolet. Note the layered
effect at the outer edges? Scientists believe
that these snows were layed down and compressed
over a billion year period, and the layers come
from clipatic variations.

t me remind you that na one ever skied on
Pluto hefore, remarkable as that sounds. Colon-
ists (they hate that wordl) use flatboots out-
side, but the tricky thermal effects, and the
dangerously heterotropic snow, rule out ordinary
skis. My route was tested by a skiing roboid, as
this cut shows. Actually, we used 9 roboids
befare the run waa fully mapped. These are killer
slopes, here on Pluta. We'll be back in juat a
moment.  (SCAN 4%%)

Mant a mayor lound for glory? Vote for Desdemona
Jones! Want an end to Energy Corruption? Vote for Dasdem—
ona Jones! Mant to see the Grungoids prosecuted? Vote for
Desdemona Jones! Your wote counts todays Citizens-for-
Janes, Ticket "J%.

Here we are again, with Doctor Leary O'Leary,
a graduate of Bigbucks Academy, at the nearly
fatal denouement of the heroic ski-adventure in
the Methane Snows of Pluto. I'm your Hot-Jets
Reporter Luigi Lane, Network Z., and now back to
the amazing br. L.

Ziggy bought it on Ziggy's Peak, on Titan.
Rogerson cracked up on Coonskin Cliffs. Baretti
never made it down Mt. Wilson, and the Great
Duke himeelf was splattered cver a kilometre of
Nereid's anly live volcano. I thought my time had
come right here, in Red Box Canyon.

The snow beneath me opened up, and my laat
verti-charge misfired. 1 screamed into this
crevasse at almost 200 klicks. Miraculously, I
was tearing right along the crevasses axis,
parallel to and almost able to touch the deadly
walls. The snow on the bottom was oxygen, believe
it or not, and my neutron-sampler switched my
skis to the right temperature with not a second
to spare. Here I am, up the natural ramp, which
saved my genes indeed! Now I'm doing a quadruple
snap-roll and a double Swan out of pure joy. This
touchdawn, for all its vapour, was a piece of cake.

My training, my superb co-ordination, and
my natural tranguility because of my spiritual
teacher, Tertium Quid, who was with me on the
Astral Plane, pay off. Here, in slo-mo, is that
scene again. Really sets your teeth on edge, eh?

Well, I'm Luigi Lame, your Cronkite-on-the-
apot for Network Z., and here's our final scan
of the amazing and resourceful Doctor Leary
O'Leary. Now here's our Cosell, in the flashn\q
suit, with our award. That's Dr. L. cli
out of a well-worn mecond-skin, setting down the
winning skis, there's the champagne, hey, watch
it1, and just look at the bruises on her tits!
Or. L., you are a true competitor, and a sports-
woman we can all be proud of.

Don't touch that squee-jee, stay with Luigil
We'll report later on the avalanche in Death
Valley, Pluto, and the damage to the archeolog-
ical site there, where scientists claim visitors
from another solar system may have walked
million years ago! See it on your mitely news,
perhaps.

Thia has heen a Hi-Times Exclusive, cream
of the Outer Planets’ Hews, and stay tuned for
and ing the

Hnn—!atan Lizards of Triton”
Channel 2205.
(CREDIT ENTRY ... NOW)

. Holotape en
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writing a novel?
do!

christopher priest

An advertissmant he appeored In recent luues of Yactor in which
1t 1y suggesiad thet mmeona conildaring writing a naval would do
wall e consldar preporing a "portion-and-outlIne” Instead. The
advartlmmant polnts out that more ond mora publlthers are actual ly
asking o ses outlines In prefarence to Anlthed manuicriph. 1t alsa
arques (bacaum It Ts, after all, frylng to mil a yitem) that
praporing on outline I nat anly a seving In tima, money and ichawr,
but can actually halp cracte o better finlshed work.

{Fer the sake of the uninftated, & portlan-and-outllne conslsts
of a 1omple af the actual taxt—usually the fint few chaptan—
plus @ synopsls of the remainder of the taxt. )

1 don't wish to argue with the cantral conrentiors of the
odvartime, but | thought 1t might ba halpful 1o ditcums tha merity
or atharwiaa of nbmitting work in this form. | con write with o
cartoln amount of exparienca, heving wld thras of my flva
published rovals tn this way.

Twn novals, Fi r o i

ond A Drwom of
No

wera & oa complate monueeripts. No one
amything of aithar of tham before they ware finished.

Ot tha other thras only the fir, I*IQE nalrm, comes close 1o
having baan wld In the fonm of pure porfion-and—outline. | hod
wld & srory callad ‘Tha Infarmgator to Tad Camail's New
W, in SF saclas, | Follawed this up whth o sequal, which Ted
p#‘.? mly rajected. Scon after this | gave up my job to

et weltlng fulb-tima. Thinking that the twa starles could well
grow Info a novel (togethar thay gmounled to ebout 20, 000 words),
1 put togathar o tynapsls af the whala projacted stary, and, through
my egent, tha baok wes sold 1o Faber. | startad wriling tha noval
Immadlately ond daltverad it almos befora the Ink an the contract
was dry. As | was than a tatally unknawn quantity (nat to mention
quallty), Fober ook a carsiderdble chonce an this. . .but | row
know that mich a chonce | typical of a Hm that for many yeans
has baan giving much quiet 1upport and ancouragemant ta new
poat, playwrighh ond novelists. Fohar authors are natorlouly
loyal to the firm, for recsons aunlders navar really

1 can 111l sea the of baing ebla to
sl a novel without actually willing ana. ..o of leost, pastpontng
ermful momant whan you hava To gel down to wark.

Bacouse of this temptation, let me iy to distanca mysalf from my
awn exparlancas and try te axpand a [iftle an the ldsa o on ldaa.

In tha st placa, the odvartisemant sayi: “Weiten' market llsts
shaw more and more publichars esking kor parfon—and-outling
submisslons rother than full monuscriph”. Tha odvanment doasn't
sy exacily, bul | prasume we ore telking about putl Ishan of
sclanca fickion, o tmllor categeries.

1'va just been gning through the “market” reparts |uted In the
g,%-_qﬂnd tha Sclance Fiction Writars af America, Over the ot
fwilve manths or sa o total of 36 American and 7 British publither
have announced their requiramants.

Of tha Amarican publishers, only ona (Yictaria Schochat of
Barklay/Putnem) spacks diractly outlines. She seyni "Almost
all the materlal wa accept are ravals ond wa prafar o complated
draft; we rarely buy partlals®. On the athar hand, avan publishers
{Dala Booka, Arga Boaks, Crown Publlihars, Dal Rey Boola, Harpe:
&Row, Playboy Praa ond Prantica-Hall) tay that they will canslder
outlInas, although In soma coses they da edd quallficatians. Arga
requira o complete mamacript for juvanlle fictlon; Dal Ray Ing
1saing o detalled plat-mmmary Including wlution; Playboy
Frem will occapt outlinas only from astoblished authors; and Prentlca-
Hall sqy thay will gccept outlines but prafar to mealve complated
manucrpts.

Tha ramaining 28 Amarican publishers are non—commitul an the
ks,

Of tha British publishan, two (Victor Gollancz and Rabart Hale)
sy they will et conaidar outlines but will enly reed completed
menucripts. Naw English Libsary offer some hope; Carola
Edmunds says, “We find ony orlginal scisnce fiction is difficult
10 sall In pfficlant quantlty, and we tand ta concantrote on
reprints from other companier hordback |lst, If m~for-unpubl Ished
thay simgly must opproach us with thelr work, than Tn
thalr Tntarest cs well ax aurs, corsidering the appalling cost of
postage, an outlina and o coupla of chapler or sa is prefershle. ™

The remeining 4 BrltTsh publishars are nan-committel.

So thare you have T1: 7 out of 36 Amerlcan publishen, and 1
out of 7 Britlsh publishers, sy they ars wllling to rad novals In
outline, and most of thosa have apporent reservetions about it.

This sort of objacti: ammant of tha presant "market"
suggests thet tha tellers’ market in outlines Tt not quite as hot ox
clalmad. Publithers saem T conlinua ta prafar reeding complated

levarted World come Into balng o o lang novelette, alm fimt
publishad fn Weitings in SE | was gaing thmugh a bt af o bod
potch, ond I oma desperdtion | thowed the story i bath Fobar
and my than Amarican publithar, Harpar & Raw, asking tham if
they thought the dea could mstein o aaval. Bath did, ond signed
i up without pre—condition (and without my having to pravide o
plot-summarny).

I tried 1o write ond ml| Tha Spoce Machine ca a whola manu-
script, bul the actual writing of tha book fook manths and manthe.
Halbway thvaugh | ran aut of monay, and In on oftempt 1o subsidize
tha remolindar of tha book | sant o lang tyropels, with selacted
textual quotations, ko America. Ar avanis furned aut this mercenary

schema coma o naught. The publither took 1 long ta moke up hin
mind that | had virtually Finishad the roval before on offer come
through,

Ona laarni navar to say "navar” about writlng. . . but | think |
thail never agaln try to sall a novel bafare It Iy writtan. Thic Is an
antirely personal daclsion, and 1s nat Intended 1o ba maant o
advica 1o athart. | now find It almost Imgemible to saa In advance
tha way o book might develop, and wharsas In tha ald days | was
dflclantly cheaky ra alobarate an imaginary plot, nowadays I'm
laas eanfldent and prafer to watch o plot gorw arganleally.

althaugh hly thay will oll mcke axceptiont
1o tha rule.

Something alse you might have to atk yoursalf Ts this: iF |
submit @ syropals to o publisher, and he ograes fa 11, am | thare-
fora forcad 16 follow that synapais willy=nilly? What would
heppan If | wanted to chonge tha plat while tha book It being
writtan?

The advertisemant daals with this in pauing, describing an
outline ar "o non—restrictlva madmep®. . . thus implying that a
sccenful cutline suggests a oute you might drive along, but
doas not lImlt you 1o the shartest ar mest cbvlaus way. You wifl
be fme, it wami ta sqy, to axplors the country (onet or mak a
scenlc datour.

AFter my experience with tha thre novals | mentionad, | concur
with this. Onca tha confracts were raisad no mantlon of the
synapser wot avar mode agnin. | might jurt have bean lucky. . .but
remambar that H mora fa a naval than the plaot. Publishers
racognlza thit a1 readlly o1 writers and readers. Fram thelr polnt
of view, tha Irus functlan of o portion-and-cutline 11 ta convey
arallgbla Imprawian of tha type of noval the auther I proposing

rﬁ.%‘;h [eartalnly recd tha plot-synopils to galn oma
Iraight inta how the author It Intanding ta rasmive his cantral
concarms, but thay will not regard it as thay wauld an estimate




from @ bullder, say, for putting an extension an o house.

In my view, the principal danger of warking out the plot of o
novel before it Is written is that the plot might gain, in the
welter's mind, an ascendancy it would not otherwite have. But in
practical terms, unless the author wilfully sats out to write
stary that I fundomantally different fram the synopsia he has
submitted, there is no real |lkellhood of him selling his integrity
for a mess ef platting.

8ut whet about the (iterary temptations, setting asida the
practical cansiderations of "market”

| put o rhetorical quest’
hos to be sold, o is

ion bo yau: is a novel something that
something that has te be written?

Thia 15 whet 1t really holls down fo, and your own answar,
withoot any prompting from me, should tell you where you stand
1f a novel to you is something that it o lot of words

litergture, then perhaps selling a portion-ond-autline is &

us a way of getting what you went os any ather.
Altematively, you might consider novel-writing ta be q fam of
artistic endeavour, something that should be unsullisd by the
sordid transactions of the market-piace.

Probably the sensibla wey is a pragmatic accammodation with
both. Living ond working in the West as we do, we are part of o
capitalist system, cne, whether we Iike it ar not, where {iterature
is disseminated by commerciol enterprise. Literature is o form of
expression, but Tt is ol @ form of communication, and publication
is the only sure way of reaching an audience. | tand, whenever |
talk obout the "market" for n n
cammas. . . becouse the "market”——the publishen, the mogazines,
the television compenies, etc ~—are not the actual morket, the
audlence, but the deorways through which we have o pass 1o
reach the people. A publisher ot best can only hope to guess or
estimate what it is the qudience reclly wants, and thus he ar she
will lay down wht they call their requirements. To fallow these
requirements too slavishly will enable the author to give the

ublisher what he wanti. . .but is that the same thing as what the
writer Intands or the recder wants?

| suspact that to sell novels in outline s ta satisfy the demands
of the “market”, but not to safisfy the demands of the market .
The gppreci n of litereture emounts to a quiet dialogue batween
writer ond reader. Both wriing and reading are salitary pursuits.
The writer expresses himself In h1s gwn wey ond in hls own tima,
and through the printed word shares his expression with the reader.
One of the principal plecsures of- reading is the feeling that one
is somehow in touch with another humen being.

All thls seams to be getting off the paint, which is whether or
not one should submit half-campleted work to publishers. .. but in
my view the very questlon i itself away from the polnt.

A successful writer satisfies three demands: his o, his
publisher's and his reader® ing of a
portion-and-outline will help ar hinder this aim, except that bt
seems to offer the attractlons of a short-cut. |'ve dobbled in
autlines mysa!f, os | have said, and | think now | hove learned
better. Novel-writing ia hard graft, and sooner ar later you heve
10 get down 10 the Facl that rwo or three hundred sheets of blank
paper have to have words written an them. As the wards are the
writer's only stock in trads, it is on thase that he should concen-
trate the most. There are no short-cuts to that, or nane that |
have aver found. Better by lor to worry about whether what yau
write is any goad or nol. . . e well you can be
sore thet rhe macket® wil be seeking you, 1t will halp you find
an audience of your own, and might well make you fat and comfy
and jolly in the pracess.

(June 1979)

market space

ot just another paperback house, hut an 'aggressive new
approach to the publishing and prowotion of books': that's
the (most likely to be called) Vizain Books, a subsidiary
enterprise of Virgin Records, taking shape this July under
the managing direction of Maxim Jakubowski (5till putting
his team together] and destined to open officially in mid-
September .

Virgin Records have a reputation for both quality and
hard sell, and Jakubowski expects to extend that philosophy
into the assorted book lines that will be produced under
his management. He's going to be very seloctive in unat
he Luys: he wants to 'create the image of quality', prod-
wing no more than forty or £ifty titles a year (most
paperback houses produce twenty or thirty titles a month,
most of them sirking without trace) each book being attend-
ad to in detail as regards promotion and publicity. 'Aggres-
sive promotion will be important--massive publicity, espec-
ially in the music magazines, which reach an enormous
audience--gimmicks like crazy!

For writers working in the sf field the news is that
he will be buying only six titles a year, all of th
outright originals--no reprints fram hardcover--and hope-
fully buying World English Language Rights (although this
is negotiable). Virgin Books will take a percentage of all

*rights requirement': no money is mentioned yet, but in
'we will he more than competitive
with other paperback housee'.

hlthough his personal tastes in sf lie towards th
surreal, quieter kind of fantasy, Jakubowski's editorial
tastes at Virgin will be totally catholic--hard sf, near
and far future, historical bias, fantasy no problem: the
emphasis will be on quality of wriring and conception. He
hopes to make the list a powerful and memorable one.

If eix af titles 2 year is depreseingly low, the good
news is that plans are being ®ooted to run one OF two theme
anthologies, perhaps a mixture of reprint and original
material, and also to establish a regular paperback magazire
But those plans lie in the future, dependent on the early
succees of the venture.

Other Fiction lines to be published, besides sf,
2 line of erctic books, of similar approach ta Olymp:
Press, that 1s to say 'up-market erotica', literary auas
being of paramount importance. There will also be a lins
of 'different' books, the srrange uncategorisable types
©of novel (he guotes Brautigan and Pynchon as examples of
what he means) that will be given opecial market tremtment,
special promotion. He hopes to establish cult reputations
f£rom among this line.

)mlude

AMYBINLOGYES : regrettably, the hopes of two years ago.
that by 1980 there would be three regular anthology series.
are now all but dashed. By 1 (Penguin Books) was not
QD EOACAN A AT T A Sy
ot oo garish packaging. Bylsax 2 ia due
November, and any thoughts of continiing the eeries i
remain unentertained until after that date 2
(avid & Charles Ltd.] has suffered a more e fate
It was known all along that the secnnd Aries would depend
on a good commercial response to the first, which was
published in June. But that volume hﬂs = yet, sold
either ta the States or to paperback. Volume two would
have been shelved, one feels, even if the inspiration
behind it, Paul Barnett, had not left David & Charles
some months ago.

Bligg-(Futura Puslications Ltd) isietill a strorg

possibility.
brutal truth is that it does not sell at all well; the
Fictien editor at Futura is 80% pure that na.4 will not
happen) Peter Weston, on the other hand, is HO% sure that
it will

This leaves, as far as the British Market is concermed,

y the new magazine Ad Astra (managing editor James
Manning) a fiction-fact magszine that is growing in size,
confidence and starure (and will soon be able to shrug

aff the cruel epithet that it is a ' p e
Ad Astra pays 10 a thousand, for first Britich Serlal
Fights only; zeply time is one week (1]. Requirements

are for good sf of any kind, not necessarily hard techrol-
ogy) but no fantasy. Manning proposes that tra will
run ten issues a year, once it 16 well established) stories
can be up to 5500 worda.

24 jgpes oscora » bonux o young writers: it s locking
for ‘e on 'happening-now' aspects of hard sclemce;
fe ia also locking for  the wwiddie grownd’ of seience,
which some might call the fringa: such stuff as pyramid
power, psychic talents, faith healing. Same rates, same
rights. The address for sunmissions is: 22 Offerton Rd..




ONLY THEBEST
SCIENCE FICTION

HOW TO BEAT STURGEON'S LAW DO YOU HAVE SOMETHING TO INTEREST SEVERAL
THOUSAND CONFIRMED SF READERS?

Theodore Sturgeon’s Law: 90% of everything

is rubbish! We are continually seeking ways to improve the
Science Fiction Book Club and give our members

So, with so much science fiction being a better service. So if you have a product

published how can you be sure you are or service which you think would interest

reading the best? the several thousand confirmed SF readers who

belong to the Science
Answer: Join the Science Fiction Book Club.  Fiction Book Club, we'd
Every month, members are offered a selection like to hear from you.
of books carefully selected from the very best
that is published in hardback — so you get the
finest of reading.

i
[
|

And there’s a bonus! A monthly selection
usually saves you £2.50 or more on the book-
shop price and there is a usual discount of
25% on the cover price of all other SF titles
offered.

So get the best Science Fiction — and save
money too!
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AEVanogt e e ( COWPER

_ THE MARTIAN (NCA (AN NIISM(

ALLMYSINS REMEMBERED

A 20th century neurolog
experiment linked to a Br
a thousand years in the fu

—a brilliant sequel to “P
at the Gates of Dawn’

JOE KAy

FOR FURTHER INFORMATION WRITE TO
THE SCIENCE FICTION BOOK CLUB

Brunel House, Forde Road, Newton Abbot, Devon.




the teeth of the
phoenix

simon ounsley

It was not the time that I would have chosen to
come ta Candelli. The tourist trade was closed
for the week and the streets of the capital were
quiet and uncluttered: deep deserted eanyons in
the mountains of empty hotels. I could hear
ghosts in the lobby, eagerly whispering plans
for the day: & trip to the hills, a walk around
the harbour or a day excursion by steamer to
the Rainbow Islands. They would have come in
their ghoulish millione that week. But Candelli
wished, as far as possible, to be alone.

Business with aliens was appropriately slack.
Insects buzzed unchallenged round the sweltering
out-planet meeting-rooms and the chatter of
barter was gane from the underground bars. I
drank there alone after the meeting, feeding
the juke-box for company and thinking things
e,

The dialogue had been too urgent and delicate
to poatpone. My trip to the planet had duly
proceeded as planned. Baker had briefed me
over a chilled whiskey in the hotel bar, wiping
his face with a handkerchief as he sweated his
apologies for leaving. It had no doubt been a
coincidence: such a time to take his holiday.
He evaded my guestions on everything except
the contract and the welfare of his wife and
children. In such a situation, hoth subjects
seemed equally irrelevant.

Baker left by taxi for the spaceport, an hour
before his ship was due to leave. Such behaviour,
I hoped was irrational.

The Candellians themselves evaded the Subject
with a highly developed gkill. They seemed aston-
ishingly unconcerned about it all. As I walked
through the company building, their brisk,
efficient chatter sounded all around me, their
tails swishing and their claws scraping the
floor in eager compotion. Events would not be
allowed to interfere with business. Not between
fellow Candellians, at least.

I was shown into the office of the materials
manager. My eyes dwelt upon the white sphere in
the corner too long for civility, I fear. The
manager held out a claw in welcome, not appear-
ing to notice my stares. I thanked him and took
a seat. e offered me a cigar.

The lizard people do not smoke or drink but they
keep supplies of both tobacco and alcohol in
deference to allen tastes. This is merely gaod
business, as are the multi-planetary brothels
which crowd the harhour-side, a faveurite place
of entertainment for those with exotic tastes
and sufficient money.

1 took a cigar.

"1 am glad to welcome you to Candelli, Mr.Thomson®
the manager began, the long tongue £licking con-
stantly out of his mouth as he spoke, like a
novice endeavouring to eat spaghetti. "It is

not your first visit to this planet, nor indeed
to the company, I understandz~

"My second.” 1 replied, "I was here three years
wyo.*

*Really?" said the manager, "You will find that
much has changed in the intervening period. We
have become more efficient, as you can see.”

He pointed his claw proudly to the wall beside
me, where lines of many colours interweaved to
mysterious ends. Lighta flashed and numbers
ticked along illuminated scales. Displays were
1it to demand the attention or dimmed to reject
it. Signs depicting profit or loss flicked an
and off, fighting for acceptance like rival
Lovers.

“The situation at a glance,” said the manager,
“The most advanced planning system in this part
of the galaxy.®

"It is impressive.® I said and the tongue flicked
out in acknowledgement.

"My own development,” the manager admitted.
This much achleved, I chose the moment to
sroduce my papers and commence negotiations. T
talked of delivery dates, imstallation plans and
maintenance periods. I showed him performance
charts and consumer atatistics. In the room all
was quiet except for the drome of my voice and
the huzz of the heat-drowsy flies. The manager
flicked at them with his tail as he listened.

The meeting went well. It seemed I might secure
a regrading at Baker's expense. My colleague,
1 believe had let It prey on his mind.

For myself, I forgat ahout Tt as I worked,
becoming lost in the fantasy-world of my own
sales-talk. Only at the meeting's end was I
reminded.

"I shall see you tomorrow morning.” the
manager said, correcting the words too late:
"You must came back here tomorrow morning.®

I nodded. Had T noticed a trace of regret In
those tiny reptilian eyes? And if so, did it
signify regret at his mistake or at the way
of thinge?

1 poured down a last chilled whiskey and handed
the glass back to the barman.

"Better be getting along now.” I said. The
empty mpace of the undergraund har was de-
pressing and I wanted to change for dinner.
The barman seized the glass in his claw and
gave it a token dip in the water. He blinked
indulgently, the thin lids sliding slowly over
the eyes in the manner of his race. “You're
crazy.” he was saying. “It's afternoon.
hot outside.

Tomorrow there would be na cholce either way,
but today he did not wish to chance the heat.

I nodded goodbye and climbed back up into the
streeet. An art-pop song was crackling away on
the juke-box and it followed me up into the
sunshine.

The whiskey made the light even brighter than
reality. The street became a vague assortment
of faded colours which merged into one insipid
entity. In the gutters, brightest and lightest
of all, the eggs were piled high. They were like
enormous stackpiled snowballs, defiant of the
heat. In a moment, I imagined wistfully, the
kide would start to throw them at each other,
spiashing themselves with the light green yoke
and the big joke would be over.

But there weren't any kids on Candelli. Not yet.

1 walked past a clinic where anxious would-be
‘mothers' waited for advice, belliea still
bulging like apples. One contracted and noisily
laid as 1 passed, the others gathering round to
chatter their jealous congratulations.



As I walked on, their voices faded behind me,
replaced by nothing save the hunming of the
bees in the hotel and town house gardens and,
for a short time, by the snoring of a beggar
agleep on a step, his tawdry warea spread
mesmily about him on the pavement. Then, un-
expected, came the notes of a trumpet: music
growing louder, blowing over on a sudden breeze.
The disjointed cacaphonic Candellian music, yet
unmistakeably a marching tune. A band was
caming down the aisle betwmen the eggs.

Dancera formed the vanguard: coloured tassles
on arms and legs, happing and skipping, leaping
and twirling, clumsily caverting an their short
lizard legs. Percussionists marched behind them:
big hooming Candellian drums and jangling,

clattering tambourines, followed in turn by
exponanta of the glantl, the planet's prin-
cipal instrument, an assortment of strings

contorted into strange patterns and plucked
produce a loud and resonant twang, of great
offence to aliens.

-
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In the centre of it all marched a tall figure
in a black cloak, who was chanting ahove the
music. His arms leapt about in great anima-
tion, as though perhaps the very air was
acalding them, His shirt bare the symbal af
the *lizard® and the egg, the cornerstone of
Candellian religions and I took them ta be
memhera of a minor and peculiarly extrovert
sect. Candellians are usually as reticent
concerning religion as they are concerning
the phenomenon which will naturally dominate
it. Shutters were opened in sleepy curiosity,
only to close again in astounded disapproval.
Selecting my steps carefully betwveen the eggs,
1 stepped to one side to allow the procession
to pass. Then someone tapped me an the
shoulder.

I think there is a xenophobia in us all. In
some it is a reckless, uncontrolled emotion,
feeding upon fear and discontent and over-
mpilling in the ugliness of hatred and vio-
lence, while in others it is hidden and denied,
even to the self. Yet it is always there, as
surely as all children will fear the dark, for
the twc emotions are one and the same. y
have their dark, deep roots in the fear of the
unknown .

I had lived for a day on Candelli and, having
visited before, had guickly accustomed myself
to the proximity of creatures who sc closely
reasembled, outwardly at least, a member of
the reptile family of earth. Yet turning so
suddenly to see the green scales, forked

tongue and slit eyes within so few centi-
metres of my own face, so that if the tongue
were fully extended it could lick the end of my
nose, I could not defend myself from the
sudden clutch of fear, nor restrain the
shudder which must have heen so outwardly
abvieus. The Candellian, in the grip of a
sister emotion, must have mistaken the
shudder for rejection of his plea for help.
His garbled jibbering ceased abruptly and he
backed away from me, colliding with the
passing musicians. As an outworlder, one
immune from the doom of the Candellians, I
must have seemed to him a source of possible
reacue. The sight of the holy man, in his
mystic cloak, speaking in commanding tones.
have awoken similar hopes in his desper-
ate brain. He forced a clumay passage past
the marching musicians, destroying the rhythms
of the drum and the glanti as he pushed them
aside to fall at the feet of the preacher.

Seven words he cried, as he looked up in awe
at the face of the preacher, simple words which
I recognised: not directly translateable, yet
by scme freak of language succinctly express-
ing him fears. "I do not want ta go (there?)®
he eaid, the last word representing something
commonplace, yet at the same time unknown.

There was na reply. The holy man stepped over
him without a break in the chant. The band
parted like the tide around a battered rock,
marching past him on either side.

The man lay weeping on the street awhile and
then he crept away inta an alleyway, where
shadows lurked to hide his shame. I could not
help him, I who Xnew nothing at all.

The whiskey made me fantasise, Did they melt
away on the pavements, dripping into little
maunds of liquid lizard that were swept away
next morning?

1 was lying on my hotel bed, staring up at

the patterned ceiling and studying its paints
of symmetry. Soon the leng afterncon would have
to make way for the evening and the heat would
dlasipate. I leaned over to the table for the
printed note which had been lying on the floor
behind the door when I returned, the only
direct acknowledgement of the situation I had
received since my arrival on the planet.
Impressed by its honesty, I read it over again.



TONIGHT IS A SPECIAL RIGHT ON CANDELLI.
YOU ARE STRONGLY RECOMMENDED TO HEED THE
FOLLOWING ADVICE.

DO NOT VENTURE OUT INTO THE STREET AFTER
THE HOUR OF TEN. STAY IN YOUR HOTEL ROOM,
BOLT THE DOOR AND LOCK THE SHUTTERS AT
THE WINDOW. DO NOT EMERGE UNTIL THE HOUR
OF SIX TOMORROMW.

YOUR CO-OPERATION IS APPRECTATED.
PP THE COUNCIL OF CANDELLI

I got off the bed and tested the locks.
Looking down, I saw that eggs were piled below
the window

I took supper early. Not ta my surprise, the
hotal reataurant was deserted except for the
staff. The service was poor and the steak sub—
standard. Was the tension starting to impair
their legendary efficlency at last? They even
brought me snake eggs and baby spiders instead
of the peas and broccoll I ordered. @ had never
been mistaken for a "lizard" before.

As I ate, 1 watched the waiter from the corner
Of my eye. He was leaning liatlessly against
the bar, tapping time against the oaken panels
with his tail. There was only one sign of his
anxiety: he was playing with the linen serv-
jette which he held in his claws, tearing it
slowly into ribbons.

Would he talk to me now? Would he answer my
questions? I met his eyes but they were camou-
flaged. Was the meal all right? Did I want
some more potatoes?

The Candellians' reticemce angers Earth bio-
logiats. One of the difficulties in encounter-
ing other dominant species ia that they camnot
be submitted to biclogical investigation with-
out their own consent. The flora and lesser
fauna of Candelli have long aince been studied
and documented, yet the ome species which
really interests the sciantists, this race of
intelligent, hermaphroditic "lizards®, remains
largely a matter of mystery.

This much we know: Candellians have legs
positioned vertically beneath their bodies,
facilitaring locomotion and distinguishing
them from the present-day lizards of Earth.
Because of this, their appearance resembles
most clesely the tyrannosaurus, the dominant
species of prehistoric Earth, though the
Candellians are much shorter and have rela-
tively langer, better developed arms. Tt is in
the matter of reproduction, however, that
Candellfans differ most utterly from the lizards
of Earth. Not long after first contact, it was
established that the Candellians were herma-
phrodites. What emerged only later, and with
great reluctance, was that the children are
hatched in a state of complete development,
being in full possession of the knowledge of
their parents and capable of immediately
replacing them. This they do. The life cycles
af all Candellians colncide. 5o does their
parenthood. So does their death. Tonight was
the night of the re-birth: for the Candellians
I had known, life vas at an end. All the
Candellians would die tonight. Tomorrow I
would have to meet their children.

I looked at my watch: it was nine o'clack, an
hour before the deadline but I thought it best
to retire to my room at once. They would not
have warned me without good reason.

As T walked out, I nodded to the walter. He
did nét jump to clear the tables as he usually

did. Was this a sign of rebellion? To go to
“his" death with acquiescence, I had decided,

a Candellian had to belleve in its necessity.

A human knows that he will have to die same

day but for most of his life he is not disturbed
by the knowledge. Only at its approach does he
become alarmed and even then there are thase
who, in 0ld age or illness, become peacefully
resigned or even welcome it. The knowledge that
the bedy is tired and wasted and in need of
rest, perhaps this helpa us to accept our fate.
Yet when the body is young and healthy, when
death is sudden and unfair, then we fear and
resist it. And our tears of grief are mingled
with tears of anger. Would tha Candellians
become angry? T wondered. Their bodies seemed
healthy enough at present, hut in the absence
of re-birth, their decay would presumably be
imminent. This, along with some promise of an
after-life, the people would be taught. But

28 the hour approached, would they continue to
believe that their deaths were necessary?

Returning to my room, I locked the door and
went to close the shutters. The street outside
was deserted but there were still lights at

the windows. And all of them were open. Well,
it was still very warm. A gentle breeze played
across my face, carrying the sound of a glanki
and the perfume of the shruhs in the hotel

garden. The sky was dark and clear and a-
glitter with alien stars. It would be better to
die In the winter, I decided. As they closed,

the shutters creaked as though in consternation.

I felt uneasy at the prospect of the coming

night. I didn't even know how it was going to
happen. Lying on the bed, with the music of the
glanti still plucking softly in my ears, I
turned over a hundred possibilities. Yet I

think that even then I knew the truth. Nature,
after all, is usually logical. They had told me
to keep my shutters clesed and lock the door.
They had told me to stay in my room. It did nat
seem humane because it wasn't human; for that

I thanked God. I lay on the bed, attracted
again by the pattern on the ceiling. In time,
the music of the glanti faded. There wasn't any
sound except the dripping of the wanhbowl tap.

It di@ not begin until midnight.

The firat noise outside was a faint scraping,
hardly barsher than the rustle of a sheet of
paper. Then there was a cracking sound, saft
and brittle like the breaking of the host at
communion. In my mind T seemed to pry into the
buildings all about me: aweating claws clutch-
ing egg-shaped talismans, tearful prayers to
mysterious gods, trembling tangues licking cold
atatuettes. Outside, a sound of ahattering, a
sound of breaking out, the sound of claws
scraping on the warm pavements. Then a pause
and scraping and shattering again, more eggs
broken by the eager movements of emergent
claws, » clumsy threshing in the wreckage for
freedom. The same sounds amplified a dozenm
times and then a hundred, then a thousand.....
their quiet innocence buried in an avalanche
of shattered shells. To be born with a mind
developed, to look for the first time upon a
world of which you have been told yet never
experienced, to smell the flowers and feel
the evening breeze. This was their experience.

They began to chatter. Already they were
organising. I could see them in my mind's eye,
finding ladders or climhing upon each other's
shoulders to reach the bedroam windows.

Perhape some ladders had been left out for
them. The peace of the night was shattered

by their shouts and arguments. Using their
vaices for the first time, they were not
inclined to whisper. It was like a thousand
bables crying. Then there was a smashing of
glass. The windows had been left open but it
muat have felt good Eo smash the glass, to
feel the impact, hear the shattering sound,
like playing with a rattle. For a moment I
could think of them as children up to mischilef,
raiding the larder, stealing apples or jumping



about in the mud.

Then the screams began. I tried to hide my
head beneath the pillow but it wasn't any good.
The screams got through to me. I was listening
to the death of a generation. There was no-
where on the planet T could have gone to avoid
those screams that night. It seemed the
Candellians didn't want to die after all. From
the floor below came the sound of sobbing.
Somebody, perhaps that waiter, was crying. I
heard this one die. T heard the shattering of
glass at the window just below my own. I think
that two of them entered, jabbering and bicker-
ing over who should do the killing. They
knocked over the furniture as they came, doubt-
less clumsy and unpractised in the use of their
limbs. I could feel the commotion through the
floorhoards. They must have taken their victim
in the throat, for his scream was mercifully
short. Then I heard them arguing and falling
about again, slowly making their way back to
the window. They must have remounted the
ladder: I could hear their claws upon the
rungs. I listened intently, trying to shut out
the sounds of pandemonium that were ringing in
1£ you could hear one of the paintings
bf Hieronymous Bosch, it would sound the same,
T could hear the steps on the ladder.
They were coming closer. They were climbing up
to my own window. Suddenly, the background
blanket of screams seemed more pleasant than
the sound of those advancing claws and the
frenzied discussion as to who should be my
morderer.

They scraped with their claws at the shutters.
Then they banged against them, trying to force
them in. I muttered a prayer and the shutters
held. They jabbered for a while, volces raised
in argument, then they tried to pull at the
shutters, hoping to break the hinges. I sat on
the bed with my back against the wall, willing
them to hold.

There was a splintering of wood as they gave.

Two green faces peered in at me, skins
glistening in the light of the stars. In their
faces was a lust for blood. Their jaws were
hanging open and slavering, eyes bright and
demented 1ike creatures of the wild on the
track of their quarry. Them the hate in their

eyes became confusion. For a moment, their
instinctive desire to kill gave way to bemused
intelligence. They seemed almost embarrassed.
And then they were gone, descending the ladder
in search of more appropriate prey. They only
desired to kill Candellians.

I sat for a while, trembling and clutching at
the wall, as though that could somehow save me
Then I got up the courage to walk across and
drag the dressing-table against the window.

The screams were still ringing in my ears but
I think I no longer really heard them. I lay
myself down on the bed and stared numbly into
nothing. That sudden glimmer of intelligence in
their eyes: that had made it so much worse.

It must have been mid-morning when I opened my
eyes and locked about me with something that
approached comprehension. Delicate shafts of
sunlight filtered past the dressing-table in a
pattern like a light-show, while from the
street came the urgent but innocent sound of
traffic.

Finding shaky feet, I snatched up my briefecase
and left for my appointment. I had considered
but rejected the idea of moving the dressing-
table away from the window. In my mind I could
see green faces behind it, bright eyes burning
with hereditary hate.

In the streets they were clearing the egg-shells
away, labourers in blue overalls shovelling the
fragments into the hacks of lorries, whistling
yesterday's tunes as they worked, while others
were sprinkling sawdust on the patches of hlood.
The bodies, I assumed, had already been removed.

The company huilding was alive with activity.
They were shifting the desks around and clearing
up the mess. Nothing seemed rea) to me. T was
walking in a dream. When I spoke, the words
seemed to come from someone else.

"I'm sorry I'm late." T said, as T walked into
the office and shook the offered claw. The blood
lust was gone from them now: they looked just
like their parents had done yesterday. The
manager smiled and blinked in condescension.

We couldn't all be as efficlent as Candellians.

He in turn apologised for the noise of the
workmen as we talked: hammers and drills bit
inta the conversation., They were taking down
the electranic wall chart.

"I have some new ideas.” said the manager,
proudly. "You'll notice some changes the next
time you come to Candelli."

After the meeting, I wandered aimlessly around
the streets. I had televiewed the spaceport
from the lobby of the company building and
secured a berth on a commercial linmer leaving
later in the afterncon. The meeting had not
been a good one. I can't remember what I said
but T think I must have got my facts mixed up.
There had been other things on my mind.

The egg shells were almost gone now. The saw-
dust and blood had heen swept away. The sound
of a glanti drifted down from a town house
verandah, and I wondered if they liked their
parents' tunes: they would want to write some
of their own, I supposed. The orphaned music
echoed round the atonea of empty streets. The
day was a scorcher again.

1 consulted my watch, counting the hours till
the liner was due to leave. I was eager to
return to Earth, where the violence of time
was more subtle in its coming. For me, the
planet of Candelli was haunted by the ghost
of a scream.
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talking points

'whoneeds
an agent?
maggie noach

Why hava on agent? Thare 1 na raman of all ta da w If you are
In touch wlith edltors from all tha major publishing houses, con
amas tha market value af your book, ore canfldent enough fo
promate your own work, con draw up satisfactory ogreements,
negotlate the sale of LL 5., tronslation and film rights, collect
money from publishen often umwilling to part with It, check
royalty stetements, daol with VAT and cope single—honded with
the many crisas which Inevitably orlse Tn on authar's |Tfe.

Howaver, most authors prefer to amploy an ogent to deal with
these and the many cther problems which contribute to and result
from eaming one's ITving es a wrltar.

Thara Ts 1lttle palnt In approaching on ogent unlets you hove
already completed o full~length work. Few ogents now represent
outhor on the strength of short storfes alone, unless thowe stories
ore outstanding. Da nat ba surprisad 1, when dalivering you
pracious monuacript by hand 1o on egancy, the agant for whom it
is intanded will ot agree to a meeting on tha wpot. This is rot &
brush-off; without hoving read your work, the agent will not be
in o poiftion to discuss the passibllity of represanting you.

Several criterio ora Involved In on agent's dacitian to repramnt
en author, aport Irom the potential markel value of his wark, o
maior ona baing personal enthusiaum for his writing. While Tr feby
o meom olways ponlble for on ogent to place o baok ahout which
he ix anthuslostic, it it cartainly from from ecsy 1o represant on
author whasa work doai nat appaal to him.

It 1y Impartant, too, that an agent shauld have sufficient time
ta see tn aach auther's needs and to provide sympathy and good
ce whenever necassary.

Agents al10 sometimes pproach outhors often an the recoram=
endations of other authors already on their list. However, it iy
on urmrifien rule that agents must not “poach” cuthon alreody
represented by arather ogent.

An author/agent ralctionship 1t largely based an mutual liking
and tust and is very much ITke a marrlage. If the marriage goes
wrong, divarce 13 the beit answer. There is no polnt In on ogant
trying to hald on ta an authar wha has got no falth In him, nor s
there any polnt In an quther trylng to convinca an agent fo take
him on or fo continue representing him If the ogent does not faal
that this would be beneficial .

Having ogreed fo represent you, tha agent wii than opproach
publishert with your work. The ideol publisher reaches a rmopid
decision on a book; If he decides to taka it on, he qulekly makes
on offar which does not require a great deal of hoggling and
acrlmony; he accapts tha ogent's stondard form of agreement
(which 1t ganerally the result of mary ysar' experlence ond
expertlse), signs it prompily and pays the odvance Immediataly.
He than glvas the auther sympatheMic edir halp with the
baok, aupplles proats In good time far correction, has o caver

of horror whan the outhor

toex 1
He does hia best to gat the book raviewad and publiclsed and,
Iater on, cenders accurote accounts and poys royalties pramptly .

Thara are publishars who fulfll] al| these raquiraments, but
an enarmous number fall o do to. It ls part of an agent's job to

My ond snsure thot the pubiishing process rura smoothly ond, of
cours, a publishar's efficlency In thesa mattars Influences tha
ogent's preferenca when it cemen to offering books,

When negotiating contrach, the mast cbvlous area of dispute
1u that of tha tarmi which the publisher 11 ta pay. Ancther 1n the
terrTiary In which the publither may sell the book (ag. whather
Tt con ba markated in Canada, o frequent catma of discard
batween U. K. and L. S publishers) and tha mbsidiary rights
ovar which ha will have control. Namally, agents inalst on
retalning contro! of U. S, , translation, serial end performing
tight In o book while often publishers—especially whan dealing
direct with authan—try to retain these rights and ganarally
take a much lorger pareentoge of the proceeds from thelr sale
than an agent would take ca hls commission. Howavar, If an
author does net hava an agant, he may not hava the naceasary
contacts for placing these rights, so If he can negatiote o
raotonable divlslon of the procaeds 1t might be worth allawing
the publisher to control them.

In generol, agents tuka 10% commlasian on ol | proceeds
from the sale of L K. rights; 15 1o 20% from the sale of U. S
rights, ond approximately 20% from the sale of omslation rights
(Ineluding paymant 1o & local agent in the country whara the
sale 1s mode); ond vp te 20% from the wle of flim, televhion or
ather parferming rights {Including payment ta a speciallst In this
flald).

Oversess walat com contribute enammously o on author's
income. Whila British author are often denled the large
odvances which a number of Amerlcan authors get nowadays far
pocketbook rights, the advance paid by a U. . publisha
should ot least squal to that pald by tha British publisher and
can often be conslderably higher. Advonces ond royallies for
trarslation rights are generally lower than those paid for UL K.
rghrs because of the cast ta the forsign publisher of translating
the book, Howevar, It is possible to earn a grea? deal from
translations, especially if sales are made to savaral forelgn
language markets. The best for science fictlon ere Fronca,
Germany, ltaly, Japan, Holland and Spain.

Although the markel for short stories in the sf field is batter
than in general ficHon, it is not eaty ko placa stories by totally
unknown euthors. Occasionally, a publisher storts up o serles of
cmthologies in which stories by new writen are included, but, ol
tao often, sales are poor and the series patars out after a few
volumes. Even wlith weli-establithed series of anthalogles It Is
hard gaing nawadays end the tendency is, more and more, to
Include a mojorlty of staries by blg-name authors.

SF magazines on general 1ala in the U. K. are few in numbaer;
the titution of onthologies and mogezines Ts not all thet much
better In the U. S and Europe, aspecially as for os new writers
ur- meen-d Howevs o short stary T outstanding, It might
nted countless times In anthologies all aver the world and
|h- mnlm could sam a good dea! from It, providing that the
contract for Iis Tnitlal publication is a falr one. All too often,
publlshers try to acqulre wide-ronging rights in o story whan these
righta should be confined to its publicetion 1n o particuler
anthology, perhaps with an embargo on It publicatlon alsawhere
for a limited period after the anthology oppecrs.

An agent hos his eor closs to the ground ond, theough persaral
contoct with editors, Is often firt 1o heor of the founding of a new
magazine or anthology; Important chonges of paronnal and
editorial pollcy; finencial difffculties or muccesses in publishing
campanies; and many athar factors which ore Involved In placing
righk.

Perhops | should leava the last ward to Alexander Pallock
‘Watt who, in 1875, became the flrst profewsional authors' ogent:

“Whaen | started 1o sall copyrights, the |iterary ogent
wen an unknawn factor in the world of lettars. My friend,
Dr Georga MacDonald®, asked me to mll his stories,
which | did——and | think | moy 1oy with success. Dr
MacDorald found that my acting on his behalf In this way
ralleved him of on immansa deal of trouble and worry and
he then, and has ever slnce, placad the management of



hix iltarary cffaln antiraly under my cora. At the time |
wea dalng this for him, It occurred fo ma that ather authors
might be glad ta be rallaved af what Mc Walter Besant hae
collad 'the lntolarcbla traubla of hoggling ard bargaining',
and one authos my services to h

| have naver oxvariiiad, you know—-| grodually came ta
accupy the peattion | now hold, "

h Wind.

“Author of At tha Back of the N

sprechen sie
starshipese ?

garry kilworth

belaw dacks ore not canfussd and don't came stempeding from the
hald with buckets of sand ot the raady.

Let's go an ta talk about a radlly difficult orea of terminology
in ordar to exposa Ignorance, confusa tha reader and prova how
blaody clever us authon are. Falconry. Gut you worried af lost?
Tha falconer's jargan I not for baginners. It 1s full of dark,
medlaeval Incantations and demon-ITka yalls. Tha fal coner padka
of liras, jssses and balls, whistlIng-dowa-the—ind and slicing.
Lures arm bits of mat whirled around he lal coner's head on a
placa af 1ring lo——yas, you'va gol It=—to lure the hawk or
falcon back to his wrlst. By tha way, falcons don't swoop—they
stoop, ond whan they ilica, don't ttond by with your mouth apen.
Slicing, ta put 1t In dallcata terms for the lady cuthan, is shitting
like o machine gun. A healthy howk ia aften gauged by the lateral
distance of its slice and tha force of the impact when the faeces
strike

The paragraph ubeu hw(,m anather problem: when 1t a
folcon o hawk? Wall, it's, ar, I's a difference in wingspan, the
requisite Inches of -ﬁlch scape mo. Obviowly thare ara breads
of falcon ond of hawk but there l1 a quick and eay size reference
{If anly | could ramembar (). Same hawks moke the thing loughobly
<o by, toaairg the werd on the lall and of thair spacias (goshewk,
1f you nesd a falcon In you srory, you'll have 1o

Resaorch Is 1ha somatimes interatting, slwayt fruastrating, but -nl,
umroublesome aspeci of pmdu:lng a hlgl\ degree af outhen!

a plece of work. Thera will doubiles ba other orticlas in this
mogozine dealing with tha problems of ganaral ressarch. | would
Iike to concentrate on ona specific area-—jorgon, taminology,
namenclature. Let the mathemalicions worry oboul the surface
erea of o seomeol lared tood while we dlicuss the problems
amociated with wrlting o chapter or story which takes ploce on
board a ship. Or on top of a palr of Or sifting eftride o
horse. | da not Intand to discuss the problems eunciated anly with
1f jargon in this artlcle—ponibly that may come later at the
editors' discretion-—but more the kind of langucge borriers which
face the writer of any cotegory of flction. If | may draw from my
rasarvoir of obicure analoglss, tha body of an if novel consiss of
a high parcantoge of ordinary weter, although 1h appearonce
belles that fact. T one I writing about lol conry Tn any tetting
the tarma will affactivaly remain the soma cs those in comman we.

Let's toka o faw examplen. At sf authors wa may possibly wish
to wrlte chout spacaships, and being Europaon we like to got a
good healthy dlalogue golng by the third poragraph. Spaceshipese
it probobly handlad ber IF it It compatible with sacship nomen—
clature, & that our First Mate says to the Laeding Dackhend,
"Take a stroll along the maln corridor old chap ond see if the
walls of the loos have been cleaned---the boatswain's coming te
inspact at 8 o'clack”. You than laon back with narrowed eyes,
realizing that there 11 a distinet lack of shipboard twang to this
order and finally you changs "boatrwaln” fo “bosun® and replace
"claoned"with "swabbed” and feal that the second draft is a far
wperlor effort.

‘clocki" becoma “belis", albeit

heads”, "walls" are "bulk-
heads" ond "corridan” ara “gengweyr”. But did you know that on
modern Britlsh ships the main gangway Tn termed the Burma Road?
Yau did? Okey, how coma you didn't plck up the foct thet
staamiollen ore naw colled roadrallers since they don'l use
tractlon-angines any longer 7

Shipboord langucga In not one of the mast difficult ta master
but It does hold hiddan dongeri, one of Hhese baing the asumptian
an tha part of most flat-scrthars thot thay already know encugh
about ships to gat by. They don't nead ta resaorch. Al thay need
to do ix scan the multi-tyllcbled tami {fo'c'de for faracastle)
and nobody will know tha difference. Don't be fooled, it's not
that agsy. A theat, for Instanca, it not necasmarlly a
con alwo ba a plece of rape attached I tha tall. A
called o sail. Cunning, ah?

By the way, whan you'ra arrenglng thet gulochic wat and the
bettlafleat commandar orders hlt entlse fleat to "Fira!® upon the
Rigall, ingleships~—don'l lat him. Tha nevy naver gives the
arder to "Fira®. They use tha commend “Shoot™, o thet thos

look 1t up. Amywoy, the hawh is the fectharwaight.

Skmllarly, whan i a horsa not @ horia? The answer is: when It's
under thirtean hands. Then it bacomes a pony. Hands? Whet's a
hond? (You're beginning to sound (ike the Bill Coshy record of
Noch asing God what the hell 1s a c )Idmtlmuwlhnul
dafinitlon of a cublt axcapt that 1t's 1omething to do with on
averaga knuckla—to-slbow mecsure (the Black Power movemeant
utes the cubli as a woluta), but o hond Is approsmately four inches.
You can meuse ponies, hortes or woman using this method.
{(Gorry T8 o fully pald-up M. C. P. ——Rob &Chris))

Horsa 1ermlnalogy, genarally, Ts not too difficult. We all
walch westarra on televislon (don't we?lend epart from cur keen
observatiar revealing that horsas ore always mounted from the
left, we can alsa plek up a bit of jargon on the way to being
entertoined. This kind of empirical evidenca is Invel uable and
shauld ba retained for uss ogalnst drunken roam-partles ot com.
A few choice phrases from "True Grit" takes the wind right out of
thelr sheets. . .sallr.

Hawever, a knowladga of cowbay terminclogy will not help you
very much In a truly Europaan eplc Involving fox=hunting or
hacklng. You have to joln one of the antl-blood mports leaguer o
get that kind of knowledge.

Durlng timan of war, notlons encrypt thelr secrety beface tram-
mitting them cvar a communlcatng devlce of soma kind. These
caded communlcatlons are often intercepted and the cyphers
subsaquantly unravallad. To furthar canfuse the enemy, thersfore,
communicatons often throw In o folsa message with the good ones
and presumably thalr foss ora Foaled Into bomblng the local rubbish
tip Iratead of the factary. Teminology hos one or twe traps like
thie. For imtenc a bullet In the amed forces i never called a
bullet-—It Is a ound. And a gun b g rifle, plstol, mechine gun,
but never just o gun. Things ora not alwoys what they seem M be.
Bewore the obvlous folw mewnge. Likewis there is the syncrat
overlop, whara two lelmre puriulh eppear to have the tame or
similas refasancas. Tack, for axcmple, might be o varh, meaning
ta chongs course obliqualy through the wind, or o nown, I.e. o
ship's courms. In horse parlance, §t's a collactiva noun for the
troppings that ancumber tha poor becst when 1t has 1o fit a human
on Ity back. Somatimas the refarences ore Iinked, like telemarking
In skilng ond conoaing. A talemark, |'m gure you ofl know, is o
sharp tun 1n bath o,

Thit leads me netly Into my winding-up poragrophs. If you ore
Ihinkng of wriling a rary or navel which lnvolves n sport, pastime
or whatever—do thel thlog. Have o skling bofidey in Austria ond
let tha tax man pay one Fhird of 1t. Thare In no beter way ta
resacech, believa ma. Tha other way involvas frustroting searchas
of tnhiblting lTbrorles (with the odded danger of comtracting
sll1cauls from dusty archives), or heving to groval before public



servonts In reenrd buragux for tha privilage of viewing documents
cantaminated with 19th century tubarcular viruses. You ore
entied to clalm tex for traval In arder to obtaln local calaur.
Doing o chopter on skydiving? Gat up thers and start jumplng—
on the taxman. Haw obout hong—gliding o windsurfing? Book
youralf In for a few lamors. Cling by your flngemails from the
adga of g cloud ond anjoy 1t. What about tkin-diving In shark-
Infasted waters? Gu’l?l?{- Corlbbaon ond experience real faar—
get mma authanticity Tn those faw Important [Ines where the shark
comes in for the last fatal chunk of the hera's flesh. A the same
¥ime plck up soma of the teminology of those wonderful Carlb
fishermen wha collact tha places aftarwards.

The whols idea con ba takan to axtremes of course. Just
becousa @ protegonis Tokes a sip of wine of a yacht party, thare's
no reed 1o 1all acrom to Franca ond spend three weeks getting
mmashed aul af yaur mind, anly i laam thet the French say “Chug-
alug”, too.

Soma cuthons, | know, do go to dixtont placas In order to gather
thair references. Rob Holdstock ravals fo the dork recesses of
Southarn ireland ta litten 1o ganding stones talking to each other.
Chels Evona spends mast of his tima in bars |itaning intently to the
publicon ordering thelr stock. It's In your hands burkdy. Do thot
thing—but don't go ta extremer. | gant fifteen yeors in the
Royal Alr Forca leaming thot a gozamie 11 a going-home party
thrown by bor—glrls In Singapore. And for the infarmotion of
dlsipated moles, if a Singopore bar-girl calls you a *lj
she's not baing complimentary. They hale butterfli
them 10 be promiscuous craatures.

By the way, | don't want dozens of lettens of the tort, “You
stated that a pony ls thittean hands, but whara | come from,
Wisconuin, wa call a pony ate. etc.” | will gate cotegorically,
hara and naw, | om prabebly wrong.

the problems of
genesis
ken bulmer

If you with to be a writer there raally s no substitute for
wrlting. You have to take up your qulll ar operate your golf-ball
miracle, and placs on thewe virgin sthests of paper wards that

aH 0 corvay what you have In mind. That ix tha difficult
part in belng a wrller. In avary parson's mind idec: ara floating
areund freely. The problem for a writer 1s te gat the thoughts
Into wards and to let the heart ttund revealed. It is a motter of
sincerity, of fahth Tn what you have ta sy and the wey in which
you Intend ta say it , of emotions weking o natural outlat; the
clarlty of your vislan and the luckdlty of yaur expression should
flow a3 nature Hlews.

But when thay don‘l——that not only sorts out the fulfilled from
the fruatrated, it also 1lluminatar depths of your awn character
that you might prefer 1o ramaln shrouded In abscurity.

An exempla of the dlfficulty In #oring me right in the face.

Racaiving tha suggastion that | should do a piece for Rob
Haldiock and Chrls fvans' mew wrllars' mogazine must have
started ma thinklng. | bagan 1o viwalise things tn say. | resisted
these Idecs. | hava decdlines, | am in the middis of doing my
Incoma Tax; but wilterly thoughts cbtruded and m | gave in end
panderad on what | wes golng te say.

| om told | am what Ts known os on orgonic writer. The
sentances form oround the Idecs and smotlons |ika growlng
erystals. But you have t put dewn tha words and then you have
ta laok at tham; ond after the inltial shuddar you make tha
attempt h Improva and reflne ond strlp away the dross and
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reamange and poll
we

{But ba womed: ha much polishing con
awery the sparkla.)

If the Idaas in the mind con be |ikenad to the ariglnal commic
formlewnen, charged with undirected energy, than the words
poured out con be IThened ta the fint physicel chunks of clay.
Now you, o1 Creator, es sculptor, mould them Inta the gleaming
Image you ek which will arouse response and hully convay your
recons for going through the egamy of creatlon. And, of coursa,
you'll never ‘fully’ do it. Bawara of the writer who tells you he
han ‘gat it eight’, or thot 'It's olmalutely first closs'. Yes, some-
will find just the right word or phrosa or aven tha
but it 11 a sobering fact that no writer of ony worth
avar feals ha's got It right all the tima, na matter what ha might
say.

Navarthelass, 1f you've gol the words dawn an papas you can
wark with tham. But how ta get thoss wards down in the Aret
placa? What happers 1f you have the idees but the words won't
cama? Ah...

Most writens have their own permnal methads for avercoming
difficultles In writing. | disllka tsing words like "trick or
‘gimmick’, but perhaps thase arn the right worcs for whet is a
puraly machanical solution to o primarily ptychological ond
emotional problem. At the baglnning of the day | often find It o
good idea fo 1lt down quistly ond read poetry. | do this from tims
fo tlme ond 1t does work surprisingly well. The point i1 to read
the poetry Tn the nomal way, For all the right reasmns, and nat
to st down and think: “Ah, fow | shail reod some Hopkins or
Owen ond then leap up and write @ mesterwork™, If you reod tha
poatry with your so)rit, and sink info Tt, you may emerge
refrashad ond with your own thought: ond emotions shaped and
vitalised.

{f you ore sitting bafore a blonk sheat of paper and you know
what you want 1o tay but the ‘words won't come’, you can
succeed. (If you sit bafora o blank shest of poper and think:
“Really, | don't know what ta writa®, perhaps you'd da better
gaing beck ta halng an accounteni or a dustman). 1f yau have
the unraalisad farm of whet It Ts you wish to say, but connot
frame It Into gremmatical structurai—-put down what you have.
1t will ba naar glbberlsh, parhops. You may find that verbs are
elusive, ar that plurals and tingulars ond coses ave ot wide
varlance. But gat It down. Speck I aloud, 1f nacesmary. Say
what It Tt you went ta writa, and write down what you say. You
may not express yoursalf In parfect language, hut if Ts words on
poper with tha clayey potential far reshaping and Improvement.
I've often heard pecple say: "I just can't get it down", and than
they ga on to speak o serfes of coherent sentences saying what It
Is they wish to wrlte. The Ideq that the written word i 5o vastly
differant from tha spoken, though true, does need re-examination.

Some people always finish thelr day's work ot the end of a
pags with a dangling santence. Next day they read the first part
of the wentence ond, click, the rest 1a recallad. They write that,
and they are launched. Othen retype the last pege of the work
written ond usa thet a1 a launching pod. Othars cantinually
consult text-books on writing and "authorship®; these books often
contaln alemantary trlcks In wrltars of thot ilk's trode. Thase ar
all eld mechonlcal lcka, and can haip to get you moving. Yau
can start from the ather way cround and use languege itself o the
tool 1o dheaver what you hava ko revaal . But ultimately the
impetur 1o writa must gring from a much more profound layer of
the kmogingilon, and the ardarly marshalling of yeu flaating
thoughts and fealings into cobarent Engllish Is the real “trick’.

| have bean talking of tha machanical devices you may use b
put the words on paper ot the beginning of the work. | think It s
Tmpartant to point out that thera
and tha procas of writing itself, which Is a nbjact complax and
arcons, a matter of art ond Writ ond intellect, and probably
subject to anquiry until the and of the warld——ond after.

| have been fold that writers outside of i do not ge! writen'
blocka. | do not know whather this s trus or folsa. The theory
advenced 1s that sclenca flctlon writen wish to write really good
worka of |iterature but Tnsteod are turnlng out rubbishy science
fletlon ond o thalr mh~consclous rabalt and stops Hem from




wrlting anything. This might arouse some wseful comment, pro
and con. Probably, to ba falr, ona ought ta add to rubbishy sf,
rbbishy genre Fietion in ganaral. Blocks are generally not much
spoken of by those not suffering from them, ond incessantly by
those who ore. We must all understand the virulent antipathies

statament by a well-known af wil
it lgsted a good ten minutes. " Same aqually
well-known sf wrlters claim they haven't wrltten for aatonishingly
long perlods, Itke 12 o 18 months. |'d hazerd a guess that the
majority of people reading this Haldstock/Evans compendium of

Spercting on switers who are baing regularly published.

From time to Hime everybody must suffer from that errible
fealing that you just cen't get it right and you don't feel like
warking and yet you kmow nathing else
i you don't write. | doubt that this is o block, but it must be
dasperately debilitating. It is ot thess times, too, that what you
write tuma out in your eyes e the mast awlul junk. If you throw
{t away you may be doing the wiser thing. IF you keep it, it
may turn out later o contain hidden gems you'll be glad you've
seaved. This s a mater of personal discretion. A paint to watch
is thet wach story T a whole, true to ihelf, and you can't just
patch in bits here and there 1o improva a particuler apect. Well,
you can, and It 15 done; but it shows. It shows not necassarily
in a simple way, |Tke baing chla fo spat the patches, but In the
much more fundemental way of the feeling of the story.

there 13 a condition | sometimes call the Skill

when you don't feel up fo

g else will do, a
professional will 5it down and write with all his skill, carefully
painstokingly, slowly, making demn sure every ward is working,
ond rigorowsly exomining every structure and every concept.
Under these circumstances, hls professional skill will often
enable him to produce excellent wrlting. | say nothing obout
the feeling or emational content; but the recder response, o |
knew from personal experience and from conversatians with other
writers, very often completely fails to detect any difference.
And this isn't because there is na ematian there eyway; it's
more because the writer has gane back to besics, and becous
of this does it right.

Even so,

It is often recommended, and | have suhscribed to the dictum,
thet you should always finish what you begin. There is sound
cammon sense in this, and it's probobly excellent discipline for
the beglnning writer. So dan't accumulate o drowerful of just-
begun ond half-finlshed stories. ah them. Thot | still beljeve
to be good advice when you're starting out.

Same people write to expase their Inmost ports on poper; others
write extraordinarily wel! and expose nathing. You may wi
purely for your own self-sotisfaction, or you may want to ses your
name up in lights, But after a time, these are not the reasons for
writing, even [f they might have been of the outset. The act of
writing is entisacial. Its rewords vory widely and unjustly. And
whilst you don't haye to know why you went te write, it's quite
Iikely Hhot if you do know, it wiil help o give you o better
understending of what to write. If you know axectly whet you
want to write but hoven't theught of why yau went ta write ft=—
no sweet, you're o natural.

But if, when you rall the sheet into the platen, yau see it as
@ blonk sheat of paper with an overt threat, challenging you to
fill Tt up with words, that, In my view, Just Wen't Do. That sheet
of poper Is mersly @ part of the madium you have chasen fo express
thase floatlng concepts ond emations, merely the top theet of the
veem, ond when the ream is all gone you nip down to the cellar
for o fresh box.

1F you renlly want to write thers 11 nothing for it but ta sit down
and write.

writing SF
for children
douglas hill

Bere i& a question, with some implications: is there
a market for children's science fiction?

Here is the same question, altered slightly to coun—
ter a sharp monosyllabic answer: is there an audience
for kids' SF?

Naturally I have to shove the term around a little.
Some readers will remember Arthur Clarke defining kida'
SF as any SF with the sex taken ont. Which may just
underline the fact that Clarke hasn't ready any good SF
since about 1964.

Then there was Tom Disch's cutting remark that all SF
is children's fiction, which means that every fan 1s &
puer_acternus unable to elevate him/herself into reading
what the big kids read, But that's the kind of thing
5a1d by people who don't want to be called SF writers
anymore so that the New York Review of Bagks will take
them seriously. ITt's jUSE as true and JUSE as useless to
say that all Fiction is children's fiction, in the sense
that whatever children read becomes children's fiction.
If by some miracle the nation's Fourth formers started
reading

Rechgrche a Temps Perdu, Proust would become
children‘s ?Xct;a

More usefully, we can settle on the radical notion
that "kid's SF" 1s the kind of BF that kids want to read.
I know that a lot of older kids read any kind of SF, and
that's as it should be, depending on the ready capabili-
ties and interests of the individual. Younger readers
would probably oravitate to simpler forms, with more of
an accent on dramatic action that stylistic pyrotech-
nies or socto-philosophical depths. It often seems to
reflect, loasely, the princxp]a of ontogeny recapitu-
lating phylogeny: the new youn der starte with 19408
cpace oparata and works his/mer vay ap through the stages
of SF's maturation to the present. . .um, er. . .heights.

But do they? T mean, are there hordes of kids out
there vanting to read gocd, exciting, rewarding SF on
vhatever level? Is there an audlence?

I think there is. Declaring the interest, this Rugust
sees the publication of the first book in a series
writing that might be called "space operetta”. I want
very mach for there to ba an audience for it. End of
compercial.

But opinion is divided about whether there is an
audience, and what it's like if it exists. And rhat is
the nub of this piece --- to outline some of the problems
that might comfront other writers thinking of diversify-
ing inta "juveniles”

IE, as I said, kids' SF is simply the kind of SF that
kids want to read, then the arguments rage around the
word "want”. There are mo sure ways of measuring want:
only stacks of apinions, informed to varying degrees,
tending far tao often to be coloured by the cpinion
holders' memories of their own childhood reading.
Librarians, teachers, posh-paper reviewers and book-
buying parents are of course the most articulate and
influential of these opis . They're sure they
know what kids want, not to mentioned what they ought
bk

And of course they are, almost uniformly, charter

taboos of that milieu. Publishers, being in business,
invariably reflect those requirements and so on. And



thesa facts help to explain why & many thousands of
children in this councry have never developed th
ceading habit, and prabably never because from
tha cutaat they were sharply turned off by the kind af
books that were offered them.

For a lang time SF was almost entirely beyond the
pale, for the opnion-halders, except for mupervised
forays ints “classica® like Wells, Verne and the highly
impraving fancles of C.5. Lawls. Than, when that taboo
began 1asing aome of Lts gower. the British juvenile
SP that emerged usually reflacted the @ twee
precodity af traditicnal British kiddywink Flecion —

lavel of *Noddy in Space® ar Bear Goes to
-

On a samewhat alder level, tha standard formla has

2 ¥id or two as central charactar, in the futura or on

anather planet, with a prablem ta salve, Adults other

than heavies are as wall-spoken as Dr. Who, often with
1 ties if they are

sciantiets. The youthful heross are generally preco-
clous, opinionated and hugely (nulged
hen

by Mupmy and
atymied, and to

Baddy. They tend to say "Bother

f£ind things “frightfully irerentin ng".

Now I dan't doubt the publishar surances that
thare are kida who like that kind of book --- or anyway
far whom that kind of book 1s bought --- and that thay

are the primary audience for kida' fiction of any sart.
But much a statement seems both a cop-out and a terribla
condemnation.

And In any case the kind af SF for kids' that I've
Just descrided (there wasn't mich sxaggeration in it)
Lan't really SP at all. It's Jill and Ser Pany or the
Tamous Five wearing space-age fancy dress.

1 don't believe that kids who resd that sort of book
are the likeliest awlience for SF juveniles. I believe
ve hava to look heyond the “primary audience for kida'
fiction of any sort". And when we 4o 1 think we’ll find

a whole generation af younger raaders, juniar school and
secondary schenl age. wha are already SF addicts. Bacause,
whila many of them may have been turned off reading by
the sort of books favoured hy librarians, teachers, ete,
thess kids have other vays of feeding their imaginmation
They buy comica. They go to files. They watch television.
And da you need me to spall out what they find, more
often than not?

Thankfully. there are a few publishars --- zostly
paperback hovses --- who try ta keep abraast of what
turns on the majority of kids, am opposed to the ultra-
lirerate elite. They are aware of the startling volume
of SF tand borderline SFi in the popular media. (They're
also cannily aware that kids today have more pocket
monay than in grandad's time, and would be able to buy
their cwn books -— in paperback -— rather than having
o pue up with the filtration syatem of 1ibrarians,

They refuse to see
O Marvel camics, the impact of §
lass ballybooed Films, like Roll
ing of the Bionic duo and all the rest. They seem to be
asserting that kids ought not to have such low-brow (and
Americanised) tastes indulged. And I don't doubt that
many POCUS readers will right now be echoing that asser-
tion. Am I really saying that kids' SF must lower itself
to the level of the Hulk or Blake's Seven to reach an
audience?

Mot really -— or anyway not quita. I'a not about to
dafend the degradations of SF. But Ls SEAr Waxs so de—
qraded? for me it's a hell of a good kids' fllm — tn
tarms af 5P'a “golden age”, 30 years or o ago. Just as

W 16 a hell of a good aeries in the same terms.
And ida have to start somewhare. They're not gaing

to (linq asida their weakly Spiderman and plunge straight
into Tho Left Bapd of Dackness. om

togeny recapitulates..

Equally, whatever the librarians and ec on may think,
most kids aren't going to evitch off Stave Austin for
tha sake of reading
whataver. Films and
erant set of fictional conventions, excitingly new to
them aven if patharically dated to us blase old deriders
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of mpace opera. In athar wards thers's an enarmaus
ready-made mmmce cut thare, queuing for Battlaatar
Galacts I wast to yeach that audience.
LA R X1pd of SP they like
cones in books, t00. And fram that might come a side-
effect that goes some way beyond merely improving an SF
vriter's royalty atatements.

The ultimats point ia that if all those kida are so
Gaeply into media SP, then written SP could be one of
the surest instruments to halp Xids develop tha reading

habit -— and retain it. Providing that the writtan SP
bears dafinite reseshlancas ta the SF thay gat elae—
where. And any book writar cught tn favour a likely

ay of increasing the mmber af book readers. So ought
the iibrarians, teachers, publishers.

The next Cime, then, that you get an urge tn write a
slas-bang, action-packed apace opera, don't Inatantly
quell it and penitently force yoursalf back into your
embitlous, significant, wulti-dimensional and eym-
bolically supercharged magnum opus. Write the damn
thing, and njoy Lt. There's an army of kids aut there
who'll probably enfoy it tao --- and. as I found, a
few publishers who recognise their exiatence.

questions

Q: I've just written astory which | wont to whmit to a profeslonal
mogazine. In whot farmat thould 1t ba presanted and do | need
to provide ony infarmatian ebout 117
hories should be typswrittan on one sida of thepoper, dovble
" mpuced, with each page numbared. Tha first page shauld cary
the gtory’s title ond the byllna under which the author would
like It o appear if published. The title poge should alsa carry
yout ngme and cddress ond th word langth of the story ta o good
The ipt should ba ied by o shart
Iatter 1o tha editor waying that you ora ancloring a story far
plus & sremped sel - d envelope I covar
ratum. The edltor will judge tha story on its merits alona, so
don't try to explain what you are trylng to achieve with Tt ar
how M was written—be brief and 10 the polnt.

Q: I'm just starting to wrlte g story and |'m worried abaut gatting
tha right balance between diologue and prose. Is there a simpla
fermula o follow?

A: No. Each stary is different from ol othars and should not ba
written to ony formulaa. |f you hava o good idea of what you
want ta 1oy ond how you want to bay Tt, than write the story---
the bolance between dialogus and prose wii| dictate Itslf.

Q: How do | get off tha tlush plla?

A: How do you know you'ra on 1#7 All manuscripts get red even!
Ually, and if your work thows ahillty you con be sure tht people
il so0n be rending you with intarest.

Q: A story of mine which wes rajected by @ magazine o yaer ago
hexd o time—teavel gimmlck in it that | hodn't seen wed before.
in a recant imue of the some megazine o story appeared wing
my gimmick. Hava | bean ripped off?

1 poutlble. Editors hove been knawn to form out good idans to

othar writers——ideos have na capyright on them. But it's alw

poathla thet the ather writer might have orrived at the same

Idea o1 yours independently, w0 1t's bast 1o put Tt down to

axparlence and gat on with your naxt stary.

A

Q: | liva in Sunderlond; I'm broka, | don't have o car and | feel
Isolated. I'm working on a novel and I've got lats of short
storlas, but | can't sall anything. People just Itke me in ond
around Landon seem 1o hove much mare success and they sy
parsonal contoct 13 everything. |y thls the cose?

: Parsonal contect with editors and pub!ishers can be very ussful
but ultimately It's the quallty of your work which count:
Publishers ere alwayi looking for new talent and it doesn't
mattar where thay ITve. Kesp pluggling oway by port; apart
from Innate obllity, the other majar quallly which o writer
mutt have to succaed 11 shear determingtion.
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ALIEN LANDSCAPES

Robert Holdstock/Malcolm Edwards

This is an exciting visual exploration of ten of the best-
known sf worlds with a detailed text by two established
writers in the sf field.

The spectacular worlds of Arthur C Clarke's Rama
McCatirey's Pern; Blish's Okie Cities; Clement's Mesklin,
Harrison's Eros; Arrakis from Herbert's Dune: Larry Niven's
Ringworld; Trantor from Asimov's Foundation Trilogy
Aldiss's Hothouse and H G Well's End of the Worid are all
illustrated in 100% oniginal artwork

280 x 280mm 120 pay 60 in full colour £5.50 paper

PLANET STORY

Harry Harrison/Jim Burns

At last, after two years of solid work from top sf artist Jim
Burns, we bring you this stunning book — an ebullient space
opera bursting with the irrepressible imagination of best-
selling author Harry Harrison, and with 50 full-colour pages
of the inspired paintings of Jim Burns.

280 « 280mm 120 pages, 50 in tull colour £5.50 paper

tie FLIGHT o

THE FLIGHT OF
DRAGONS

Peter Dickinson/Wayne Anderson

This thrilling book combines fact with fantasy, science with
romance. Peter Dickinson, award-winning novelist, sets out
to prove dragons did exist. He reveals 10 us how they
actually managed to fly, distinctive mating system and
evolutionary cycle, why they hoarded goid and how their
history ties in with folk lore and legend

Wayne Anderson supports the substantial text with his own
brilliant illustrations:

228 = 292mm upright 144 pages, over 80 in colour
£7.95 hardcover

Pierrot Publishing Ltd AND DON'T FORGET THE ESSENTIAL
17 Oakley Road HANDBOOK FOR ANYONE IN THE SF WORLD

T 01226 0573 THE INTERNATIONAL
SCIENCE FICTION YEARBOOK

edited by Colin Lester,

is packed with valuable information on conventions,
fanzines, publishers, agents, authors, artists, comics, ef al.

'mm 400 pages with 150 illustrations
aperback




