, SPRING
|98
issue4

ANS.EY{WRITERS MAGAZINE 75p/ $175

DAVIES ' FLYNN - HOLDSTOCK - NICHOLSON-MORTON
POLLOCK-PRIEST - SWINDEN- TAPPEN-TUTTLE - WATSON

plus Brunner, Kilworth, Langford, Stephenson and others
on reference books

a BSFA publication



FRcds

CONTENTS ISSUE 4
3 Focal Polnt : Editorial

4 The Authentic Voice
Christopher Frigat

6 Notes on an Unfinished Career
Rob Holdatock

9 Waiting
David Swinden

12 Darkness and Grace
Randal Flynn

SPRING 1981

Edited by CHRIS EVANS & ROB HOLDSTOCK

Editorial Address: 3B Peters Avenue,
Londan ul‘ﬁg,_gt.nlban:. Herts AL2
NG, to which all letters and orders
should be sent. FOCUS is no longer
open to contributians at this
address. For further information on
BSFA publicaticns, contact the
Membership Secretary (see belaw).
FICTION The views expressed by individual
contributors are not necessarily
those of the editors.

FOCUS is a publication of the British
Science Fiction Association Ltd.:

14 Somewhere for Baby to Sleep FICTION ﬁ“é""-‘%’;e‘s‘éi:tD°§§V",ﬂ§:s"°w{‘,f‘§f‘g“
Dorothy Davies Surrey GU21 1UE; Business M
Trevor Briggs, 6 The PL& crescen
16 TALKING POINTS - Road, Chingford, London E4 6AU;
. ) Membership Secretary Sandy Brown, 18
Confessions of a Collaborator : Lisa Tuttle e T e A S
Beware Mutations : Rowland Tappen 672 9NA.

On Being a Publisher's Reader : Philip Pollock

FOCUS 4 (Spring 1981) is copyright
{c) by Chris Evans & Rob Holdstock

Hints of Failure... : R.Nigholson-Morton 1981. Copyright on all mon-fiction

One Finger at a Time : Ian Watson

21 Reference Books
Introduced by John Brunner

24 LETTERS
26 Contributors

27 Market Space

FOCUS FEATURE

remains the property of the
individual contributors as named.
Waiting copyright (c) David Swinden
1987, Samewhere for Baby to Sleep
copyright (c¢) Dorothy Davies 19B1.
Art this issue is by Jim Barker (pp5,
6 & 7), Richard Litwinczuk (pp9, 10,
11), Edgar Belka (p12), Simon Polley
{(p14).

Cover by Simon Polley.

Spring Science Fiction from FABER

Robert Holdstock

WHERE TIME
WINDS BLOW

An unpredictable planet where time blows
between past and future; a domed city,
crawling along the sheer edge of a rift-
valley, watching below as alien ruins
flicker in and out of the present; a
group of 'Manchanged': humans who have
been medically and surgically adapted to
the environment of the world, and who
are struggling to adapt psychologically;
six moons that weave a complex pattern
in the night sky and cast a bizarre
spell over the animal life below.
Against this exotic and alien back-
ground, the story of the haunting of Leo
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FOCAL POINT

We first proposed the idea of a writers' magazine to the
BSFA at the Dragonara Hotel during Yorcon L, in 1979, Our
declared intention was to produce four issues aver the
next two years, Lhen review our own positions at that
time, perhaps contracting to continue the magazine.

That time has now come. This editorial is the last
contribution to FOCUS 4, and when it is finished, we are
finished, tao. We have decided against a continuance of
our involvement with the magasine. Henceforth, if FOCUS
appears, it will be under new management, and no doubt
will change completely to fit the new editorial style.

May we sy immediately that we agonized long and hard
about this decision. It was not an easy one to make.

of the last twa years:
Feathers', Chiswick) will not be the same without us.
There have been moments when we could almost bring our-
selves ta helieve that articles by professional writers
would start to arrive unsolicited and in numbers, giving
us a stock of good material to draw on for each issue.
There were moments when it seemed reasonable to hope that

and ions would advertise in
FOGUS. without our contimually chasing and begging them to
do so. But this has not happened.

The fact is that while FOUUS is a challenge to
produce, and good fun in the extreme, it is time-
consuming and demands attention too continually. We made
a private pledge two years aga that we would respond to
all articles and stories with personal letters. This
eventually becomes as much of a burden as a pleasure. We
imagined in our naivete that once the first issue had
appeared and our requirements for articles by writers on
writing - anecdotal, theoretical, humorous, serious looks
at the publishing world and the business of authoring -
became clear, articles would trickle in at a steady rate
from and £ 1s alike, Alas,
few of the articles we have published came unbidden. We
had ideas, and we enjoyed talking through articles with
potential contributors, but for each iseue we ideally
Theeded to be actively chasing only about half the mater-
ial we required. Instead we were chasing almost all. This
dents the time, the energy and the patience.

And it is time that has become harder to find for us
bath. 1980 was a very difficult year for your two edit-
ors. We made sales, certainly - new novels by us bath
wili be appearing in 1981 - but for rates which have
changed little since 1977, While the average wage of the
community rises steadily fram year to year, the wage of
the average writer has been shrinking, in real terms, by
up to 20% per annum. Not only that, but the outlets for
his work have been shnnlung, too.

(Pierrot exam-
bl ‘of ihis for the  fractionally clder partmer in this
editarial team. Pierrot published large format illus-
trated books, packaged without cynicism, but with a real
sense of enjoyment and "fun', Mismanaged tatally, it went
bankrupt, [ts loss as a markel for such books removes not
only financial security but also work security from those

who had become entrusted by the company. To find commer
cial work that does not clash with or detract from the
sexious work of writing fiction is hard to accomplish. 1f
it has heen once, it is to have to
start searching again.)

with regret, therefore, that we are giving up
the editorship of FOCUS.

So much for the misery and excuses. We said - and we
meant - that producing four issues of FOCUS has been fun.
It has been fun for many reasons, and we'd like to ack-
nowledge those reasons. We have both enjoyed reading
fiction by unpublished writers (the tiring part has been
writing critical comments, however brief, on all
submissions). So thanks to everyome who ent in manus-
cripts. We hope you make it. We hope all those seriously
involved with writing make it. But for one last time may
we flog the horse we've always flogged (no, nat the one
about avoiding rotten metaphors): if you wanted to write
it and you wrote it, and you finished 1t - you've done
all that is important. If you published it later, good
for you. But the market must always remain the secondary
consideration for anyone sericusly involved with their
writing, since writers wha slavishly produce work acc-
ording to commercial dictates risk lasing their individ-
uality and may end up producing identikit fiction.

While on the eubject of stories and our respanses to
Staries: when we were reviewing our letter files from the
past two years we were simultaneously horrified at the
imbearably dogmatic tone in which we have couched many of
aur letters of rejection, and delighted to find ourselves
still in agreement with most of the resonating, patron-
izing profundities with which we have regaled those who
have submitted stories to us. We thought it might be
useful (if a little indulgent) to quote from a few of the
Jetters which highlight aur strongest feelings about much
of the fiction we have seen. (We hope that no one who
recognizes a letter we sent to them will feel that we
have breached a trusi.) These can be found on page 26.

Who else, then, to acknowledge? The answer is: so
many. Not for the first time, Andrew Stephensan, one of
our great mates, tolerant to the point of martyrdom when
we have practically camped in his house for days on end,
using his typewriter, getting him to design pages and
fiddle with letraset. Andrew has been the third editor/
designer of FOCUS, and it would have been much less of a
magazine without him. Then there are our "regular'
artists: Jiem Barker, Rob Hansen, Richard Litwinczuk and
Simon Polley. All of them contributed happily to FOCUS
and without complaint. even when our requests for artwork
tended to be sent three days alter the deadline. Thanks
to you all, and not forgetring Edgar Belka, Andrew 5. and
Tais Teng for your individual comtributions, which were
very welcome.

We'd also like to thank everyone who taok the time to
write articles for us, and those who wrote letters. We
don't seem to have prompted much aggravation, and we have
enjoyed long correspondences with several readers. Keep
in touch, won't you?

We have always wished for more feedback to FOCUS -
and get very irritated by letters such as the one in
MATKIX 34 which casually refers to FOCUS as being
“mediocre”, but makes no attempt to justify that state-
ment (and is doubly odd, since we have a recent letter in
owr files from the same person saying: "Thanks to all
concerned for such an interesting and informative fan-
we're not immune to criticism, but we wish people
would write to ug with their complaints about the magaz-
ine, Overall, though, the support we've had has been most
valuable. Comments on this issue are, as always, welcom-
ed: we'll forward letters to any future editar of FOCUS.

Finally we must thank the BSFA, especially Alan Dorey
and John and Eve Harvey, who have often gone out of their
way to make things easier for us.

In this issue we have tried to bias the content
towards the art of writing rather than commercial con-
siderations, and one of ua has been unable to resist the
temptation to give voice himself to some thoughts an his
uniinished career, Two previcus cantributors return:
Chris Priest discusses 'voice® in writing, and Randal
Flynn presents a provocative view of art as labour. Lisa
Tuttle, who moved from Texas to Landon specifically to
write for FOCUS, gives insights into her novel collabar-
ation with George R.R.Martin. Talkipg Points also has

Continued on page 27




christopher
priest

Yeu will sometimes hear it said that for a writer to
become successful an individual "voice® must be develop-
ed. Most writers will respond to this advice pﬂllh’vely
they are they are hey want
to eatablisn a name. But what does 1t mean? Of all the
pieces of wisdom handed down from one generation of
writers ta the next, thia is surely the mast imprecise.
the most generalized. It sounds sensitle, it even saunds
quite grand, but for vagueness it ix withaut parallel.
How do yau find a voice? How do you recognize one when
you've found ane? How da you kmow any good?

And what js it exactly? Are we talking mbout another
word for prose-style? Or is it just a different kind of
ptat? Or is it, perhaps, one of those things eatablished
writers say to myatify what they do, or to conceal the
fact that they don't quite know how they do it?

I'm not sure I can answer all those questions, but a
clue a3 to the mature of "voice® might lie in an observ-
uble fact. This is that one author's work of fiction in
usually different fram everybody else’s. A story by lan
Watsan feels different {rom one by, say, Ray Bradbury.
Most resders can sense this, even if they don't know, and
don't care, why it might be so.

ram the reader's point of view, "voice® is often the
product of hindsight, and it's not always a good thing.
You sometimes hear it said of an author thar "all his
boaks are the same®. It can cut teo ways: that's some-
times a recommendation. Then you might overhear someone
in a bonkshop or library asking for ‘the Hammond lnnes
kind of story®. The reader knows the sort of book he
likes, and wants mere or similar. Such a reader is
reaponding to vaice, even though if tackled on the
subject he would probably say he was meaning a particular
"type® of novel {as if any such thing exiated).

The distinction hetween voice and atyle can be seen
more clearly outside literature. Consider the sangs
recorded by the Heatles. When the Heatles tirst hecame
popular, many people remarked on the unique "sound® of
lhe group. Much of this sound was created hy the songa

hemaeives: they were harmanized in novel waym, they were
mmehmn intriguingly worded and they revealed an out-
standing instinct for melody. As everyone knows, many of
the sangs were written by two peaple, John Lennon and
Paul McCartney, sometimes working in genuine collabor—
ation but sometimes working mare or leas slone. ‘Through-
out the life of the group, the Beatlea' "saund” remained
distinct, but differences between Lennon songs and
McCartney songs became mare apparent, culminating in twa
meparate careers after the group split up. Today, most
people who take an interest in popular music can
instinctively t:ll Ihe difference between s Lennan song
ard a McCartre:

Now, with hindnghl we can go back to the mangs they

the authentic
voice

wrote during lhe Beatles period and discover that songe
once thought to be a new homogeneoum *sound’ are actually
the wark of two distinct Lalents, Ta take polar examples,
"Norwegian Wood' is obviously a Lennon song, while
“Yesterday® is equally plainly McCartney's. Both waters
have *voice®, and it is a part of their greatness.

We can make a parallel discovery in the wark of
writers. In the of genre, Brian Aldisa's novels provide
an excellant example. Some of Aldim's early publicat-
ione, notably Equater ar The Interpreter, might not have
seemed especially promising in their day. Hoth are modest
works, and both fit imto the general ambience of the
science fiction of the late 19508; hoth storiea lean
heavily on plot, and a lat of running around goes on. And
yet with the same hindsight we can see that even these
minar worka have the unmistakable Aldias stamp on them,
with their likeable and indecisive heroes, their love of
exatica, their positive exerclse of English. (There waa
no need to wait for hindsight. s it happens. Aldims'a
very first book, The Diaries, was a work of
some maturity.)

But my definition of "voice® is again beginning ta
saund like a delinition of *style®, or "atylishness®.
Here are a few more instances trom science fiction:

To many readers the first mention of a rusting gantry
ar an abandoned hotel ar a crashed car signala a story by
1.G. Ballard. In perhapa the same way, raccoons and rock-
ing chairs signify a Clifford Simak novel. Paranoiac
ambivalence in 2 hallmark of Phillp K. Dick's work. Mad
astronauts seem to have been invented by Barry Malzberg.
Colaurful action i associated with Jack Vance.

How much of thia sort of trademark is "vaice®, haw
much "stylishness®, and how much mere repetition? It's
all aubjective, but for me voice is a comatituent of
artistry. Aldiss, Ballard and possibly Dick are, in my
view, serious literary artista and they speak with
singular voices. Simak and Vance are not and do mot. I'm
not sure about Malsherg.

Use of tha word "subjective® in pretty risky in the
ncience fictian warld, because people like Sipider Rabin-
won leap upan ita use as if it were a pamaword. But this
distinetion s subjective, and is not for once part of my
trying to make cut x case. Take the axample of Simak, a
wniter whase wark I happen to dialike.

Simak's navela atand for decency and old-fashionad
virtues. His characters are sensible, down-to-earth and
much given to introspection. lhey adapt a high moral
tane. I take no issue with any of this. What bothers me
about the Simak books 1've read is that he deals with his
aterial in an imaginatively repetitive way. It is the
intensity of imagination which makea » writer great. A
writer's soul is revealed by his respomse to the chall-
enge of ideas. In Simak novels you find the suthor




respanding ta the plot in lhe same way an he bas always
dane. In almost every Simak noval there i a scene where
the central character settles himself into a comfortable
chair on a parch, and rocks to and fro while he ponders
an semething. Then his dog dashes into the surrounding
woods, presumably chasing a raccoon, but returna in a
while with an alien or & bit af an alien. The action Is
thus advanced.

This 8 nat an author returning to a theme which
cbseases him. It i3 a wniter mimicking himself. It is
soullens writing, imaginatively sterile.

T Brexeie (o)

Now let me offer you two short passages and ask you
to Lry to spot the authars of them. You will probably
know both writers' work, but in making a point I've tried
o rg it so they are mmultaneously easier and more
difficult. The lirat passage is from a recently published
science fiction novel, written by American author whose
twelfth book it was:

He reached the boundary of the barracks within
half an hour, and lay in a ditch on the inner
side of the (ence - nuthing more naw than a
meries of tilting support posts - scanming the
open surface of the compound. The barracks was
the airmen's quarters of a small airfield. Beyond
the buildings were Lhe control tower and two or
three wide concrete runways extending off into
the hage. Between the barracks he could see the
upright steel skeletons of twa large hangara. In
the nearer hangar was the tail section aof a
Dakota that had been tethered by a steel hawser.
1t slammed and swiveled in the driving wind, its
identification numerals still visible.

The second passage might be easier, although it is not
from a piece of science fiction. The navelist is a
British woman, writing in the early years of the
nineteenth century:

Thaugh we had feared to be late. we found the

t ion,  handled of a
military pomi. Am.augn sotme of the sentences are short,
pithy and workmanlike, the first and longest sentence is
clumsy and mediocre, diafigured by what seema to be an
afterthought put in between dashes. For most of this
short section the writing could belong to anybody. But
the last two sentencea are interesting, because although
the actual prose atyle s not fundamentally different, we
have our interest focussed by whar the author draws to
our attention. We are atlracted by the detail that the
tailplane has been secured by a hawser; in the next
sentence comes the almost obsessive detail that ita num-
erals were still viaible. There is an individual eye
seeing this moment in the story, and it is an individ-
val's voice which is describing it to us. The booi this
passage is from is the first, and for m.
least interesting, novel published by J.G.
afraid I lied to you about it being the lwelfth baok hy
an American author.

But look back at the passage now, in the knowledge
that it is by who it is, and daes it nat seem more
“Ballardian®? Of course this is hindsight, but surely our
very understanding of the word "Ballardian® was learnt by
a gradual discovery of Ballard's texts. | believe that in
this carly text of Hallard'a we can hear his authentic
voice. (It's only fair te say that by the time The Wind
from Nowhere was written, Ballard had already made his
mark w n number of unique short staries, and his
"voice® if enly to a y amall
audience n Britiah af magazinea. | might adel that I had
to hunl thraugh the navel for same time before finding a
paasage that didn't give the whole game sway at once.)

I also lied to you sbaut the second pasmage, althaugh
it im in fact a mature work. It is not a fragment from
some neglectad epic by Jane Auaten. The authar is a can-
temporary American, the novel is a recent one. and is
Leonie Hargrave's Clara Reeve. Ms Hargrave i better
known to sf readers as Thomas M. Disch. | chose the piece
because it again points out that "voice® is not inter—
changeable with ‘prose style®. The language rhythms in
ilara Reeve are arnate and to modern years outmoded, and
the choice of vocabulary is conaciously within period. I
hesitate lo use the word 'pastiche®, but it might do to
some extent, The style is manitestly nat like the bulk of
Disch's other work. Even o, the passage is identifiably
Disch's work. He has always been a writer who delighta in
the macabre or bizarre, and the word "delight underlines
the gaiety of much of his fiction. In this short paasage
we witness the last erratic fhght of a doomed moth, and
are invited to be entertained by it {note the phrase
“glorious demise®). And yet the math is not just there
because the author feels playtul, It advances the plot:
the flaring demise attracts the aunt's attention to the
clock, and anwards goes the story. Disch is a writer who
enjoys plotting, and there is a lot of it in

All this is how | interpret or understand the concept
of "vaice®, but [ want te restate that I'm nat trying to
prove a polnt. | remember at the first Milford Conference
| went to, Hrian Aldias asked ane of the wrnters there if
what he wanted was a volce or a market, This question was
provoked by a stary which to Aldiss's mind had been
written in an attempt to satisfy a particular American sf
magazine. Une can obvinusly work out what "markets" want,

a process of analysis and induction, and then set
about supplying the gaods. It ls what many hack writers
do as a matter af course, and i1 is not altogelher to be
despised. But most writers, and most beginning writers,
on't want ta metile far that. They aren't interested in
becoming I.R.R. Tolkien Mi.II, or Michael Moorgack Ir, ar
the new Anne McCatfrey, however much they might admire
those writers. What they want to be is themselves.

But if they did mimic those writers, ar anyone else,
all they would achieve ls the distertion of their own
voica into am imitation of someane eles's. The next atep
tram sounding like someone else la saying the same thinga
an sameone ele.

drawing room emply. A solitary moth.
awakened, flitted amang a dazen lighted tapers,
an if undecided which would afford him the most
glorious demise. Finally, he committed himseli to
the tapmost candle in a stand of lowr that staod
upon the mantel next to a glass-belled clock. The
flare of Lhe moth's death drew my aunt's attent-
ion to this clock and roused her to wonder
whether we had come ta the right room.

Both of these pamsages contain examples af each author
individual "vaice'. Yet neither passage is typical of its
author, which ia why 1 chose it.

The first pasmage i an ardinary piece of writing, #

is tied up with originality,
with being irreplaceable, and ultimately with being
AR LR

A market or a voice.. this i what it all boils down
10 in the end. A writer who has tound a market but wha
lacks a vaice makes an empty, comforting sound; he says
what is expected of him, he singa other men's words, he
sounds familiar and reassuring. But a writer with a
singular volee is one wha surprises, who unsettles his
audience, who does not immediately satisty the expect—
ations of him, but is one who in the end will develap his
own unique following, In Wordaworth's words: every great
and eriginal writer must himself create the taste hy
which he is to be relished.




Notesonan
Unfinished Career

ROB /
HOLDSTOCI4

1 work in one corner of a large room, whose state of
chaos is a frighteningly apt metaphor for my state of
mind; my desk is a disaster zone, cluttered with note-
books, files, unanswered letters, scraps of paper with
telephone numbers ard 'things to do' scrawled upon them.
The floor of the room is covered with piles of paperback
books and magazines, photographs, pictures, and even (T
ratice as I look arond to check my facts) a denim shirt.
Gad krows how lorg that's been there. There isn't emugh
room in the office for everything I want ta keep to
*hand'; in consequence the jungle of material is awesome
to regard. But once every half year ar so I spend a week
organising the place, tidying up, boxing up the warst of
the paperbacks and magazines, Eiling the rest, putting
photographs into albums, Boxes full of items that I was
surge 1 would read or use get shoved into the attic,
‘P&ready Full to jamming point with ten years' hoardimg.

In this way, toa, 1 write. My concession to order is
to have a large box of files, each labelled with some
appropriate clue as to its contents: (3ds and Sods 1978;
Belgium Speech & Notes; Novel ideas (pramisirg); Odds and
Sods 1981. The projects on which I am working are in
slightly bulkier files, propped up on my desk: a novel, a
short story, an illustrated book, FOCUS 4. Sometimes
Sheila asks to read what I've written of the novel. But
when she opens the file she finds nothing but a sheaf of
densely typed sheets (single spaced, both sides of the
paper), unreadable through the typographical errors,
interspersed with peges of scrawled, biro-written words
that, if left for more than six months, not even I can
decipher. The novel materizl builds up, scenes, narrat-
ive, scrawled insertions to be 'polished later'.
Eventually I sense an ending in sight. When that is
written, the process of tidying commences, sorting out
and storing away the bits of narrative that can't be
used, organising, and cleaning up the paragraphs, re-
experiencirg the novel as a whole.

Now begins a process of deduction and intepretation
that tests my intellect to its limits. A brilliant and
evocative sceme (by my standards) in which great truths
are about to be revealed, ends abruptly with a hand-
written rote Fill in Great Truths later". A complex but
gripping discussion is frustrated by a margin comment:
"Don't forget that he's been ixeceted!!™ For the life of
me I can't make out whar the word "ixeceted® was meant to
say. After a day's agonising I scribble the comment out
amd rope that “ixeceting' 18 not a important biolegical
activity. I begin to dread a review that reads, "Although
promising, the whole novel totally falls apart because
the author appears to forget that he ixeceted his char-
acter in Chapter 2". Names are filled in at this time
too. In first draft most subsidiary characters have had
simple names, like Chris and Roy. Now I riffle through
the telephone book far such beauties as Ben Leuwentok,
and Immuk Lee. Main characters somehow always seem to
evolve their names naturally, and I never change them
after the fact of their establishmenr. This leads to
slight discomforts, such as in my last book where the
main protagonists were called Lec Faulcon and Lena
Tanoway. I dreaded having te write the line, "Leo and
Lena leaned lower®. Fortunately I managed te avoid it.
Alien names are a cinch, though. I have two foreign
larguage dictionaries, one Irish and ane Dutch. If I need
an alien name I lift out a ward and spell it backwards,
o! spell it phonetically.Thus Rund-is in Eye

mong the Blipd, from the IPY ystePy,
"m'aiamr' d Vandezande's Wn(ld in my mare recent
effort, from an cbsCUre Flem

Tive never seen the point of g gett)ng all the tech-

nical details in my sf right, and here I stand in a
terrifyingly minor minority. I've never been interested
in how things work, or even why... all that I care about
is that they work if I say so, and continue to work until
they don't.’ I feel much the same way about 'social and
economic set-ups' too. I aften bave whole communities of
humans living on a colonised world, and they tend to do
what T want them o do, and wsually get into trouble for
doing it ( = story). When I'm asked a simple questlon
such as, “But where does the finance for all those
special machines come from? Who [HYS the bills? T shiver
for a moment, wish I knew more about economics, and
perhaps write in a line of dialogue in which the View-
point Character says, "What finances all this?" only to
be told by a puzzled minicn, "I'm not sure. But we
manage "

Research is important, of course. I did a great deal
for Earthwind and enjoyed it all, and am doing a great
deal [Of my current moject, which is largely historical;
but you leam to distirguish, before you begin the book,
between research that will stimulate the evolution of the
novel ard research essential for background authenticity.
For Earthwind I spent slx months reading about Neolithic
Irelard, amd the philosophical use of oracles, especially
the 1 Ching, which would dominate all my characters'
1ives. BGE details of police procedure, say, or exactly
how the M4 motorway runs, these would all form part of
the ‘check this later' margin commentary. The trouble
with that srt of nit-picking research is that it gets in
the way of the business of wgiting. If I think too hard
about my idea, and my charact®FE, before I start to work,
everything becomes very mechanical. A if you start off
weting character with too well evolved a picture of him
or her, then perhaps yoU will deny that character the
chance to take on a more subtle appearance — depth, if
you will. I can't be totally sure of this, of course.
It's just the way I work. I begin writing inages of
character, and perhaps a few scrappy soumd®, words or
Phrases. Characters to me are a Littie like casual scisl
acquaintances; I have to make a considerable effort if
I'm to develop a good relationsh:p with them. And as with
real life, I don't always hit it off with someone I meet
on my pages, and 1 get bored, or frustrated, and this
shows of course in my writing.

Since I've got on to character, I should say also
that things can go wrong at a later stage. You can lose
touch with a main character, and the expression of ideas
in the novel, even the structurlng of landscape, can
begin to take on a false edge. In his article "Nates on
an infinished Novel" John Fowles observed that characters
are like children; they need constamt attention, constant
care, constant love, constant admiration... They are all
part of one chacacter, of murse, the writer himself, and
they extend on to the pages, shaping and growing and
taking on a life of their own; eventually they become
quite detached, functioning consistently, enriching the
stary by their very unpredictability, by the way they say
and do things that the child at the typewriter has not
expected: his fingers fly across the keys, his mind
speaks to the page, but he has reached deeper into the
relationship between himself ard his creations, to a
place where consciousness has been shut out.

But no matter how real a character becomes, there
st1ll exists a thin umbilical cord reaching between
creator apd created; tiredness, a concern with things
other than the simple expression of a story (cancerns,
say, with finishing a book on time, or what the readers'
reactlans are gaing to be), these can block the cord,
starving the character of the flow of life. It has
happenad t me, and I exgect that It has happened w most
wrirers; when you tire of your characters, or when char-




acters tire of you, the work is effectively finished.

Cancern for how a readership will react to the
completed work is of very low priority when I'm writing,
but like all of my adapted breed 1 secretly lust after
flattery, and spend sleepless nights trying to imagine
pesple in Birmimgham (1ike Rog Feyton) er Woking (like
Alan Dorey) reading my novel, and whimpering and gasping
with pleasure. I'm always very aware that even if every—
thing comes together in the writing a navel can still
fail to work for a substantial number of readers. It
takes quite a while to grasp the simple fact that state—
ments such as "I didn't understand it" or "I couldn't
read it.. awful, heavy, boring book® or *it didn't do
anything at all for me", that these are mot statements of
failure, or of criticism. They are statements of non-
rapport .

After all, there s an enormous gap between reader
and writer. *The reader sees us as we were; the writer
lives with what he is. It is mot = much ideas, subjects,
characters that matter tn a writer, but the experience of
handling them.” It would have been nlce to have =214 that
before Jom Rowles.

But how do you communicate o personal an experience
tn a readership humey for, and critical of, the finished
form? I wonder if it's true to say that a Reader finds a
favourite Writer in ore whose persanal experience with
the landscapes and characters of his novel commmnicates
alorg same hldden feed-tube, linking likeeminis through
the cold printed product?

Each day is different, ard Sod's Iaw operates merciless~
1y. Ihave only to respond to a question about how well
my day has gone with a cheery "Terrific, a fantastic
day's work, got lots done" for the following day to he
spent in distracted, frustrating non-productivity. Such
disciplines - often recommended - as "Aluays write 3000
words a day" or "Always spend at least the same number of
hours each day trying to write" are nansense. If it
doesn't come, it doesn't come. It's all right for
hackwark. Hackwork doesn't zequire 'natural expression'.
In fact, one of the objectives of hackwork is to correct
any natural expression to it the totally pre-ordained
plot and character and formula style, Creative writing
involves almost totally unconscious expression, telling
as much about the writer himself as of the characters
voicing the words. I'm often puzzled, and very often
surprised, by how my narrative twists and turns; early in
my last novel, for example, when I was still feeling my
way with my characters, 1 wrote that one of them "wept
mock tears®. I was surprised by that word "mock®, as 1'd
thought only to write that he had wept, and I almost made
an on-the-spot deletion. later, it became transparently
obvious why the bastard's tears were "mock™. Flrst
instinctst And trust, trust in yourself. It sounds
arrogant to say this, but it's essential: you have to
write what you're writimg with the attitude, "I may have
doubts and discomforts with what I'm writing, but that's
because I'm too close to it; I've not mucked up before;
and there is no reason why I should be starting now."
Which is not to say that things cannot go badly wrang
with a novel. They certainly can. Writing can fluctuate
from day to day, weeks can pass when the creative flow
seems clotted; out of such anxiety and harrowing frus-
tration came an energy and 2 power that make the emergent
weiting sparkle; but to have a fundamental doubt about
one's ability seems to me to mark Someone constrained by
external considerations,

On a bad day, nothing goes right. (n a bad day the
landscapes and characters seem to hover in a heat haze,
wiles gistant, learing them talk is like listening ko
ralio interference. Planetary scenes have mo colour. n a
bad day even the simplest of [asks assumes a gargantuan
form; you fird yourselE writing paragraphs like this:

"My brother was looking across the street; I
looked to where he was looking to see what be
was looking at. Standing in 2 shop doorway was
a good-leoking girl, lookimg at us as if she
knew us.*

I write paragrapbs like that even on good days, but
on good days I can see instantly where to snip, change,
re-order and edit. On a bad day those repetitians bevome
slippery, unmanageable little gremlins. You start subs—
tituting “watching®, "staring®, "regarding” for some of
those *lookings*®, but you can't decide which to change,
which to leave...

"1 regarded to where he was looking.. T
looked o where he was staring.- I stared to

where he was watching..
(Hair starts to fall across the typewriter. Scratch
marks appear on the walls of the room. Blood flecks
appear on breken fingernails.)
"1 turned t regard the girl at whom my
brother was looking..."
"t vas looking at a girl and T looked o,
turning my head to look...”
In Gesperation you end Up going right over the top:
"My own eyes swivelled in the bony orbs of my
Skull wntil they were pinted in the sme
direction as his

The day ends with a first magnitude Primal Scream,

The following day, of course, is a good day. You read
through the offending paragraph and see the solution
instantly. You cut the lot, and write:

*A girl was looking at is From avrass the
street. She seewed W krow

The same difficulty arises with hanilmg two af the
real banes of a writer's life: the subjunctive tension
and the cliche. Both of these are areas uhere a very fine
judgement is required, for both are a natural part of
langlage. Over-use of subjunctive temsion and cliche is a
sign of a lazy, dialogue-dominated writer; but to delib—
erately not use them denies the reality and the natural
laziness of common larguage.

subjunctive tension, in case it's an wnfamiliar
expression to you, consists of such unintentionally
hilarious phrases as, "His eyes fell upon the book on the
table" or "She cast her eyes through the viewscreen® or
“with a smile, he levered open the door” or "He screwed
W his face” or (courtesy of the SFWA Handbook) "She shat
her big mouth off". When read In a fast-paced, attention-
gripping narrative, they pass unnoticed, but they're lazy
writing, and that laziness can be highlighted by quoting
out of context.

Cliche, of course, is harder. e man's cliche is
another man's natural expression. Be very careful before
you accept that your writing is cliched. A cliche is more
offensive to a literary minded reader rather than to an
entertzinment Teader, and there is a balance to

W, 8 It is a crucial balance. An awareness of the
danger and existence of cliche Is imperative. To describe
watching the dewn come up... I've just used a cliche,
‘the dawn come ip'-. to describe snrise in an tncliched
way is very demanding, to capture that subtle charge from
night to light, the first glimpse of that silent reddish
arb creepim snail-like above the jagged black skyline of
the slumbering city. (Yech.) The trouble with trying to
get rid of cliche is that it reduces your language to a
bare, factual minimm; it denles, in certain instances,
the chance to imulge in & descriptive flourisn.

"The sun rose. All of a sudden I could see
what I was doim.*

ne has to take care. You can try using a more per-
sonal imagery, but this is risky, as it almost certainly
involves tsing sme clumping sim

*The sun, an immense Spanish satsuma, crept
above the jagged herizon like a fireball aver
the ragged, wnshaven jaw of the world.."
Perhaps the most testing time is wryimy to describe
simple bodily reactlons. Cliche interferes all the way.
Try describing a panic reactien. You could say, *I backed



away frightened.” But perhaps you went a flourish:
*I backed away, my skin beginnirg to crawl..”
[note the subjinctive tension, tool. *I backed
awey, my skin becaming clammy... my p.\lse
beginning to race.. my heart thundering in
my chest... my head beginning to spin..."
Al1 cliches, of course, so what's left but to try to
innovate:
1 backed away, my goolies tensed against the
cold groping of the bony hand of terror...”

Ad o we come back to:

"I backed away, my eyes bulging soundlessly
from the bany orbs of my skull...”

What happens when you're frightened is that your
heart rate increases, and the tiny halrs on your body
start to erect. Even describing it thus - accurately -
can't escape the fact that such expressions have been

thousands of times before. are

It comes back to judgement, and thE Main consider—
aticn is: is it effective? The danger of cliche is that
the expression has lest much of its power through
repetition, That's, after all, what a cliche is. If the
imagery and power evoked ("My heart suddenly began to
race®) is effective, then though the phrase might
irritate same, it is appropriate nonetheless.

R

Sheila is a vegetarian ard is forever coping with boorish
questions about why she decided to give up meat. She
handles them very well these days, am only the Eaintest
sound of grinding teeth can be heard fram behind her
smiling 1ips, testifying to her terrible need to thump
wmething. I'n told that s writers respond similarly 3
the question, "Where do you get your ideas Erom?"
imagine that the reluctance to respond to that quesncn
is because an honest answer would be, "Mostly from othe[
fmople's science fiction - but I do it s much

Frankly, [ can't see anything wrong with tl mf
tude, since the whole mint of story telling is to take
an old tale and tell it anew. But sf writers are cbsessed
with 'eriginality', and 1t is not enough that their
individual voice, ard way of dealing with fiction, is
original - ideas have o be original. In this way sf sets
itself poles apart from other genre fiction - originality
is the last requirement of the Western, or the whodwnit,
or the thriller, as far as I can see. (A new gimmick
suffices for a thriller, and then wheel in the 1 gold
and the CIA.)

I certainly don't mind being asked about my ideas.
Mythim that Starts conversation s easily seems to me
to be a very valuable social tool. It’s never fans of
course, always relatives, ot new acquaintances BBFTide
the fannish ‘family'. I find it fascinating just how
intriguing sf is to Someane who knows nothing about it.
It focusses cf@rly upon the fact that sf is strongly
identified as at least containirg bizarre ideas ("I don't
know how you people think them up. You must have such
muwerful imaginations”) if not actually being dominated
by them. But questions w stop at 'ideas', which is
sad. I've never heen ask W I find it is workirg with
character against alien locations. Mo ane ever says,
"Science fiction? Can human values be realistically
eplored in Futurescapes?”

No. SE means ‘strange' or 'unknawn' and 'bizarre'. As
such, it might as well be occult fiction (which genuinely
explores the unknown, the hidden, the bizarre). To write
science fiction, to let it be krown that you do &, is to
be regarded as in some way 'different', someone whose
mird must be filled with the Universs. and all manner of
mdesczibably strange and exotic thing

To say, "Well, actually it's Ei110 with words and
fleeting images” is not enough. It doesn't ring true.

It's worderful, though, tpw many people use “Where do
you get your ideas from?* as a preface to that other bane
of the sf writer's social life: "I had an idea once. You
might like it. ¥ou can have it if you want." To which the
courteaus response is, "Oh great. Do tell,” while your
head fills with the sond of an elephant's death-rattle.

agine what it does to a writer to have someone else
tell him an idea. There are three Nightmares. The First
is that the idea being told o the writer is an idea that
he already has. There is something sickening abour hear-
ing a story that you have been brooding over for some
years reduced to basics, told in bare plot form, hy
someone who ~ & voice keeps telling you with sickening
repetitiveness - will never belleve that it wasn't his

idea that you took, when the story is eventually publish-
ed. And this can lead on to the Second Nightmare. The
Ideamonger may just have hit upon something that unbe-
knownst to you (or indeed to him) is a ot Idea. Take it,
he says, 1'd like to see it written. Against your better
judgement, when you have the time, you write the book,
and within a year you have a best-seller; film rights are
bought, the film makes money. (he day there is a knock on
the door, and there before you stands the ldeamonger,
with two burly friends. He reminds you that it was his
idea in the Eirst place, these are his witnesses, and
he's come for his share. Scenes of vialence ensue.
Unlikely? Well, yes. Damn near impossible, these
ays. But the Third Nightmare is a far more familiar one.
The Ideamorger burns with his idea, hoverirg arourd you —
at a party, perhdps - smiling whenever you glance at him,
and at lergth, moved by compassion, you give him the
opening he wants: "Have you ever written anything your—
self?" The light that instantly burns in his eyes is
insufficient to banish the stygian gloom that has sudden—
1y erveloped your last functioning neurones as you await
the onslaught. After fifteen minutes standing in silence,
listening to the detailed breakdown of his plot, he at
last pauses; it has been a retelling of every warst idea
you've ever read. The man knows nothing, his idea is
tedlous, implausible, ridiculows. Relief, however, brirgs
the words "That's a great idea,” to your lips, but you
never finish, for his hand is raised to silence you. "Mow
we get to chapter two,” he says. The room begins to spin.

That said, there are two or three people of my acquaint-
ance whose ideas I like to listen . (e of them - lets
call him FG - could Be a very good writer on his own
tarms, if he had the discipline and inclination to 1ift a
pen. His most recent idea was guite superb, a sure-fire
best-seller of the political thriller type. The mental
void that is my political naivete widened terrifyingly as
I contemplated the notion, and Finally realised that I
couldn't handle it. PG is the safest, and mast valued
source of ideas around. Not that I've ever used one,
although I almost certainly will one day (prabably as a
collaboration with PG himself). The reason he is safe,
however, is that he actually desperately wants ta read
the books that he thinks up. 1'm : ¥=8 conscious of the
fact that if I ever did write up one of his ideas I would
make one person in the world ecstatically happy, and
there is a fragment of achievement in thar notian, some—
thing appropriate in terms of writing.

1 often fantasise about really taking writing and
story-telling out into the streets, becoming a sort of
roamirg bard of the written word. (Qr samething.) I see a
coach full of hungry writers, each with his own desk,
typewriter, plot/character computer, box of paper and
tank full of Chiswick Bitter. The coach drives the length
and breadth of Britain, stopping occasionally w salicit
orders: excuse me, sit, but what sort of story have you
always wanted t read?

"Wha me?... well, ['ve always wanted to read a story
about gangs of Civil Service filing clerks roaming the
streets, ripping the shit out of rich boys.”

"Ah yes, sir, the Revenge of the Inferiors theme.
Naw, we can do you our standard five thousand worder,
with a sub-plot about a young female person Ercm the
switchboard whose lojalties are torn, which comes aut at
are hundred pounds plus VAT. r we can do you aur Revenge
Special at two hundred pounds all inclusive, with a
double sub-plot, development of secondary characters,
message for the 80s, and our special offer of the week:
extra descriptive attention to the sense of smell.”

"Sounds just the job. I'll take the Speclal... "

"Right, sir. Now just a few particulars. How many
rich boys will you require to be savaged-.?"

Sometow, I don't think it could work.

What have I learned (if anything) after six years' writ-
ing full time? The answer is:very little. I've learned
sel f-confidence, but not sel F-satisfactian; an awareness
of my abilities, perhaps, but a greater awareness of my
limitations. I still overwrite. I am fascinated by the
flow of images. I have not yet learned to take the
implied advice of Voltaire who, writing to a friend,
apologised for the lenyth of his letter and regretted
that he had not the time to make it shorter. And yet I
enjoy overwritlng. I am most comfortable when I am over—
Wraiting. But I take more care, these days, to "craft® my
writirg after the initial white heat of preduction. It's
a striving for balance which will doubtless continue for
as long as I write.




WAITING

David Swinden

We walked through narrow, twisting streets, Ephraim and
I, rubblng shoulders with the jostling throng. The old
city of Skalla was warm with light and life, its sub-
stantial native population suollen by affuorld visitors
Such a3 we, here to obtain information on the coming of
the Trani, that legendary, anclent race of whom the
visionarfes and mystics, those who could see Beyond, had
spoken for years.

In Salla there were many such vislonaries: the com-
pact, slightly shabby city provided a focal paint for
anything offbeat, for creative artists of all kinds. Its
relatively primitive standard of livirg was an attraction
in {tgelf for many peaple. Cafes and dark cellar-bars
apounded, am the fame of its red-light district spread
far. It was this area that Ephraim and I, by chance, were
rou approachirg.

We were searching for a particular mystic, a woman
whom e had been told ta seek by Talbor, our friend and
mentor back home. When public interest in the Trani had
undergone one af its periodic upsurges some montha be-
fore, he had advised us to obtain permits to visit
Skalla, on the planet Xlathri, forthwith. He pointed out
that limits wauld be imposed by the Scallan authorities
before the year was out; he Suspecte¢ this time the
mystics would have something special to report. And he
proceeded to mark on an old map of Skalla the route from
the spaceport to Miranda's house.

We had, of course, become lost in Skalla's maze of
narrow winding streets. We suddenly found ourselves in a
Street less croudal than most, cobbles underfoat, high,
wood-fronted houses facing each other = close that one
could imagine their inhabitants leaning across ta
converse. Ephraim nudged me, and I turned. His eyes,
widely-spaced above an aquiline nose, narrowed as he
smiled.

He pointed. "I think she's interested in one of us.
Probably me."

A young woman was leaning against the wall opposite,
darting her head this way and that to keep us in view
through the peaple wandering by. She was not unattract-
ive; she had short fair hair (a characteristic of the
native Skallans), a wide, friendly mouth and a nose
verging on stubbiness. She wore a simple ahort erimson
dress, cut open at the front to expose her navel.

Ephraim tock my arm, pulling me after him. "Come on -
let's give her o greetings fram offworld.”

1did not resfst. I was curious; people on my home-
world simply did mot smile at strangers for mo apparent
reason. In a way, I regarded Skalla a3 an extension of
the University, i place to learn.

fFiction

Ephraim introduced us with a sueeping how, "reetirgs
from Taczan," he said.

The girl thrust out her pelvis and rubbed a bare
thigh sgatnst Ephraim's. "Fifteen guilders for & nice
tige, stranger,” she said, eoarsely. Ephraim blinked his
bewilderment .

She turned her attention to me. "I'l} make 1t twenty
for the two of you. Or if you'd prefer one each, T can
easily find a friend”

Mot truly believing what was happening, I panicked.
Seizing Ephralm's arm, 1 marched away, muttering, "No
thais." For once my garrulous companion had nothing to
say a3 he stusbled after me. Not intil we had turned the
corner at the end of the street did I alow my furiaus
pace.

"Was that really.." began Ephraim, hiS eyes wide
with vonder.

"Yes it was, really. That was a whore”

A characteristic wide-toothed smile spread over
Ephraie’s face. "Marvellousi™ he exclaimed, and then in
quieter tones, "How about going back? We can afford
tuenty guilders between us - just about. And 1t's all
experience, after all”

Sensing that he was serious Tmade a non-committal
sound. There was no way 1 was going ta ga back. I had
shown myself for what I was: an offuorld innocent, from a
clean, ordered planet where narrow, grubby lanes and
whores soliciting in broad daylight were unheard of.
Also, like Eghraim, I half-regretted not accepting the
woman's offer. The idea was exciting. But... I had heard
of horrible diseases. Ard all those other men! Did whores
wash? 1 wondered_ 1 shuddered.

By dint of much qestioning, map-searching and mign-
reading we came tortunusly nearer to our destinatian. We
certainly had time to become familiar with the cheerful
bustling of humanity, the heavy sunlight flooding the
streets and lanes, the filthy gutters and the strange,
unssvoury smells raised by the heat. We saw many placards
mvertising the skilla of mystics, some beautifully and
professionally lettered, same 1ittle more than scraps of
pper [Ested to grimy tindous. About them clustered other
visitors, from many worlds, different clothing styles
clashing in a peculiarly attrastive disharmany.

The peaple compared [rices, dehated whether something
better lay around the next corner, whether to retrace
their steps. It was fascinating to chserve how the
rugaurs concerning the Trani had entered the realm of
public truth. I was glad that we ha advice, that we were
not forced Lo take cur chances with posaible thisves.

We arrived at the house feeling weary but exeited, and
hesitated before the door, on which the faded number 23
could barely ba seen. The hauses in thia tall terrace
varled in xize, but uere all remarkably narrow; numi

was perhaps the width of a small room. Three tiny bells
hung above the daor, 3erving no obvfous purpose, and an
old curtain, patterned in pastel colours, blanked the
minmcule window. There was no placard, no sign; Miranda
must rely on word of mouth, I fourd this reassuring.

"Well," said Ephraim, and grinned. "Are we gaing in
or aren’t we? And he rapped on the doar with great
vigowr. It opened immediately.

"Good afterncon.™ A tall, blond man stepped cuti he
a3 wearing only a cotton tunic, belted at the waist, and
thonged sandals, typical Skallan summer dress. We bacied
away to give him room, amd he paused, gazing -down on is.
"I take it you're looidng for Miranda.”

"That's rigit* 1 replied hurriedly. Far some reasn,
e intimidated me. "We've come from Taczn. Qur teacher,
Talbar, gave us the namer

"An... yes. I think I may have met him ance. Anyway,
B0 atraight in* He waved a peremptory farewell, and
vandered off down the street.

"After you, Josh Ephraim bowed with mock courtesy
and indicated the doorway with a typically flamboyant
gesture. 1 stepped jnaide.

The first thing I noticed was the smell, a pungent,
musky odour, as of some exotic scent. Ephraim sniffed
astentatiowmly. "Very myatical,” he said. "Do you suppose
that's the drug she uses?

"Maybe,” 1 murmured. "And keep your voice down if
you're gaing to be sarcastie.”

We walked alowly down a corridor, the walls of which
were hurg with ancient carpets. Through the gloam 1 could
Jjust make out the designs on them. They depicted strange
creatures moving zcross alien landseapes, which seemed
fitting enowgh. To our Figt was the entrance to a stair-
cawe, aml sheal was a doar, siightly ajer, a faint light



shining
through
the jamb. We
" paused, indecisive.

somenere totally unfamiliar,
A voice issued

from beyond the door, thin and
tremulous, but nevertheless carryin
a hint of authority."Please came in
Ephraim and

1 exchanged glances. Even he vas begiming to
look a little apprehensive. "Here goes," he
whispered. We ushed through the door, which creaked, and

faced Miranda like two errant students before their -

tutor .

The room was dimly lit by a small lightglobe set on a
curiously carved pedestal in a corner. Some additional
pale rays slipped in through a tiny window high on the
facing wall. Presumably the mystic liked to create
atmosphere,

The walls were all but invisible behind the prints,
hargings and peculiar relics adorning them, The furniture
consisted exclusively of large cushions scattered at
random over the floor. The intensity of the musky odour
bad increased beyond measure. I coughed,

Why had 1 imagined Miranda to be an old woman? I
suppose because 1 had always thought of all visionaries
as being ancient, crabbed creatures intoning incantations
over bubbling pots. There were no visionaries on Taczan,
and precious few elsewhere in the galaxy; purges cent—
uries ago had seen to that. Tne planet Klathris, and
Skalla in particular, had become their anly refuge for
many years. And s I was taken by surprise.

Miranda looked young, a hint of prettiness surviving
the ravages of her craft, Her fine blonde hair fell
straight to her narrow shoulders, where it lay in twisted
strands. Shadows gathered in the pools of her hollow
cheeks, and in the dim light her eyes were a faded blue.
Her small, thin-lipped mouth curved in & smile of
welcane ,

"You seek the Trani?" she asked, in the voice of an
old waman. I nodded and moted that Ephraim had been well
and rruly silenced,

"Please sit!' She indicated two cushions; Ephraim and
1 gra:efuny moved to them. Miranda adopted a cross-
legged position facing us. I noticed how absurdly thin
her legs were, poking out from beneath her voluminous
robe.
“"How did you hear of me?"

“From our teacher M I replied.
"Talbor," added Ephraim, "on Taczant

"4h, yes, Talbor.)' She paused. "A good man. But he
Knows less than he thinks he does She smiled.
After a brief silence, I said, "As do we all," think-

ing this to be the correct reply. To my dismay, Miranda
savagely shook her head.

"No!" she exclaimed. "Many of us - and I do not mean
only visionaries such as myself - know more than we
think." She laboriously shifted her position. "So. Why
exactly are you nere?'

"The Trani," I said hesitantly.
this tine it Will be different.”

In what way?"

1 grew impatient. "They are coming here.

Miranda shrugged. ™ou kmow, then. Everyone kmws, it
seems. S0 why come to me?"

Ephraim leant forward eagerly. "They might know here
- but I can assure you that where we come from they TGSt
certainly do not kiow. Rumow's, all rumours. Besides, we
want detatls. ™

Miranda smiled. "Ch, I can give you details, but they
may not be the details you want." She rose unsteadily to
her feet. "I will look Beyond for you. As for the fee..."

Talbor had been unable to Say what this adventure
would actually cost; if we should be thwarted now,
through money

"You have come from Talbor. You wish to learn. I will
charge you a special price And to our grest relief, the
figire she quoted seemed ridiculously low.

YThe rumours are that

She was gone from the roam for some
"Mixing her potions, I suppose, o 1 suggested making
a feeble attempt at levity.
"But why go upstairs to do it? It's not as though
she'd be giving away any trade secrets. You can either

see Beyond or you can’t

"Maybe it's messy. Maybe it's just a private thing

"Either way I wish she'd hurry, I'm getting nervous.
It beginning to feel as though it's me who's going to be
taking off M

When she re-entered the room, she seemed wnaffected
by whatever hal taken place upstairs. She moved slowly to
her cushion, her twig-like legs gently rustling the folds
of her robe. Facing us, she said, "Now you must be
silent. Ask no questions, Merely wait and accept.

I'm not sure what I expected to happen. Perhaps she
would tremble, her eyes would roll up and she would speak
in a voice not her own, Perhaps she would become a wild
thing and scrabble around the room, barking out her
visions. And then again, perhaps she would sink into a
near-coma, and drone her messages in a robotic monotone.

None of these thirgs happened. The only visible sign
of her condition was a faint glazing of the eyes. She
spoke calnly.

They bring gifts. The gifts are of... something

ocbvious.
ot all can see them.
So_stranget m mind cannot comprehend their strange-

ness. I Cﬁal’u s e, interprets for me.
They are good: such beauty, such glory.
ind yet...

Miranda shuddered and her face greu slack with
despair. Then she began in terror and disgust.

Despite her mstructwns ®botn Ephrain and I were
edging towards her, although fow we could possitly help
was not clear. Tears trickled down the hollows of her
cheeks. Then the crisis passed, amd she calmed.

They are good, but you may be repelled. Shocked and
deh"rTEefd% | by turns.’
ere 15 3n awesome nobility about them.

Tsee Eﬁ i _shadows: they are here.

Miranda's eyelids fluttered closed and she crumpled.
With an exclamation of alarm, Ephraim darted forward and

seized her shoulder. But 1 heard her deep, regular
breathing .

"It's all right - she’s sleeping. She must be
exhausted "

While we waited for her to wake, I drew notebook and
pen from my pocket amd wrote down what I could remember
of Miranda's vision.

A week had passed since our arrival in Skalla, and the
crowds had grown larger with every day. Soon, I guessed,
the authorities would impose their limits, as the city
was already overfull. Homeless visitors, sleeping in
parks and doorways, were becoming a common sight. Presum-
ably, considerations of revenue were delaying the
Government’s hand.

In the bars and cafes which I had frequented with
Ephraim the conversations had taken on familiar patterns.
Offworlders would try to convince each other that their
own mystics knew more and had revealed certain...
secrets, The nature of those secrets remained, of cowse,
confidential. Dark hints would be dropped, vague, cosmic
mysteries obliquely referred to. The native Skallans
showed contempt for the "tourists" and considered them-
selves above such petty gains, But by 5o doing they were,
of course, participating. By concealing their excite-
ment, they were being dishonest.

I had come to know the centre of Skalla well, as a
consequence of spending most of my time walking its
streets. In the company of a sometimes reluctant Ephraim
I had investigated its lanes and alleyways, and the small
squares, all inated by gushing ornamental fountains.
We had sat in cafes, wasting what little money we had, by
sipping the local wines - strange, bitter substances
heavily flavoured with herbs - while lazily viewing the
constant stream of humanity drifting by. It was always an
effort to drag Ephraim back onto the street before he had
"just one more”.

The dirt and the smells still disturbed me. Oh, I
could see that they could have a novelty value for a
while, a change from routine cleanlimess, a breaking out
for the sake of relaxation, rather like takirg a holiday
from reality by getting drunk. But to actually live in
this environment, to actually prefer it - that was
staggering to me.

They spat in the streets, spattering the walls and
povements with gobbets of mucus. Every time I witnessed
this foul phenomenon, I would suspiciously examine the



grourd before me as 1 walked for st least five minutes.

And it was all somehow inappropriate. Miranda had
said, "They have a great nobility". That was what I
sought, something roble and pure. Skalla seemed 2 strange
and unlikely place in which to fird It.

1 lay on my bed in our lodgings, a month of Sualla behind
me. Ephraim stood before the mirror, smoothing and
adjusting the chesp Skallan tunic he had bought one
driunken afternom. e was preparirg himself for the night
shead, another round of bars, drug-parlours, and quite
possibly worse. Our arguments on this lsswe hal became
savage at times, me claiming that if he curbed his
excesses we could weit here for considerably longer,
saying what was the point of that, as we might as well
aperd less time here and enjoy ourselves because the
bloody Trani were quite clearly a fantasy anyway. It was
his theary that the whole Trani business was a masalve
fraud, perpetrated by the Skallans for their own
financial advantage. When 1 mentioned Talbor's
recommendation, he pointed out that Talbor wasn't act-
ually hape, and that hal to mean samething.

It WBs true that the feelings of the Trani-seekers
uere slowly charging frem expectation ta anger. There had
been several cases of night-time assaults on the houses
of visionaries, and at least one personal attack. It was
curious; Lf these people mo longer believed in the comin
of the Trani, why were they still here? and if they did
believe, why were they angry with the Skallans? Surely
the emoticn should nat be fury, but sadness. Which iz
what 1 felt.

Ephraim completed his preening and sat on his bed.
"Look, we've only got two more days here, anyway - won't
you come out, have a mouple of nights saying farewell to
the mun

I shook my head. I was tempted, but the other call,
the call of the Trani, was stronger.

"No - I don't really feel much sympathy with the
toun. I never have.”

"On, Joshua, that is simply because you've never
triel tol® Ephraim rocked back on the hands claaped
round knees. Then he sprang to his feet, bounced over to
my bed and landed with a thump beside me. "You've never
even given it a chancel” His whole frame trembled with
exasperation. "I kmu there's a lat of Stuff out there
that we're not used to, but that's just a reason for
getting used to it

"Like going uith whores?” I asked sourly.

Ephraim stormed off the hed to his bag and thence to

the door, where he paused, his slim features taut with
anger .
“Yes, I've tried it. I suppose that disgusts you?"

*I.." I could not continue and stared at him help—
lessly. He relared, and leant againat the wall. "So
you're stayirg in," he sald, concern mftening his vaice.
1 remesbered cur friendship, and smiled as 1 nodded.

"But enjoy yourself, nevertheless®

He laughed, and his face was once again alight. "I
will.

When Ephraim had left, I felt an urge to be out of the
room for a while, exposed to the Skallan night. A
corridor from the entrance hall took me to the back of
the house where there was an extensive garden, liberally
and anarchically sprinkled with shrubs. A few fruit trees
leomed in the light of the moon.

The warm air bathed me. Sounds of small night
creatures erupted intermittently from the darkness. An
nusual peace settled an me in that garden; for a mament,
I even forgot the Trani.

Reflecting on my relationahip with Ephraim, T was
thankful that he had left in good spirits. It would have
been dreadful to picture him haunted by guilt as he
sucked the last dregs of enjoyment from the pleasure

"

places of Skalla.

T turned my attention upwards to the clear might sy,
unfam{liar constellations. From out there sameuhere came
the Trani, travelling by inexplicahle alien means to this
amall planet, to this small city... even to this garden.
Loaldng back down, 1 saw something next to a tree, a dark
movement, as of the shifting of some formless thing,
hlacker than the night itself. Strangely, 1 felt ro fear.
1 paced towards the disturbed area, and found nothing.
Clearly, my obessive yearning had given substance to &
fantasy. Feeling heavy with a sudden weariness, I slowly
mate my way up the stairs to bed.

1 woke early the next morning and moted that Ephraim's
bed was empty. Presumably, he had found alternative
sleepirg arrangements; it would not be the first time. I
slid from beneath my rumpled sheet, the sign of a rest-
less ntght. Padding to the window, I drew aside the
tattered curtain. The street was still overlaid with
shadow, the sun havirg barely risen.

1 dressed unhurriedly, then, on impulse, faund my
worn notebook and once again read the words 1 had
seribbled down after the session with Miranda. I had
never been able to make much ense of them. They seemed
to be nothing mere than a sneak greview of things we
would discover for ourselves anyway, and a rather obscure
preview st that. But surely there must be more to them.

1 had latched entn the part about mobility, goodness;
that seemel o be the essence. What of the part concern-
ing horror? That must refer to nothing more tham physical
appearance,

T studied the last, hastily scrawled line.
their shadows: they are here® I had presumed this to be
a vision of their future arrival but... Should it be
taken literally?

In an instant I knew,

Nat all can aee then.

They are here.

That was the message.
Miranda,

That was the special secret of

I shivered slightly with the dawn chill as I stood in the
centre of the quiet garden. Strange how daylight trans-
formed the character of a place; now I could see the
shrivelled, thirsty shrubs, the patches of coarse, brawn-
isn grass, the creeping advance of the weeds. Last night
it had seemed an almost romantic place; now it looked
what it wes, an ill-kept grouping of vegetable matter.
The nesrest tree threw a lorg shadow towards me,
it was in this shadow that the Trani appeared.
At first, samethlng that was there amd yet nat there,
flicker ing 'streaks of absolute blackmess Like thin
s squeezing out of the air and withdrawirg. It wa
as if reality wa3 a thin, silken sheet with a small rip
in it, and I had to reach out with mental hands and
insert them into this rip, to inainuate wriggling fingers
ard widen my area of vision. And through the window thus
formed 1 saw an old, naked man, appallingly emaciated, as
though wasted with some intolerable disease, coughing
great, wracking coughs. But when the bout passed and he
turned his face towards me his countenance shome with
love, his eyes were wide and bright with a nobility
transcending suffering. A nobility - they have a great
nobility - but why an ald man? o
A small child formed beside the first figure and
grinned wickedly as it did scmething ghastly to a tiny
creature which it held in its hands. I could hear the
squeals, am was sickened.
ind and perceptions swam. These events could anly
be erplained in terms of an aliem visitation, but
these beings were human! How could they be the Trani? Ws3
1 seeing some form of holo-projection? Were the real
Trani hiding, nat willing tn reveal themselves until I
conkd, on p. 24

and




Too often the writer operates in a theoretical vacuum.
Not only is the act of writing a solitary one, but fre-
quently there is no larger framewark to make the whole
business intelligible. Without a framework the writer is
as susceptible to false directions and fears as any other
warker who is detached from the meaningfulness of his
werks

Such a framewark requires
(writing), and the rejection of an irrelevant emphasis,
in order ta sce art for what it and by such an act to
make it more relevant and therefore more useful, since
ultimately the nature of arl is to be used.

Art is simply one type of

It will be necessary to use the term "true-labow" to
make this distinct from the myriad forms of labour in the
modern world. ("Labour", as opposed to true-labour, has
low job satisfaction and creates the need for substitute
satisfactions.) The principles af true-labour can as
readily be extended to the non-artistic labours and
labourers as to the artistic endeavours, giving to both a
personal meaningfulness they may not have possessed
before.

Now you may disagree, but for me the purpose of
labour in a person's life (and too often unfulfilled) is
for them to organise and make meaningful all levels of
their existence: the emotional, the spiritual, the
social, and the physical. True-labour is the linchpin,
the unifying force, of the diverse fragments of a passage
through life, and hence possesses immense job satis-
faction. Such job satisfaction is, of course, the feeling
of having made intelligible and whole this natural frag-
mentation of life and experienc

an example, the true-labowr of Garl Jung's life
was a deep commitment to investigating the vague signs
and trails of his own mind, its memories, its elusive
qualities, its dreams. He drew many parallels and
insights between his mind (his inner images) and his
outer life, as I wish to between the inner art and life.
Jung observed: ".., but I had taken the step into
darkness. When that happens, and then such a dream cames,
one feels it as an act of prace.”

By "inner art" I mean that art must be seen to be an
internal process, not something that happens solely in
the world: when this is done, the darkness becomes
visible, and Jung's step may be taken. Not until then,
until the step into one's self is taken, can such a dream
or story come.

At the same time, life and art, life and true-labour,
must be seen ta be the same thing, so that CuL. Bennet
can retract his statement that, “Lives of authors are
usually among the dullest’. No such separation exists.
(1t is an unfortunate irony that those who see writing as
a "busmess' to be conducted in the world still hold it
apart from the business of living.)

a redefining of art

1. It is clear that there are many different kinds of
writers, but those | am concerned with here are the kind
of writers who have to write,
compulgive activity that they couid no sconer give up
(permanently) than eatmg or sleeping. The other kind,
who have no need 1o write, are the writers who write
purely to eam their living. If it ceased to accomplish
that, then they would seek other employment. Those
compelled to write will do so whether, in market terms,
they succeed or fail.

Subsequently, I am concerned with what sort of thing
these writers create when they are writing compulsively.
There are many kinds of stories - journalistic fiction,

h tales, phical half-fiction,
storles designed fo examine a portieular topic - and all
of them can be seen as having greater or lesser relev.

1o the author as = persems It seems to me thet wrlers
too often 8o not allow this compulgion to express itself
fully, partly because they do not attach much meaning to
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the notion of "compulsiveness', and slso because they
rarely ask where such a need could come from, thus making
the source of this compulsion invisible and insignif-
leant.

Also, there are historic and economic pressures on
writers to myetify such source-searching, substituting
instead false frameworks for these writers to work
within. They may decide they must make their living from
their writing, which immediately involves ideas of
marketability, success, quantity, speed of production,
peer-group opinlon; and historically, because writin
(and all the arts) have a strong aristocratic heritage,
and may be seen as ways of avoiding an ordinary nine-to-
five existence.

At the same time, this heritage and the capacity uf
art ta be mass-marketed and mass-produced
become a prpduct, to be purchased by consumers mehng
substitute satisfactiors) has made art and artists into
some kind of elite group. Such a cragy notion of elitism
is merely another false framework (believed implicitly by
most artsts) and rather than making writing intelligible
will only perpetuste the confusion and misdirection,
creating imaginary goals and anxieties.

The following are examples of
Uproblems
Originality: New writers are sometimes dismissed for
having nothing new to sy, or no new way to sy it
Worse, they will dismise themselves. But originality is
in your own rediscavery of everything including your
self. Everyone must be born, grow old, and then die. It
would be fatuous to say that each life was repetitive and
unorigmal, unless you were too concerned with external
evaluations, that is, what the market and your peers have
e s
Gantent: My whole world was shattered when I was seven-
Teen. At that time I had been writing about five or six
yeaselinirec¥cncYaiy 1 suddenly realised that I had
nothing to say. ! had no message. | could mot find one
thing myse}’( that seemed to me would benefit another
person. I had always wanted to be a really famous writer
like Dickens or Tolstoy. This hope mow seemed dead.
Dickens and Tolstoy had had messages, but not me. In the
end I decided that if | didn't have a message, then it
must be because I diin't need one: if there is an act of
communication, it is with yourself, to make your private
universe intelligible and more complete.

such imaginary

Crifigism; The case for criticism I mentioned in FOCUS 2.
SR, "1 oy cmicvant coticiom s that which
you intpitively know is relevant to your story, Other-
wise, fo take criticism generally to heart is only to
learn how another would write your story for you, always
bearing in mind that that "other® might also be the
market personified. The story itself and the image of it
in your mind will reveal, under a bombardment of advice,
which bite and pieces are needed. You will recognise what
ie missing from the whole.
Competitipn: There 8 no competition between writers
unless your are competing for market space. Since Harold
Fotheringay is the best and worst writer of Herold Foth-
eringay stories, how is it possible for him to compete
with Miriam Hawthorne, who similarly is the best and
worst writer of Miriam Hawthorne staries? Each will have
a different market anyway, because each writer is an
individual talent. If you can compete with another
writer, then you are writing someane else's story: your
own is unigue, it is the unmiatakable expression of
yourself. Obviously, it may take same time and effort to
unearth this individual expression, but time and effart
what you have committed yourself to.
Many writers regard their job as finished
'y type “The End" the manuscript and send it
In fact, the novel or story is only the middle stage
of a process of creating a particular work. The equiv—
alent of Jung's intimate relationship with his mind and




inner images gaes on am much after the dream as before,
and it may be years befare the full effects of having
experianced that dream or stary take place.
9%"&—"5"““?‘”' ence: The maxim that you must *Go
Gut and experience life before you can be a mriter® & of
Iimited value, even for the beginning writer. 1t mistakes
quantity far quality, and imples that ane can adopt a
more or less succemtul method for *abserv =
was of the opinion that a refined young woman could, upan
paming the window of an army harracks and glancing
briefly inside, i
o s nat what you experience, but
how. Thus, there are hisrarchies of expariance, where to
experience a "mall’ thing ia different from a 'large*
one anly in degree, and the difference may be bridged by
Imaginative and dramatic means, For instance, death may
be identified and from the poignant lams of
somacne's friendahip. There is no need to d

Thass problems (the notions of originality, eantent.
criticism etc.) and many asmciated difficullies, arise
only when writing i seen as momething generally outside
yoursell, because then your anly criteris are external

and much eriteria will always undermme the truth

of yourself, and will try to devalue you ta the role af
"producer’. When writmg w ssen as an internal exper-
ience, then many such problems are seen 1o be arganic.
and are natural expressions with natural slutions,
when you regard a "writer's black” nat as an abatacle but
11 a necemsary *fallow® period.

To write as your form of true-labaur w to write from
your own depths - to write yourself, as though yau were
The alary..

2. when peaple start out writing science flction they
frequantly begin so far from themselves that they may
never reconnect. Storiea are set on other planets, or
futur with aljers and alien dialogue. This need not be
wrelevant ta life, though waually it anly cure
is ta engage yaursclf into the act ol writing. You could
start, inatead, by writing up personal anecdates from
your own experience, and writing them with an 1maginal ive
flar and an attempt to evoke atmosphere, the atmosphere
that will already exist @ your memary when you think af
thase experiences. From there ane cauld go an to write
short vignettes, charcter studies of people seen in the
street who excile your thoughts and curiomity (and we all
see lots of thoae) so that yau must then speculate about
tham fictionally and imaginatively.

From the first glimmer of an wdea or the unexpected
arnval of a "sibject® a atary will tell you from the
darknem how it must be written, if you lisen. if you
allow it to grow, and participate in lhe growing.
story will demand epecific literary form
thriller, the biography, af, eted. It doesn't
ta Imprison it within a genre. Gearge Orwell, in
ighty-Four. wrate a story thai demanded an af format.
did not el aut ta write a acience (iction novel, nor was
the end result limited by the limitations of the genre.
All the best novels (and works of art) instantly create
their own calegary. This is such a vasl freedom for a
navel ar a story 1o possem, because it may demand amy-
frina nd syequiics. probably much more than you e
daliver. But W you cauld deliver it easily 1t weuld be
like a met of feeble exercises that produced na aches and

b
It = v. to what a
stary is, so that you will allow 11 to make these

demands, and others, and that you will accept and recog-

hise the many parallels between yow ducovery of the

story and your discovery of yoursell, for the twa are

inseparabl
nu tory is a context.

i a microcosm {hat ia selt-conslatent, and selt-
mm.lu). It will have truths and insighta In #t that you
were not aware of and which, at the time you wrote them,
you would net have underatood. But the cantext yieids up
its awn truths, by virtue of the fact that it i an
arganic whale, ard in the growing it inatinctively filled
m i your own understanding. Some acenes and
yau put in without thinking - they acemed
or umeful, though unremarkable. But sometime later
semething happens and

nght,
m your life, perhaps years later,
suddenly you see with utter clarity the teuth of those

acenes or sentences, though at the Time they meant
nathing ta you. There s resson to have a greater faith
i yourself and in the stary, for the stary has a life of
ita own, and you must give it that life. You must take
the step inta your own darkness withoul knowing what is
there. 1f you muke the story submit totally te your will
1hen its own truth will be smathered and lost. One musat

be wary of the deceit of conscioumnese, because of it
ar e
e step into darkness m not without hagards. You

will have to do things you denm't doing.
have to let the mtary ga out of control.
2itting in = speeding car where there are no hrakeat
2 lang time it feels wrang. You want to hang onto yaur
story s you criginally, and consciously. conceived af
it. But your characters want to de other things: the
deeper part of your brain wanta to do other thinga: yaur
muat give in gracefully. The |oy in writing is in not
knawing whers yau are going, or where you will end up.
Life can have a similar jay, but yeu will probably do
neither or do both. In ench it is & pracess of dlacovery.
If, in the middle of a sentence, you think of something
else to put in, or there comes & mad desire to go off at
2 tangent and utterly abandon your eriginal framewark,
then do it. You have nathing to loss, except a male.

This fear of losing control  as natural ta writing
sa it is to life: the two are proportionaste, becanse art
in life, life is labowr. It is destructive to mepar:
them. but thin in what has happened.

3. A has been described as a neuretic compulsion. [
would add Lhat all abowr @ a neurolic cam

lagether in relation to their world.
labour, and art-as-true-labour, [ want to herrow Iln term
“aclf-creation® and my that this is th im of
{50 |5 SR nal e hal GE A [ LEAl @ aar st nn'.lm:ry
Lubasiar .

The term 1've borrowed implies & very special relat-
ionship between your lnner universe and the outer one,
and how from the two, samething new b conatantly emerg-
ing, ar can be, if the procem of true-labour i invoked.
But there is a confusion af emph. that militaten
g irat (2 e omcept lanT ot arit g as (aaI(E ereat sons

The artitic experience has always had the misfortune
to be judged (as has labowr) not by the experience it-
self, but by ita praduct. 'rm. has reduced the art-

taa y level, obseur

In. the vastly impartant rel ,onmm between the exper-
1ence ard the product. Thm damaging primacy causes the
art-product 1o be otwerved, pramed, evan deified: all
the benefits of art meem 1o come from the product. It
produces money, fame, alleges to communicate, it
entertaing, it ed ] hile, the i at
which this product m merely an effect i lost from aight
and devalued as a mesningful and imperative experience
for the artisw.

All farms of labour are affected by thin disastrows
separation. The plumber in seen and judged by tn. pipes
he has mended, the car smgsembler by the cars be had

helped to put together, but neither ia a valuable account
of 2 human being. Writers wha are whally concerned with
the end-product see writing (as employees and labourera
nee their labour) as a form of praduction largely detach-
ed from their own lives.
bread-and-bu:

For them it ls a hobby, thelr
or merely a way to avaid an ardinary

While means and ends are divided and
the emphasia given 10 the ends, rather than to the relat-
iunship between the twe, then all labaurars will sulfer.

They will suffer because 1they are hlind to, ar have
been deprived af the eapacity or opportumity to engage
mn, the potential quality of true-labowr, and o meld
these with the general preasurea of life and personality
n a livig context, a counterpart to the fictional one
described earlier. Since true-labour m intrinsic ta art,
it ® equally intrinsic to ordinary labour.

Thia article has been written to suggesl that there i &
differing view of the tradiional notions of art,
particularly where these apply to writing, and science
fiction, I don't think beginning writers should have to
undergo their development under a view that says the
market is the criterion of quality and purpase, or that
the and product is of paramount impartsnce, a view that
la almost religious, judging by the defence of ita
adherente. My final mmmary i simply that writers, lice
anyone else, are "{ragmented” people and so must engage
in true-labow to make themselvea whole, an unending
process of seif-ereation.

One munt write from one's own depths, and bave faith
in those depths, and to da so is to take Jung's step
blmdly. 1f the product and the experiance of producing
it are separated. and the enphasia placed on the former,
then it i unlikely that the sep into darkness will be
taken, for no darknem is perceived.
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This climb is endless, why the hell don't e go round?
Why must we climb hills, just because they are there?
What's wrong with going round them, that's what I want
to know. It's all right for him, he hasn't got this
baby lying an 2 nerve, the gain down my leg 1s -

“Ceme on, Sally, nearly at the

"So help me push the pram,
quicker .

"Ro, you wanted the damned thing, you push it

Thank you, Tim, for the kind, loving husband you
are, it's a3 much your baby as mine, and you know I'm
determined the baby will have somewhere to sleep, even
if we don't.

Why did they do it’ Why did they destroy it all
Will 1 ever be able to forget the burnimg the screaming
the dying -

"Sally, a wall, I con see a brick walll"

1 can see you black all over, burned, only your
blond hair left, your mouth hanging open, screaming
soundless agony, I can see the skin falling from your
banes, I can see -

" brick wall?"

"Yes, look!"

Mo mirage this time. A brick wall.

"Tim, would you be able to -

"Let's get down there and find out, shall we?

"Help me push."

"ALL Tight, but why you wanted to bring this I doa't
kow. It's all we can do to walk

I'm tired of hearing it, tired ur walking, tired of
pushing, tired of carrying this bahy, and look just leok
must T look at the world I shall deliver it screaming
into, burning, screamirg, dying -

“sally, it's resl, and look, it's tall enough,
be able ta - "

shelter at last, somewhere to stay, someuhere to lie
doun, sameuhere to call -

“ls anyone there?®

"I can't see anyone."

The downsard slope 13 as endless as the climb wp, I
must hold on hold on hold onhold on on—

“Snap out of jtt"

111 get there a bit

111

"It goe.s right through me’
"1 said I'm sorry."
"I'm suffering too, you know."

,//, ’l‘ A ’\'
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AL RIGHTI
If this is what pregnancy does for you, it'il be
the last ome ve ever havel®

Promise? But ah Tim, it's nat the pregnancy, (s
the burning screaming dyirg black nightmares. I think
we're the only peaple left alive. I think we'll st
this baby Ahel. Or Cain. Who cares, we're the only ones
left -

"I think T sau a movement.”

Movemerm. Movement pulls more skin from bones, the
meuth hanging open a little more, saliva oozing from the
corner, the skeletal fingers clawing at the air the
poisoned air we're breathing -

"There i3 sameune down there

Idon't understand, Tim, can you tell me why all of
you s so black so burned but your blond hair is so
white and curly and beautiful and my fingers reach out
t touch it and T can see With my burned eyes that my
skin 1s falling from my fingers, my skeletal fingers
reach out to touch your blond hair which comes away in
my tones, curla wrapping themselves around the bones of
my fingers as though they were living vibrant things
crauling along my fingers down my black arms pulling the
skin as they go reachirg reeching reaching to curl round
my throat to cut off the poisoned air cut off the
polsoned air cut off the poisoned -

"Sally, for God's sake, stap it!"

Whole fleshy ams hold me tight, to hald me as tight
a3 my bloated belly will let him, to chase away the
living wakirg nightmares.

G T'm sarry, I can't help it, I just keep seeing
thirgs - ©

"I know, 1 know,
don't scream like that

"You bottle it all up inside you. It'1l explode if
you dom't let it go sametime.n

“Would you be able to stand me screaming?®

I see these things too, I just

nho.n

"There's someone down there, I saw a movement, I
know I did.”

*There's no one there, Tim. I've decided to call
the baby Cain, ar Abel if you like, we can start a new
sociery.

"What if it's a @irl?"

"KEEP OFFI"

"I told you there was someone there. Old lady,



there's room emough far us ton by your wall”

"Keep offI"

ook, we come in peace.r

She i black and burning and screaming and dying in
front of my eyes, she 1s blak and burnirg and screaming
and dying but she malds the gun o steady and pointa it
at my belly not my baby 1 need my baby I need the living
proof of the baby that all i3 not lost even if the baby
is burned -

"Wnat's the matter uith the waman™

"We came out of the fallout shelter - there were
people cutside - still aliver”

Phasty."

mery. She leeps seeing the burned bodies moving®

"What's the pram for?

"The pram is for my baby, my baby must have
sameuhere to sleep even if we don't.

“We found the pr somehow it missed getting
damaged .

“Come on.”

Come on, does that mean come on she'll share the
wall with us? Or does it mean come on and I'll shogt
you ell of you and there will be no mare black people
burnirg and screamimg ard dying -

"Sally, come on mow, we have a friend”

Friem.

There are m friends lefr.

Trey are all burned, they scremmed as they died.

"My baby must have somewhere to sleep, even if we
dan‘t."

"No one's taking the pram away from you, love. Loak,
pUt it here, where you can see it. Look, ism't this a
nice shelter? I might be able to make ane for the three
of us like this."

"Far gone, {sn't she?"

"Afrald m. She might come back to her old self uhen
the baby's barn."

"Due any time now, by the look of her.t

"Yes, any time row”

Any time now the sereaming will start, the pains
will be able to stop the nightmares coming at me, the
nightmares reaching out for all the corners of my mind
where penple are not burnirg a

My name's Alice Herfiel

"Tin Stardirg, my wife Sally~

"ou must eat, you know, feed that baby.

"Thank you, Mra Herfield

“Miss. I never married, and I'm glad I didn't. I
learned to take care of myself.;

“We can see that, Emis 13 a good shelter you've
built.”

"Built my own fallout shelter toon

"Have you some water, Miss Herfield?”

“Yes, there's water, here you are."

Water, cold clear, polsoned like the air we're breathing
deep deep deep -

nSallyl"

“Sorry."

nI've got something hare,
keep it until the baby starts o

"1 think that would be better”

Pilla. Drugs perhaps, drugs would stop the
nightmares, stop the bleck people coming at me, Stop the
scresmirg in my head, stop the skeletsl fingers reaching
aut for

"I'm strong encugh to stand the labour pains, if
you've gat my drugs at all, could I have samething
now?"

"Sally dear,

.

but T think I'd better

I'm sure Miss Herfield knows what's

w do you inow that?®

"1 was a nurse, dear, I know what I'm on about, I
stocked my shelter with stuff. You're lucky you faund
me, you know, you'll need me when the bahy cames”

"1 want samethirg row, please give me samethirg mow,
1 need something to stop the black peuple coming at me,
tn stop the screaming 1n my head -

"I don't have anything for that, dear, only some-
thig for your pain,

Burrawing burrowing 1tke a squirrel in the box
looking for nuts leoking for drugs scamper scamper like
2 squirrel tiny lady thin lady uhere's your black bushy
tail ar is that burned up black and she must have same-
thing for me mething for me -

"All right, try this.®

Meedle hurts, see the hlack comes, comes ta grab the
corner of my mind -

Night .

How long have 1 been asleep?

pram, where's the pran gone? They've taken the

pram away while I slept, my baby will have nowhere to
sleep, oh dear God where's the pram gone, Tim, you've
taken the pram away, my baby will have rouhere -
hold an, love, hold on, I've got

"Where's the pram, where've you put the pram, bahy
must have smeunere to sleep™

*Sally - listeni®

"ALl right, I'm listenirg."
“Are you sure?"
"Tell me.”

"Some people came by with a baby, carrying their
baby, they needed the pram for their baby, Sally, I
traded the pram for maething to help your

"Ard uhere's my baby going to sleep? How could you
take the pram away, my baby will have roshere to sleep,
Tim, tow could you take it away, and leave my baby with
nauhere to sleep?

"Sally, listen to mel”

Listen, all right, I'm listening, but T don't
believe a word you're sayirg, he isn't dead, Tim, it was
only yesterday I realised he'd stopped maving, that
lsn't long, he's getting ready to come, that's all,
he'll be all right, Cain'll be all right, as soon as I
can give birth ta him, he'll come screaming into the

d full of screaming people -

" and Misa Herfield i3 a nurse, Sally, she knows
what she's talking sbout, shé'll start the labour and we
can give the baby 4 proper burial -

e

She left it there = trusting row that we are in her
trap but I've gat the gun ow and 1 can shoot her first,
shoot the treacherous woman who ensnared uws with shelter
and food just to drug my mind, steal my pram, shoot her
and watch her go black and scream as she dies her
skeletzl fingers clawing at the poisoned air as she
falls -

nsally - NOM

and watch Tim fall, watch him go black and scream as
he dies, tell me my baby's dead would he trade my pram
would he look how hia bland curla reach out reach out -
and now I'1l go and fird those people those black people
and watch them scream as they die and take back my prem
ard then my baby will have somewhere to steep even if I
don't -




Confessions of
a Collaborator

LISA TUTTLE

People mmetimes ask "How do you collsborate?” (Tney alw
ask "Why?, ard the mswer to that varies with my mood.)
Depending on how you wark, and how long you've been
writing, collabaration may look like the easy way out
{"I'11 ger somebody else to figure out how to end this
story™ or like an impossible task, which could result
only in a too-many-coaks mess.

Windhaveo began as many collaborations do - casually,
and Bt a convention. It was in Philadelphia in November
1973, and Gearge H.A. Martin ana I were sitting in the
hotel bar watching Gordy Dickson fall over when George
turned the conversation fram the ever-fascinating subject
of his middle initials to the sugaestion that we write a
story together.

It was inevitable. We were both new uriters then,
with less than half a dozen published stories between us,
ang were aware of aurselves as part of a group, a whole
generation of young writers: friends and friendly em-
emies, competitors and collaberators, a mutual support
system which met at parties and conventions and workshops
and wrote lots of lebters in between. Spur-of-the-moment
collaborations were inspired by the nearness of a type-
writer at a party, or an abundance of boaze at a con, and
people brought their unfinished stories along to work-
shops hoping another writer there would feel an affinity
for it.

But George lived in Chicago, and I uas on my way to
Los Angeles, with a stopover in Texas. Collaboration
between us would stretch out over weeks and rely on the
mail. We didn't even have the beginning of a story be-
tween us, 1 had one request: I wanted to write an ANALOG
story. In those days I wanted to sell to ANALOG (I know,
it sounds bizarre now) but felt it was beyana me - I
didn't krow any science, for one thing. George, however,
was making his name in the pages of that very magazine.
After the obligatary "There's no such thing as an ANALLG
story® lecture, and the startling revelation that he made
up hia science, George agreed that our collaboration,
Whatever it might be, would be suitable for ANALOG.

A month later George sent me a letter containirg two
atory ideas. One was about people who had been trans-
formed to 1ive beneath the ocean; the other described a
planet called Windhaven.

In a brief paragraph or two George sketched a stormy,
ocean world dotted with izlands, populated by the
descendants of a starship which had crashed there many
yesrs befare. Amorg these non~technalogical people was &
guild of Flyers - people who travelled safely and swiftly
from islamd to island by riding the storm-winds an arti-
ficial wings. The wings, male from a tiny supply of metal
cloth, were passed from father to first-born son. Qur
story would cancern twins fighting for the right to
inherit their father's precious wirg

he background caught my imagination at once, but
those twins aroused a negative response. 1 wondered about
the mothers and sisters of the lucky flyers. But the
stary of a woman breakirg socletal bonds and enterimg a
male enclave was a dreary old thing. If we were going to
create a whole rew world, why mess it up with patriarchy?
We could still have our conflict without that particular

TALKING POINTS

kind of opression if the wings were passed on by inher-
itance. Perhaps our heroine was adopted by a flyer, and
taught to fly. After she has learned to love the sky her
adoptive parents have a child of their own, amd she
realizes she will have to give up the wings that mean m
much 10 her.

T was off, A few days later I mailed George the first
ten pages of what was to become “The Storms of
Windhaven™ .

It went on astonishingly smoothly after that. My
terdercy to under-write was compensated for by Gearge's
occadional tendency to wordiness: we balanced esch other
out. George fleshed out my rather skimpy first pages with
more detail before going on with the story, then sent the
manuseript back to me. I pruned and tinkered with what he
had done - minor rewriting for the mast gart - and aided
more pages. Some thirgs we discussed and worked out
before actually writing, but for the most part the story
aimply flowed, one of us taking up where the other left
off a3 easily as if one person was writing alone. By
rewriting each other we maintained a consistency of
style. There were a few - amazingly few - disagreements.
The one I remember best was about the title. That was one
argument we mever did settle, and it was Ben Bova who
titled it "The Storms of Windhaven" in preference to
either of the half-hearted suggestions we affered when we
sent it in to AMALOG. (If 1 remember correctly, they were
nMy Brother's Wings" and "Winged Women of the Loat
Planet”. I've forgotten which was minel)

This collaboration was not by any stretch of the
imagination less wark than writing mlone - if aything,
il was more, but it didn't feel like more. We inspired
each other, and iearned fram each other, and the result-
ing stary was smething neither of us could have written
alone.

But althaugh we had finished the story, we weren't
finished with Windhaven. AS we wrote "Storms" (and it
wasn't entirely by mail - George made a trip to Los
Argeles on business and stayed on a few days afterwards,
diring which time ve worked out the ending) we found out
more and more about Wimdhaven, and thought of thirgs we'd
like to write about which aimply wouldn't fit within one
stary. we began o think about writing a whole Series of
stories, spanning many generstions, set on Windhaven.

By the time "The Storms of Windhaven” had been pub-
1ished we had started the second atory - or at least 1
had. I sent the first ten pages off to Gearge and waited.

And waited... and eventually forgot about it. Those
pages languished in George's desk for more than twa
years, during which Lime he won awards, had a collection
of snort stories published, edited an anthology, and
wrote his first novel. I, meanwhile, was working far a
newspaper and worrylng about my inability to write a
novel

Then one day a package came in the mail from George
(he was then 1iving in Iowa; 1 was back in Texas), an
unfinished manuseript titled "Une-Wing”. As Iread it,
puzzled, 1 recognized the beginning of a story I had
callen "A Dream of Falling".

Writing the second Windhaven story wasn't as easy as
the first. The story was more complicated, there were
more conflicts between um, we had to compromise. Over the
years we had develo our individual voices and acquired
warkirg habits which didn‘t fit smootnly together. George
rewrites each [mge as he goes along, working and rework-
irg the individual sentences until he i3 satisfied. Once
he has reached (age ten, he is extremely reluctant to go
back and make any changes on page ane. I,
hand, complete a rough draft, and usvally a second,
before typing out the final manuscript. Major changes
take place between the first and final draft, and 1
rewrite more mw than 1 did ten years ago.

Where once I had felt our styles balanced one another
and that we both contributed equally, row I was feeling
somewhat overwhelmed. "One-Wing" was clearly turning into
a novel, an idea I found extremely daunting but which
George took in his stride. At times I felt I was comtrib-
uting only details and making minor changes; that by
sheer volume of words it uas becoming more George's boak
than mine. Fartunately for my peace of mind, I felt aur
contributions evened out agaln in the final section of



the book.
As a whole, I am happy with Wi n. 1 feel
slightly more detached from it than 1 d things I

have written by myself, because I can't take full respon—
sibility for it. Praise or eriticism may be directed at
sowething I did, something George did, or wmething which
grew, in a way impossible to plan ar predict, out of the
meeting of our imaginations.

The writer alane is King and God. (There are editors
who disagree, but never mind.) Writing i3 a solitary act,
and either fristrating or joyous because of that. (ollab-
oration ia temptirg becaus it offers a way of bridging
two mlitudes, the pleasures of sharing. (ollabaration is
one of the best uays of learning hw ancther writer
works, of understanding another mind. There are problema,
though, that the writer alone never has to face. You'll
share not only the difficulties and the work, but also
any morey, praise, compliments or complaints. And that
after-the-fact sharing can be as difficult as working
together .

We began as equals - three or four staries publisned,
three or four more sold; we'd both been nominated as
promising newcomers for the John W. Camphell Award, and
both lost, that year - but since them George has gone on
to become much more successful and well-known in the
fleld than I am. I don't begrudge him this, but it does
make me 2 1ittle defansive that 1 am chiefly known for
and usually idestified as "author, with George
rEin..* I'm afraid some people might think my
name is on the title page out of George's kindness, for
minor contributions and making the coffee. Unjustified
parancia? Maybe. But I can't forget the fanzine review
which speculated that George had plotted the story and
written it, while I had put in tne fiddly bits - like
characterization.

When 1 began writing this article I meant to write a
stern warning against collaboratim, advisirg the uninlt—
iated to think again and stay away from the murky
entanglements of joined by-lines. But as what 1 wrote
became more general, it alsm seemed less meaningful,
far tao ane-sided. Other collaborators work differently

rave had very different experiences. Howard Waldrop,
while uorkirg with Jake Saunders en their novel g

complained that collaboration

ne of the benefits. But he went on to
collaborate with George Martin, Joe Pumilia, Bruce Ster-
ling, Al Jackson and Steven Ltley. (Saunders gave up
writing and opened 2 bookstare.)

In the end, all 1 can offer is my own experience, for
“hatever use it may be. Coliaborate If you vant - but rot
with me.

Beware Mutations
ROWLAND TAPPEN

Between delivery and printing, many strange and wondrous
changes will come over a piece of writing. Someone {rom
the aiitorial staff will perhaps consult the author and
perfarm some loving surgery W increase accuracy, 1iter—
acy and suchlike qualities mmetimes not 100§ present in
uriters; later, the vile printers will do what they can
t remove these gmlities altogether, adding a gemeraus
istful of random changes which affect the book rather as
gamma radiation affects the chromosomes. The editor,
awever, you can argue with; the printer yau can correet
st the mere sacrifice of your eyesight, patience and
leisure time while swathed in great winding-sheets of
galley proofs. Another entity, however, may thrust its
horrid fingers into your meisterwerk; this is usually a
Junior copyeditor, often one moderately innocent of style
or Iiteracy, but who is nevertheless trusted to enforce a
rigorous cnde making Napoleon's resemble the soft-headed
irdulgence of your lavourite gramny. In a word, your
publisher may have a house style.

Take Publisher A Publisher A would prefer that cer-
tain iniform corventions be observed In its books.. for
example, it prefers the 'ize' "ather than the ‘ise
ercings of verbs, and uherever you say 'the Second World

War' or even 'the 1939 to 1945 war', you will be terderly
corrected until Lhe text reads 'World War II'. (Anyone
uro writes, say, 'World War 2' probably needs a publish-
er's house style to save him or her frém ruin.) Unleas
you're a fanatic about verb endings, this species of
correction is not liable to result in hloodshed more than
one time in a hundred... ard what's more, Publisher A
sends out a handy booklet of preferred usages, so that
you nou where you stand and can fight, sometimes suc-
cessfully, on points of peculiar impartance to you. Of
cour se nobody is perfect, and Publisher A has a few odd
things in the bookler, for example the implication that
either metric or imperial units uill be fine far the
technical bits: personally I felt that imperial might
mean more to the ever-loving public, gave notice that I
would be using =id units, and in due course was delight-
ed to find the junior copyeditor had dane a painstaking
Job of translation_. “sbout a yard long" becoming "about
0.9144 metres long", ete. A sillier instance came when
the question of a bibliography arose: Publisher A was
sufferirg slightly fran canpany chauvinism uhen campiling
the house style booklet, and demanded that citations of
sources should not include mentions of publishers (i.e.
other publishers). Agonized phone call from editor: "You
haven't bloody put in the publishers of these booksl

Myself: "Well, your house style bookiet says — "

Editor: "Ch my god, does it? I've never rea the
stupid thing myseif... "

Puplisher A, as it turned out, didn't take its own
house style too seriously, The booklet was intended as a
set of guideInes rather than a straight jacket, and you
could argue succesafully about it. Now we come to
Publisher B.

Publisher B apparently did not have a house style,
since I knew a friend hal passed through their tails
unscathed. Mind you, they'd insisted on changing the
dedication of my friend's book, which i3 a very unusual
and high-handed thing ta do; but they seemed liberal
enowgh a3 regards the words you used. With a high heart 1
set out to soribble some words of my own for Publisher B

Approximately a month before I delivered the MS,
Publisher B acquired a house style. Publisher B didn't
actually see [it to mention the guidelines in advance;
but when the MS finally arrived, a hoard of illiterate
copy-editors fell on it with cries of glee. This new
house style was a beaut. Consider:

Publisher B likes verb-enaings In 'ize'. Thus the
copyeditor conscientioualy altered the MS to gemerate
vards like 'sdvertize', 'advize', 'lazer'... all
right, they changed this back uhen asked - just thought
1'd mention it.)

Dots were out. Did I want to end a sentence with
three dots in order to lesve a witty line hargirg in the
atr, or to introduce a quotetion? Naughty author] The
copyeditor changed such thirgs to full stops.

Contractions were out. Did I want to say dan't,

1" 7 Naughty author - that'a collaquisl.

Eapﬁal:a expanded them to 'do nat', 'can not! etc.,
m:khg sentence after sentence indescribably leaden. (I
should mention at this point that Publisher B doesn't, ar
Goes not, handle fictian. To impose these restrictions on
fietion would be wholly intclerable rather than, well,
mostly intolerable.)

in large part, jokes sere out. k was suppased
to be a humorous one, but Publisher B felt that, you
know, actually making jokes would detrack from the tone.
Certain passages which might be considered unflattering
to clergymen and to W.HSmiths were 2l removed, with ma
appeal allowed.

Ch_. and the dedication sas 'wholly unacceptable'.

Gh... and some months earlier the publisher had
changed the title - to, incidentally, a bad and derivat-
ive-sounding one which bears the stamp af ‘instant
remainder’ all over 1t. The subtle process of consultat-
fon uith the author was performed by letting me fimd out
when U.S. rights were well inta negotiations - Mso we
can‘t possibly change the title now", Meaning, we can‘t
change it back.

After several weeks of very arduous struggle some
alight compromise was reached - one or two token con-
tractions ailowed back in, one or two items of
punctuation allowed to stand as in the MS. The dedicat-
ion, however... I suggested that if Publisher B felt it
was so terrible (it contained a j¥ke, you see) that
millions of sales would be lost, then Publisher B should
do what many other publishers do when they don't like or
don't have a spare page for a dedication - which is to
bury it in small print on the copyright page. Ch m, they
said then. We couldn'L possibly do that. We think ft
would be a great disservice to the author to have his




dedication treated in such a cavalier fashion..

About much of this, there was little to do short of
pulling out of the book altogether. On the other hand, I
do krow that one Huge Name Author recently had no trouble
in opposing a similar blanket decision on style from
Publisher B - it wasm't so much his cogent arguments, of
course, as his Huge Name. The moral is, I think, to ask
for a copy of the ouse style guidelines wnenever writing
a work of non-fiction on commission. As hinted above,
they may very well change before you actually deliver -
but that's your hard luck. The evil of the touse style is
that too often, in the hands of unintelligent copyedit—
ors, it becomes not so much Publisher A's guide to con—
sistent usage of a few terms as Publisher B's determined
attack on the least originality of expression - even when
such originality is well within the bounds of English
syntax ard intelligibility.

The name at the head of this plece does not appear on
the writer's birth certificate or books. There is a
reason for this. When recently the Society of Authors
magazine published a poll, taken amorg their members, of
fow authors felt publishers treated them (a poll in Which
one of those mentioned above scored incredibly low, the
other not being listed), there was much outery from - you
guessed it - publishers. One suggestion which came up was
that just as authors have apparently produced a blacklist
of troublesome publishers via this poll, so publishers
should maintain a blacklist of troublesome authors.

This troublesame author is a coward

OnBeinga
Publisher’s Reader

PHILIP POLLOCK

It is essential to have a large letter box if you wish to
be a publisher's reader. What is more, it must be
prepared to engulf a manuscript of at least 150,000 words
because that is what will, quite likely, arrive on your
front doormat. Here lies the real pleasure of reading a
manuscript; plain and unadorned, perhaps with a
publisher's or agent's address on the outside; inside -
Wro kmows what? Masterpiece, rubbish, four or five hours
of blissful escapism, or a week's drudgery. You never
know until you snip the string, open the corrugated cover
and trepidatiously read the sometimes apologetic note
from the agent or publisher. Sometimes craven because
they know it is bad, and hopeful that it isn't quite as
bad as they think it is; demanding, sometimes, because
they know it is good and they want instant corroboration.

I have been a publisher's reader for twenty-five
years. I started with Penguin, freelanced for about two
o three years, and row work almost exclusively for Faber
& Faber. T stil] get o thrill when I handle a pristine
manuseript; it has no blurb, it gives me mo preconceived
ideas and, providing it is a clean, well-typed copy
(alas, a rare thing) one can immerse oneself in a
personal world, perhaps where few people have been
before. The excitement of venturing on to this untrodden
land is tempered by many factors, perhaps the last being
whether the book is good or bad for your publisher. This
can only be a decision based on one's previous reading
experience, on the attitude of the publisher for whom you
read, whether his list needs balancing towards romance,
fantasy, space opera, or what you will. Is it well
written, is there too much sex, too little (!), is there
a good plot or too much plot; is there any plot?

The reasons why one likes or dislikes a book are
various and must be anal ysed, investigated and studied
without bias, This is the difficult thing, the divorce of
bias from reason, the application of dispassionate
judgement Dy a head free of any emotive imbalance. The
reader's craft is so different from the critic's, which
seeks to entertain, or the pedagogue's, which seeks to
correct. His task is to measure up to his master, whether

or mot the product on which he gives judgement is worthy
of getting to a larger public. Not whether it is good or
bad, but where it stands in its own genre.

The relationship of Reader to Publisher is rather
akin to Spy and Control. They tend to meet in cbscure but
good restaurants, to exchange their fusty manuscripts (to
save postage) rather furtively, as though there were
something to be ashamed of in the exchange of these
packets of paper. A quick discussion of the menu, a glass
of wine, and then a measured summation of the worthiness
of the current offering, the offering, alas, all too
often not nearly as gowd as the lunch!

en the occasional "goody’ comes along, it is rather
like a minor win on the pools, or even occasionally,
eight draws!

Twice or three times in my reading experience has
come the realization within the first four pages that I
mave got the equivalent of tne Hble condensed by Granan
Greene, adapted by Harry Har fram an original story
by Caristopher Priest; tine 11165 out of the window, a3
do appointments, the manuscript pages flip by as the
rustle of autumn leaves in a London street, amd a
phone call to "Control", usually before anyone arrives,
made to ensure that the following lunchtime is free for a
full and frank disciussion of this new masterpiece. Alas,
this happens very seldom.

1 suppose some of the things I hate about the job are
bulky manuscripts in torn green cardboard folders with
the ends of the bindfast insecurely held by sellotape, so
that when you are three-quarters of the way through, the
whole thing falls to pieces.l hate also a manuscript
which leads the Reader up the garden path, by being
printed beautifully for three chapters, then the next two
chapters are the seventh copy, then back to the fifth
copy; perhaps worst of all is the manuscript which is a
tenth copy! Then you feel, be the story ever so good,
that you need new glasses and a large bottle of Anadint

U personally dislike fantasy, but I read it and sum
it up as fairly as I can, I like "a cracking good yarn®,
not crammed with too much detail, and I wish more science
fiction writers would arise with the story-telling talent
of a Dick Francis, whose ability to paint characters in
the rowd puts most science fiction writers in the shade.
Ilike a crisp, well~bound manuscript, preferably top-
copy, and (in an ideal world) typed on an IBM Executive.
It helps if the story is good as welll

But the thing I like best of all, is the thump of a
new manuseript on the carpet in the hall.

Hints of Failure...

R.NICHOLSON-
MORTON

This article could be regarded as the height of
arrogance: a failed writer supplyirg hints on writingl
Still, perhaps the editors may accept it for the
vitriclic response it may precipitate. That's an arrog-
ant assumption too. Indeed, the act of writing pro-
fessionally must be arrcgant, for you expect sameone to
pay you for the words you write. Soul-searching aside, I
have been writing intermittently for ten years and in
that time I have always found fellow writers to be
helpful, free with their advice and experiences, and I
0o have tried to be the same. That, then, is my raison
g'dtre for this presumptuous piece of writing. My chest
is bared - sling your arrows!

Persistence pays. I hope that persistent failure as
a writer pays - I suppose it will, in experience and
strengthening one's artistic soul. Moral: learn from
failure, Like meny an Sf writer, I often ruminate on the
questionable masochism of embarking on this crazy
pursuit of sense-of-wonder speculation. Perhaps my
comments will hearten budding sf writers.




By the age of 16 1 had written twn spy novels with a
smatterirg of Sf. Scamnirg them mw, they appear juven-
ile but the plots and storylines could be rewritten to
advantage now, if I felt 1ike it. I tried stories for
magazines but came to the conclusion that 1 was laciing
something. So I sent off to a correspondence course
St inglacto f=fearnad]uiaftees iz ide]at fmoathay
sellirg waman's confession, spy adventure, sf, hum—
arous fiction, plus articles. Moral: learn ducxpune,
do market research, aim at these markets. Discipline is
very important. I'm mot advocating that you prostitute
your ideas and skiil; but writing hackwork is mot a
crime - it provides you with necessary experience in a
competitive world, You can write what you want or feel,
but if it isn't commercial ar if you're rot blessed with
an editor of like mind, then you're not going to get
published in short story form. Novel form is slightly
different - thowgh times change...

Recently, 1 wrote to a suocessful journalist asking
far his advice an an sf-oriented espionage book.
subject of markets, he =mid. "Many publishers want anly
smut and sensation for marons..." So what's new?
Further, when he uas in America, the millfon dollar
rights auction for Judith Krantz's Princess Daisy was
sending vibrations thraugh the New “publishing
world. Any publisher shelling out so much money for one
boak has less to spare for more affbeat novels. The
supermarkets ard pop bookstores - massive outlets indeed
- knowing that the product (note, product, like soap
mwder) will be accaspanied by o a1 backup, devote
great shal f-space to, sy, 500 copies of frigeass faisy.
and other books ere squeezed aut. The author has,
effect, to contend with pressure from both ends -
publishers' reluctance to gamble on = book requiring
some reader intellect, and also with limited shelf-space
should he actually get to the published stage.

Certainly, 1 can talk from a standpoint of my
experience as a failed writer. What glowirg rejections!
Aluays keen to find a new slant, I even resorted to
peddlirg quotes (ram my rejections to other publishers -
and the ploy worked...

"Our readers' reports have in fact conflicted, but
the consensus of opinian 13 that whilst the writing s
competent and there is plenty of incident and action,
the basic premise of telepathic communication is not
wholly ecavincing. The work is up to publication stand-
ard and Indeed better than many that are published.”
That was a reject? Another: *The concept and plot-line
we felt were most origiral and impressive® O another:
"With same reluctance I am returning your typescript.t
That bit is familiar, but read on.. "I wauld like to
compliment you on the quality of the writing and the
soundness of ‘the plot. It's a very profesaional piece of
work and stands, I imagine, a good chance of publicat-
lon... Our problem 1s that our schedules are
chockablock.. Full schedules are famillar, too.

Before I attained this apparent professionalism
{eh?), T worked at over a hundred short stories, Whilst
1 have sold a quarter of that total, the remainder still
gather dust. Never desert a story. Put them on ice, but
never discard those rejected tales. In retrospect, they
may be ruphish - xme af mine were - bit keep them. They
are ideas in the mind-bank, written down, saved; hesit-
ant life rms been breathed into them, and one day 1 will
be able to return to them and eschew much that is
rubbish: there will be a foundatian to build on. That's
one secret of writing. If you don't write the idea or
storyline down, it will be lost. Upon these jottings you
might later build a better stor

Discipline is necessary: write regularly, even if
only a /our a day, and you'll be surprised how much you
can produce. I usually manage a thousand words of my
current novel at dinnertime.

Over a decade ago 1 wrote an offbeat, quite uncomm-
ercial psychological story; it didn't have a hope of
selling. But I liked the style, even if nome of the
editors did... Then, seven years after conception, I
slanted it at a ferticular magazine and 1t was swept up
quite eagerly, payment generous and prampt. 1 prohably
altered ane-tanth of the story; the style, unusual lay-
Qut ard storyline, remained unchanged.

Mother story, only 800 words long and written mame
years ag, was recently accepted for publicatimn. It had
been re jected by the same magazine twice before. I had
to let it lie, gathering dust for a cauple of years
whilst moving an to naw tales. Always move on, don't get
bagged doun with one form or one set of ideas. Expand,
streteh yoursel f. After a slight revision with hindsight
- amarvellous thing, hindsight, pity it only crops up

afterwards! - 1 sent it off and it was accepted.

Normally, I wouldn't advise sending the same story
back to the same magazine Lime after time, particularly
if unaltered - unless the story-editor changes, of
course. But nwdttingly,] did this ance. Having receiven
a rejection from one magazine, I sent the story to the
magazine’s sister periodical, and by return of past
arrived an acceptance frem the first magazine! That was
my first acceptance, too-.

The biggest temptation for the beginner when Me gets
his first acceptance 13 to send out all the other
stories which have been wallowing in mothballs. Yet the
best value an acceptance can give - outside the monetary
consideration - is that you are able to study the story
and find out why this ome hit it off. Usually it's a
combination of the right idea at the right time, an
unusual treatment, good characterization in a limited
medium, and good plot-construction.

Doot be fobbed off fnto praducing second-rate wark.
4 short story can contain characterization, plot and
even sub-plots. Naturally, length will dictate depth,
bu a good smort story - short, mot rovella length - has
erisp dlalogue which contributes to the telling of the
tale, an effective atmosphere accamplished with a few
deft lines, and subtle characterization which can be
achieved by making every descriptive and spoken word
count... and by steering clear of hackneyed themes and
rusty twist-endings,

It took me eighteen months ta realize that my four-
times rejected sf-spy story had enough potential to
become 2 navel - it was expanded to fifty thowsand words
from its original thousand (the "glowing rejections"
quoted above refer to it - it's as yet unaccepted).
Eight years ago I embarked on a lengthy sf story
involving breathalysers of the future. Rejected five
times tn s year, it found a home four years ago, though
it still hasn't seen the light of day, nor have I been
pald. Moral: dom't enter into open-ended contracts!

Some of my oun favourite short stories still Hmven't
sold. Ome, after ten years ami twenty-seven rejectional
nother, which I know {3 uncommercial but nevertheless a
good love sf story, involving (Q clichel) time-slips,
has winged its uay back to me nineteen times. But
stubbornly, and against all the advice offered here, 1
have faith in it as it stands... yes, one day...

Over a year agn, within six months 1 wrote a series
of short staries totalling 78,000 words. 1 have been
unable to intereat any publisher in this collection,
apparently because tooks of Sf short stories by unestab-
llshed authors are regarded as bad risks in the trade -
what trade is left after the Krantz type of circus is
finished... Sc I performed surgery on the book and sent
individual tales off to various periodicals. Of the
twenty-four stories, I have only sold six o far, and am
presently enlarging another into an sf novel, Time with
aGife 3( Tears. .

then I have collaborated on & science fantasy
book uf same 100,000 words which has been rejected four
times {at the moment 1 think it is holding wp a publish-
er'a desk... ). I simply put the flesh on bones supplied
by my co-author, Gordon Faulkner. It was a marvellous
experience, sparkirg off ideas fram each other about his
mythical world Floreskand. Our Wings of the g;enum
received good rejections, but mathirg positive vet.o
are currently planning two other boaks

For the last year or 5o I have been in a kind of
literary limbo, writing rothing at all before embariing
on Time with a GAft of Tears. Now, the fever Is growing
apace, ad 1 am esger b mlmte my iron mistress daily
with typewriter-nurtured fingers... Yes, keep elear af
flowery speech Llke that!

Some folk will say you can't make rules about art,
stout writing. Agreed. But If you want to get published
in a highly competitive field, you have to conform to
same degree to glve yourself a chance. Once success has
beckoned, perhaps you may be secure or fortunate encugh
to dictate your own terms, to change the system. Not
from the outside, as a small wnpublished voice. Get
published first. But dom't discard principle - I turned
down an offer which I though derisory, once; it is
necessary to protect yourself fram editors who attempt
to short-change you.

In ten 31 have mot 01d much, nor have 1 made &
profit. BUE I'm not bitter or disillusioned. Patience
and perseverence are essential for the writer. Writing
is damned hard wark; it has to be tackled properly, both
professionally and artistically, and wilh much self=
diseipline.

Don't. tell them, mind, but we enjoy it




One FingerataTime
IAN WATSON

Up until my last navel I wrote all my books in longhand
in blue 44 Feint ruled books purchased from Smith's. 1
8Ot inta this habit because I wrote the first drafts of
my earlier novels on the rocky morning train, commuting
from Oxford to Birmingham; and it oecurred to me that
greater spontaneity and freedom of flow was achieved this
way, aince I couldn't very easily read what I had just
written - which was sametimes a bit of a problem when I
ROt to the secand draft stage, of decoding these cryptic
manuscripts oo to the typeuriter, at the same time reorg-
anizing and rewriting them considerably. Since my last
novel (Deathhunter, due Autumn 1981) I have been campos-
ing directly on to the typewriter, though the first draft
remains very far from neat, if considerahly more legible.

Stage two is typing up a mecond draft, revising as 1
£0 along. Then I go aver the whole of this second draft
in ink, revising it. And then I type a third draft, which
1 am convinced is perfectian, s I mail it. (To Jom Bush
at Gollancz, not to my agent - I haven't clicked with any
agent yet, and my most recent fiirtation with one left me
hugely unimpressed.)

Gollancz get a reader's report, and read the book
themselves - in great detail - amd suggestions emerge, to
my initial srpriSe, but they all turn out to be dead on
target. A while having passed since 1 finishez the 'per-
fect' draft, Inaw see that it lsn't quite perfect alter
all, = 1 set to and make it perfect this time.

Actually, I've been having to do much less to that
final draft in the last couple of years, as the suggest-
lons fmve been fewer and less extensive; and I quile miss
those editorial evenimgs at the Bushes home over a bottle
of wnisky when the book was on the dissecting table for
total surgery. Now it only requires a few amputations and
grafta, minor surgery unich ean be gerformed over lunch,
or even by letter. Still, John assured me that Death-
hunter could be revised quite easily with a bit of pen
Work an the typescript, and 1 rewrcte the whole darn book
anyway from beginning to end. I think the moral is (as
scmeane said) that a novel is never actually finished;
you just stop wrlting it. And as I'm a Protestanl Work
Ethic warkaholic I rewrite my books rather a lot, doirg
about six times as much as is asked, in the end. But I
work quite swiftly (or at least so I'm told; it never
seens o to me.)

Schedules? Yes indeed, and on the whole I manage to
keep to them. Deathhunter was even finished a week ahead
of my own schedlle, at all stages. I'm very orderly; I
don't see the life of Art as a life of mess. I work
Mondays to Saturdays, 7 am. to midday, with excursions
mw into the afterncons, partly hecause new things are
plling up ta be written all the time, partly because of
the recession made ten times worse by the insane Tories.

Plot autlines? I did use pretty tight plot outlines
for my earlier books, and even card-indered them. Latter—
1y 1 have increasingly been seeing what develops of
itaelf out of the initial situation. Ard of course when I
had a tight plot cutline, things would still go their own
Nay as they willed - which i3 as it shouid be. Weird
things always happen; for instance in God's World a
murder occurred, and 1 remember writing on the manu-
script, "who the hell killed him7" and staring at this
sertence and realizing that my dear heroine must be the
killer, and raging at this, and arguing it out with
myself on the page, because your heroine canm't be a sex
murderess, ard deciding to play alorg with this, am yes,
it uas the true answer.

I typed all my books up until Deathhunter on a faith-
ful old Hermes Baby Portable, which USefully had French
accents; now, when 1 write s French letter (a3 it were) 1
have t cover it with inky crow's feet. The Hermes packed
up a few months ago, shortly after the publishing indust-
ry smk on to its knees, and immediately after I'd lost a
windscreen on my car, burst a tyre, snapped off the
window winding handle, and run into a Volva. I replaced

Hermes with a manual Olympia Regina de Luxe for about
the same cost as repair estimates for the Hermes. 1ts

only sophistication is a tabulator key, which saves time
far indentirg for rew paragraphs, thus encouraging more
use of dialogue (cf. Marahall McLuhan on the impact of
technology en art).

Actially I'm quite mediseval compmred with all these
writers with self-editing visual display IPMs, agents smd
accowntants, 1 work out my VAT in my head, probably to
compensate for a traumatic episode in my youth when I
warked in a shipping office In Newcastle briefly after
lexvirg schoal, and got five different answers when T was
totting up a portage account. Yes indeed, Ohris Priest is
not the only ex-aceountant in our midst; I too was ons,
for three weeks! But actually, 1owe my curent sill at
numeracy to playing darts most evenings.

Research? This is why I moved fram central Orford to
the countryside: ta stop myself from doing too much
research, and to encourage free invention ad the fantas-
tical imagination. But yes, I have researched thirgs in
great detail in the past. I have reams of paper an the
Cetacean central nervous system, the grammar of Quechua
(did you know that was what the aliens were Speaking in
the bar scene in Star Wars? True Fact: they were talking
the language of tHe IACAs, to the astonishment of all
Bolivian and Peruvian peasants who have since Seen the
£ilm), the vemetation of Sakhalin, mediaeval Islamic
metaphysics, the orbital character-istics of 61 Cygni
(which T wish I had never discovered, since once I had,
Mike Bismop and I had to locate Undgr Heaven Bridge in
a different star system entirely - h b H
ulous individuals - thus losirg a Zale to Dave Hartueu
the editor at Pocket Books, who 13 fond of 61 Cygni. But
I haven't got time to go into the Cygnl incident here,
owing to the savage space conalraints which the editors
of FCCUS have imposed upon me, save to say that too much
research can be bad for you).

irg at it. (Curiously, this doesn't wark when I'm playing
darts.) The method is random serendipity accompanied by
willed intention. I will walk into a library and at
random, without searching, 1 will find exactly what I
need to krow, and even what I didn‘'t kmow that I needed
o knou. I realize that this is a paranormal talent, but
1 assure you that it's true. Other writers have exper-
ienced this too. It's prabably very common.

Turning to my preferred reference werks, listed
below, you will notice that these are scrappy in the
extreme, apart from The Merck Nanual, the Bible of the
American metical field. The Universt ty Atlas is 20 years
old left over from the TIme when I ran the Univeraity
Bookshop at Dar es Salaam pending the appointment of a
full-time manager (who turned out to be a fascinating
chap, Charles MoKinnon, Laird of Dunakin, author of the
Qbserver's Bagk of Heralary and under s pseudonyms
of a dozen Romance novels). The Eng, p is useful
at times for reminding me What th s‘l like, and
which widgets are attached to which svrocleu. actually,
there’'s a story on every page of Duden and 1 heartily
recommend it to John Sladek, whose ShOTt story "A Game of
Jumg" is built so hilariously upon, and only upon, the
vocabulary of a Ladybird book.) Duden, published in Gar-
many, significantly omits all re'l“zi? nces to War in any
form, which is why my characters increasingly shoot each
other with Hunting Equipment such as Carbine employ-
ing The Telescopic Sights. Duden s useful too in lieu of
a Mmerican-English Dictionary for transatlantic termin-
alogy. ("He lined up the alien in his sight graticulate”
becomes "He lined up the alien in his cross-hair
diopter®.) And I use the Penguin English Dicticnary to
rein in and simplify my Roge vu#&,-ﬁnhu-lt had
became abviols that I was wsing toa many long and exotic
words. ("He pared his words to points like stars / Leav-
ing them pure but very few” - Laurem:a Durrell's poem
about Horace.) The Concise Atlas of the Universe is
pretty useless. All it says ase-'r‘bf*cygm 1S tHAY it is
"the faint star 1 Cygni, in the constellatian of the
Swan, was found to 1ie at 11 light years™, And: "A visual
binary with a comparatively great proper motion”. That's
a fat lot of use (even leaving aside the etiquette af
referring to a visual binary as "the star’): nothing
about the separation of the components or their spectral
class. The trouble with the New yr Y Encym
Mwy is that you have iaz -Zé

you look it up. The only real reference book 1
have is The Merck Manual, 11th edition, 1850 pages of
Bible paper, a IndispenSible toal when your characters
fall il1.

With these tools and techniques, and with one finger
- none of my other fingers kmws how to type - I corduct
my career. In an orderly way. e finger at a time.




focus feature

REFERENCE BOOKS

Jan MWatson's comments {opposite) on
reference books were prampted by our
request for his ten wost-used items,
plus his favourite English Language
dictionary. We also asked several
other writers for their lista, and
the feature article which follows
(introduced by John Brumner's
response) was the result.

JOHN BRUNNER

Yours is an impoasible question ta anawer! If I were
simply to list my ten most-used reference books (which 1
Jjust tried) eight of tham would have to be dictionarles,
rargimg froa The Oafard Dictionary of English Etymology,
nich 1 suspeSE T SHETT-Be Y3 YAt T8S-FOC LABE |
oun the campact edition of the OED and can go to the
murce, by way of Harrap's New Shorter Fi ah am
an old Cassell's German d{€tT: ¥ 1 hed
that highly unrelishle work, Wentworth & Flener'a m
wnlry_g‘}'mricm Slarg.

t I'll do instead is list the ten items I
absclutely could not manage without, because so aften
they turn up an answer to a problem I could not otherwise
solve without visiting a major library.

Favourite dictionary first: Chambers Tuwentieth E‘nb—
Uy - the best for writers, Scrabble-players and crosa-
word addiects. I have the 1972 edition; I think there was
8 revision in 1977. I cannot too strmu.ly recomsend this
e

Now for the ten least dispensable:

1. Life Pictorisl Atlas of the World
I have the 1961 edition - immeasurably useful for
smeane settimg stories in , as often do,
but also magnificently illustrated with photographs
that give at least a superficial Impression of what
1ife and landscape are like in all the major areas of
our planet.

rs & Printers Dictionary
Qeford University Press, 1973 - not 3o much a regular
dictionary as a style book, full of practical aivise
@ puncustin, preferred ussge and preparirg soripts
for the printer. I prefer it to th for Cam-
positors and Readers at the Umver:ir.y xTord.

3. Foget's Thesaurus (Penguin)
To which there are naw plenty of rivals, like the
uehsur's Cullq ate Thesaurus which 1 mlsn use occ-

1’5 1ike § AIcEIGRary so you don't go via
3 index, nakirg it sometimes quicker, but I like
ald Peter Mark's quirky categories, and the current
recension by Robert Dutch ia [irst-rate,

. =The Rgoeuip Plcticgacy gl ountstigos
My best murce of stery-titles! 1 suspect, again, I
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may use this one less now that I also have the new

Oxfard plichiggecy of Qupaxions, but {t's given we
nt Sarvice. ere's a companian

mcnm_:'y_g_! Htﬂn Quotations, by the way.

5. e X Atlas tory
A creditable attempt to praduce a less-than-usually
Eurocentric accownt of our species. (The small Pen—
guin atlases of Anclent and Medieval History are
prabably more convenient for W"ﬁ"pmxs, as
well as being eacellently laid out.)

6. Ibs Guinneas Book of Rggords
Chiefly as a rough guide to the rate of advance in
various fields, which one may have to extrapolate
further progress in while workirg out an F plat.

7. The Shell Boak of Firsts
A wholesome corrective tn many received ideas sbout
what is and what is not "modern®l (If you want a
fuller account, try Leonard de Vries's r

d1d you know the tera "aerop!
int ta 1875, when a certaln M. Tatin madle

ome fly very well with a steam ergine?)

B. The Book of Key Facts
(Ballantine 1978, ariginally from Paddington Press.)

an immensely useful tsbulation of what was going on
at the same time as things one slready knaws about.

New Sclentist Kew Soolety

Yes, I know these aren't actually books, but I get
most of my soientific information fram the former and
& hell of a lot of my story-ideas from the latteri A
subscription to both of these will turn out in the
ong mn to be better value than a good few reference
books. ..

Come to think of it, I might as well list a few
disappointments uhile I'm at it: items which I had high
hopes af, which in the upshat turned out not to be very
useful after all. 1 have not fourd the fllowing half as
valusble as I expected:



1. The Joy of Enowledge Encyclopagdia
I have the complete set, and all but two of the
volumes are atill in their cellophane wrapplrgs.

2. Asimov's Book of Facts
Isaac didn't put this together himself, and it's

riddled with errors; 1 sent a list about eight pages
long to the publishers.

3. Chatto's Dictionary
Very bare, very basic, and simultsneously pointless
for the expert (who knows it already) amd the layman
Like me (Wwho can't make it yleld the information he
wants) .

4. Wentworth and Flexner's Dictionary of American E;erg
{RHarrap 1960) - I sent ahout ten pages of corrections
an this one... but the current edition may have been
revised. {(Much more useful is The Under rcund Dict-
ionary, Simon & Schuster pape.-mr"l'fa
Trom 1971).

5. Ibe Peneuin Encyclopaedia
1 think I have yet to find any entry in this for what
I wanted to find out, and the endpapers are covered
with my motes of ommissions and mistakes,

6. Ihe Cadillac Modern Encyclopzedis
About which I cam't be quite so scathing, for it
contains useful historical tables such as lists of
the US Presidents and a great many appendices on
sctentific and mathematical matters, so it may well
be useful eg. for a college student. But here again
I've covered the endpapers with lists of itema I
couldn't find in it, and it's very badly proof-read.

7. The Reader's Encyclopaedia
(Book Club Associates 1973) - an idiosyncratic com-
pilation by William Rose Benet whose idea of what
readers are loaldng for differs wildly from minel

8. Lapsusge in America
by Charlton Laird, which I bought expecting a useable
guide to the separate development of American Eng-
lish. The guy 1s wrong on most counts, especially hia
total disregard of black, Spanish and Amerimd influ-
ence on the modern language. Buy J.L.Dillard's books
instead: Black English and All-American English.

{Now for the heretical bit...)

9. Wilson Follett's Modern American Lsage and Bergen &

Cornelia Evans's A Dictionary of mporary lisage.

10. Fowler's Modern English lsage revised by Sir Ernest
Gowers .

These, and the other books T have like them, rest on
the shelf gathering dust for years at a time. 1
consult them it's generally out of desperation, and I am
almost imvariahly totally disappointed; either there's no
entry for what I'm interested in, or I run into a blank
wall of generalisel pontification. The only peple Who
could perhaps henefit fram such works seem to me to be
those too smug ta entertain ths idea: politicians and
eivil servanta. (Yes, I know Fowler i3 supposed ta be
required reading for the latter - but have you read sny
government forms lately??)

This has been a very pleasant way of passing the
morning! Thanks for asking!

Chris Priest
Andreu Stephenson
lan Warscn
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1. Langusge and Literature

PENGUIN DICTIONARY OF QUUTATIONS Jb,dl,ep

PENGUIN DICTIONARY OF MODERN QUOTATIONS 1b,dl,ep,an
FOWLER'S MODERN ENGLISH USEAGE ce,rh,gi,dl,cp
The only reference book every writer shoul
possess, Not quite the last word on the English
larguage, but penultimate. Same penple are known

to read this for pleasure.

ROGET*S THESAURUS b,ce,rh,gk,cp,as, dw

CONCISE QXFCAD DICTIONARY (F ENGLISH LITERATURE ep
A DICTIONARY CF HISTORICAL SLANG cp,as
LONGMAN ENGLISH LAROUSSE ax
USAGE AND ABUSAGE ce gk, as
OXFLRD DICTIONARY OF QUOTATIONS gk,as
PENGUIN INTERNATIONAL THESAURLS CF QUOTATIONS as

similar to "Roget's": useful in a different way.
Interestirg quotations, not just obwious ones.

MIND THE STOP ce
G V Carey - Perguin
Good practical advice on punctuation.
informative .

Short and

THE ELEMENTS (F STYLE ce
White & Strunk - Bantam
Highlights common mitfalls in writing. Brief and

to the polnt.
BARTLETT'S FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS ce
GOCD ENGLISH / BETTEW ENGLISH / THE BEST ENGLISH ce
G H vallina - Pan

2. Business

COLLINS AUTHORS & PRINTERS DICTIONARY i
WRITERS' AND ARTISTS' YEARBOUK dl,as
pub: A & C Hlac,

WRITING FOR TELEVISION IN THE 70s .-
Malcolm Hulke - A & € Black

{Recently revised.) Not the whole Story about tv
writing, but outlines basic principles - can save
much time at first.

3. Science & Technology

THE CHEMICAL RUBBER COMFANY HANDBOOK OF d1
CHEMISTRY AND PHYSICS ("The Rubber Bible™)

ASIMOV'S BIOGRAPHICAL ENCYCLOPAEDIA CF 4
SCIENCE AND TECHNOLDGY
PENGUIN DICTIONARY OF SCIENCE al,iw
NEW SCIENTIST (weekly magazine) Jo.rh
pub: IFC
MEW SOCIETY (weekly magazine) I
pab: IPC
SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN (monthly magazinel rh
PENGUIN DICTIONARY OF PSYCHDLOGY cp,iv
MAN'S BIDY - AN OWNER'S MANUAL ek
pb: Cargi
ASIMOV'S QUIDE 10 SCIEMCE, Vols 1 & 2 ax
pub: Perguin

Good for layman - basic essential science. Better

than "Nighfall".



CAMBRIDGE ENCYCLOPAEDIA CF ASTRGBCOMY rh
Very theoretical, very tough, very good.

A FIELD GUIDE TO THE STARS AND PLANETS 2k

Donald Menzel - Collins

CONCISE ATLAS GF THE UNIVERSE 1w

Patrick Moore - Mitchell Beazley

NEW DICTIONARY & HANDBOOK OF AERCSPACE i

Marks - Bantam

THE MERCK MANUAL (OF DIAGNOSIS & THERAPY) iw

CHEMICAL ENGINEER'S. HANDBODK as

John H Perry - McGraw-Hill / Kogakusha
Not a 'must! but 1f there's a copy handy it might
yield those hard-find-scientiffc facts, eg speed
of sound in methane at -100°C

4. General

ENCYCLOPAEDIA (F SCIENCE FICTION dl
ed: Peter Nicholls - Granada

ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA dL
GROSS'S CRIMINAL TNVESTIGATICN (1934) dl
LIFE PICTORIAL ATLAS CF THE WORLD (1961) R
THE UNIVERSITY ATLAS iw
pub; Philips

TIMES ATLAS (F WCRLD HISTORY jb,ce,rh
GUINNESS BOOK OF RECORLS b
SHELL BOOK CF FIRSTS 3
THE BOOK (F KEY FACTS (1978) hLl
THOMAS CCDK INTERNATIONAL TIMETABLE °p

Full of place names. Full of romance. Full of
railway maps. Full of timetables. Crammed with
information (average temperature in Thilisi in
April is 61°F). Above all, it's full of trains
(the Glass Train, the Freccia della Dolomiti, and
the Nypherburg) .

AA MEMBERS' HANDBOOK cp
THE HOLY BIBLE / rh,cp,as
NEW TESTAMENT IN MCDERN ENGLISH

CADNANCE SURVEY MAPS rh,ep

Imaginary landscapes: can look at map and see

landscape [cpl.
COLLINS WESTMINSTER [ESK COMPANION I

THE BOOK CF LISTS ak
Wallenchinsky, Wallace & Wallace - Corgl
Good reference point for ideas (eg spontaneous
combustion) with examples - direct references to

ten cases.

LAROUSSE ENCYCLOPAEDIA CF ANCIENT HISTORY gk
pub: Haml yn

CONCISE QYFORD DICTIONARY OF b

ENGLISH PLACE NAMES
NEW LAROUSSE ENCYCLOFAEDIA CF MYTHOLOGY rh,as,iv
pub: _Hamlyn

Excellent introduction to mythology, detailed if
slightly basic; an invaluable beginning point.
Easily accessible once layout is compre

THE COMPLETE SHAKESPEARE as
ART AND IMAGINATION (part work) th
pub: Thames & Hudson

Stimulating series of books, massively

illustrated. Deals with fringe subjects, eg Tan,
Zen, Mystic Spiral. Text interesting, but
important because of illustrations.

PENGUTN ENCYCLOPAEDIA an

ENCYCLOPAEDIA CF DATES AND EVENTS as
pub: Teach Yourself Books

PENGUIN DICTIONARIES: as
ARCHITECTURE / GEOLOGY / ASTRONGMY

PEAR'S CYCLOPAEDIA (anmual) ce,rh
Usefulness depends on subject matter sought. Good
pointer towards more detailed reference. Good on

medicine, science. Cazetteer useful, atlas
useless, general informstion hendy.
ENGLISH DUDEN 1w
CATCH-22 ce

5. Epglish Lanaguage Dictionarles

COLLINS ENGLISH D.

CONCISE OXFORD D.

COMPACT EDITION OF COMPLETE OXFORD D.
HARRAPS ENGLISH/FRENCH D.

WEBSTER'S SEVENTH NEW COLLEGIATE D. (U.S.)
M.I.T. D. CF SHORT WORDS FOR SCIENTISTS
CHAMBERS TWENTIETH CENTURY D.

THE PENGUTN ENGLISH D.

A list from Rowland Tappen, who insists that all these
books really do exist:

AN ANTHOLOGY OF INVECTIVE AND ABISE - Hugh Kingsmill
CHARIOTS OF THE GODS = Erich von Daniken
PARODIES: AN ANTHOLOGY - Dwight Macdonald
THE PENGUIN BOOK OF UNRESPECTABLE VERSE - G Grigson
THE DICTIONARY OF MISINFOHMATION
THE ANATOMY (F SWEARING - Ashley Moritage
DR BOWLLER'S LEGACY - Noel Perrin
LARS PORSENA: THE FUTURE (F SWEARING - Robert Graves
SCIENCE FICTION & FANTASY PSEUDONYMS - Barry McGhan
THE NECRONCMICON
THE LIFE ACHIEVEMENTS OF

MER T HACK (illustrated postcard)

CAPELLA'S GOLDEN EYES
Christopher Evans

(Overnight the huge spiral tower appeared, soaring into the sky towards]
. The M’ threnni ived, Were thel

- Faber

the colonists as unwitting pawns in some
untathomable allen scheme?  £5.95




ANDREW HUDSON , LONDON E17

After reading Paul Mason's letter in
FOCIS 3, 1 view his suggestiona with a
certain amount of concern. On the one
hand the idea of a marketing group to
Dasist wriners af of ‘seems B rovesaity
In view of the obatgeles that face a
new writer in a buyer's mark-
et. However if the group Succeeded in
setting up a series of contacts to
submit work to, it could have the
opposite effect. The idea of a group

deciding what material they consider
suitable to sutmit is surely creating
er and th

neu

feel that any attempt to control whose
vark is submitted 18 harmful.
r the work of promotis
Lot thar uhat ene BIEA Snoeld-be
doing anyvay? 1 am dubious as to
uhether the Space Opera type of sf
film's popularity is evidence for a
far wider market. (o we really want to
encourage the production of mare
ike Buck Rogers or
are we Interested in
Writing serious af?

IAMES CORLEY, HALESWORTH
Jokn Hitchen's spirited defence of
Fenguin's sf activities (in your last
letter calumm certainly eominced
that mmeone was alive and dcki

the publicity department. If he wanis
us to believe that this vitality and
commitment extends to the editorial
offices perhaps he could now explain
uhy the fprogramme of new books" he
seems s proud of consists entirely of
old foreign reprints

ROBERT HEATH, STOKE-ON-TRENT
1 mu:t admxl that lnitially 1 was
ack wi

ook, and Hesge's writing is
beautifully clear. recise and
uncluttered, unlike tnat ot Barg;

Eds: We, tao, were dx:sat.ufied with
the appearande of your - we were
hoping that varying hypefice: would
ety

ment which failed in this case.

TONY RICHARES, ROMFORD
Cargratulations on another good issue
of FCUS. My ore criticisn, and this
i3 going to seem pretty unfair, is
thal Y0 Temains meraly 800d; that
is, 1t hasn't got any better o
since isaue one, And consistency has
this nasty habit of tranamuting inta
stagnancy. Beuarel After a bit of
time, ane article on how to write a
novel' 1coks pretry much like the neat.
Mhat'a nesded is 2 little more innov-
ation, a little mare dynamism,

maiee writing xmﬁ‘nn building
an Alrfiz model, Hoel Chidwick? "Writ—

for those whd chogse follow. I
wasn't talidng the actual art of
writing.

I'm glad ece struck a chord

m
t apathy. Nathing
with artistic sensibilities, I'm
i Th T et oid monster Finan
clal Precticallty rearing its eyeless
head fou see, 108 of the aale
o0 wora story to the average
Britiah e ma?izlng brings in the
grand total o Minus postage,
@inus stationary, minus warkirg time,
minus secretarial time, minus light-
ing, heating, telephane, office rent.
surance
and VAT. All that’adds up to a minus
profit It's a siekening situation, I
kmow, but you really cannot blaa
=ri
As one who makes most of his
aamittedly pauperish living from the
sale of short stories, let me offer
one piece of aavice ta Dot - or, in-
deed; to anyone wha laves writing
short Fietion. If you have any inter-
a3t whatscever in fiction beyond the
sf field

E, ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MM
MYSTERY DIGEST, WEEKEWD, 'méns Tre
top men's glossies - MAYFAIR, PENT-
HUUSE PLAYBOY - take I‘ictlon aof all
and pay well. Small circulation

And if you are writing tales
with man interest/muman relstionship
themes, then the beiter women's mag-
azines should prove a ready market.

WL

my way through the o
RN thing was that it
seemed to be too short. One small
problen s that because there fs such
e betuween issues, it is very
an‘rmlr, For a resder to relate mys

piece on Contracts to be very enl lght-
enirg aml would mever have considered
the Tirst thing wout ascing for auehe
and-such rights. Thank you very much
for such an informative piece.

ANDREW TTDMARSH, PErEmonouﬂ-l

T would affer tne ml oomments

on Robert Heath's starlv Contacts

Linked with Ice": an al egory about
entng of allection

R enre con-
cept - the turning of a man inta a
block of ice - could mot have sustain—
ed a longer wark. prose was,
appropriately, flat, nerefe of emat-
ion, but marred by repetition of the
word "I7. From experience, I realise
that it i3 always a mistake for a
short stary to be written as a first-

persen narrative: because 1a
- be written rapidly, the writer
Torgets that he/she 1a mot the herole

keraine (a stary is a work of flctian,
not of autobiography); consequently
the reader is diatractad by

wauld have preferred the prose to be .

24

more connected, the periods longer, so
that the story fused at its climar.
anc, I Teel 3 few uords 1 describe
he cal appearance of the city
B e {2 G been
beneficial. On the whole, thougl

think T understood the stiry; 1 e

DAVID REDD, HAVERFCREWEST
actst is exactly the
wort of festure svery young_writer
needs to see when starting to sell,
clally if he's trying the
anthalcgies and doesn't realise exact-
ly what rights are floating about.
This plece may well be the most valu-
sble article yet published:
well done, great Caure Yo why i3 it
nigned?
T Took forward to tow other
people cape with jaternal cemsars,
—editing of work and m an (lett
William Bains), Personally 1
hack everything to pleces with
endless re-urites, or try to rush it
out virtially unaltered in the Mope
Avo1ding overorevisian. Neither
N worla; after fiftcen years
haven't found'a happy medium that
works for me. It's a hard life being a
rfectionist uith blind spots. What
ave T bur , half a dozen nov-
lots of

ers,

of the novels got shr t

burnea. Generally they vere rubbishy
adventure stories - I u submit
@ paperback cheapo Mouses like Digt
and onder uny I wasn't selling. The

main lesson I learned I s

use the resulting dis-
[E=ter, and non-sale was far worse for

Been, What moral can 1 :alvage from
this experience to advise newcomers’
Moderation in all Lhirgs.

ally a good moral, and it's true here.

m n, {w
revision) worthwhile?" Ch uell I'11
be finterested to learn how others
approach sel f-appraisal.

Eds: Glad you liked "Contracts". It
and second-read

. ‘Perhaps a future
editor of FOCIS will cover this topic.
The following letrer, alttough not
addreased to s passed on to
arry Kiluorth. " de are printirg
it bacause it makes some interesting
an the subject of cover art.

also feel it makes an inadvertent
point, about the avbitude of the
the of o inouledge,

s el icited response

GARRY KILWGHTH, SHOEBLRYNESS
Dear Russell Harty,

Much “as”i enjoyed your first
programme in the "ALL About
BerEeat ™ relt \here wns o great deal
of emphasis on adver icisn dir-
ected at cover {llustratioms. It is
the publisher wio has the responsibil
ity for the cover. ot the
1'Feel this Shouid be pointed out ro
your audience. The author rarely, Lf
ever, has any influence over the art-
work an

This voises a question wich, s
an author of several sclence fiction

rovels, has been worrylng me for mme
Time. Firstly, one has tg as what 13
the functlon'of a book's caver. 1
don't think there would be any argu-
ment 1 I were ta state that it is to
attract the potential purchaser. (Pub-
lishers might therefore argue that s



long as this function is fulfilled. it
h:rdly matters that the illumtration
does not reflect the true nature of
the sta

ment,
cover illustration is a form of ad-
vertisement? Sometimes it is the only
Indication to the buyer af what lies
betueen the pages. Thus it could be
debated that a book's caver shauld
Subject to the same laws that govern
adveértising - ergo, it should rot ®
fal = statements, whether those state—
ments are in words or pictures. Can 1
take a publisher to court if 1 buy a
boak with a blue-eyed blonde on

m T
his/her réle rather differently from
the author or publisher. If is a
chance to display talent, and although
the result is a commercial illustrat-
i the artist will want to put

ions rather than exactitudes.
fore, the cover artwork might be a
compromise between what the publisher
wants to see and what the afist wants
ta_patnt, drau or phiotograpn. A com
1aint fom a buyer that s book about
rricare Fighter Aircraft displays a
Spitfire an the cover might draw a
noer from the artist. "What about the
cloud formation?" she might say.
"Doesn't that

closer to the heart of commercial
intrigue. Blondes sell better than
brunettes. Spitfires are mare ae
ielly attractive that Burricanes.
These thirgs are krown by the publish-
er's art department and they steer
their commissioned work in that
direction

Spaceships are a cliche in the
science fiction genre and publishers

story

The Tirst atecy 1 ever
lished was in the 5 Tines weakly
It was cal]ed “Let's Go To
Golgotha" ard concerned travel back to
the time of Christ's Crueifixion.
There was a large spaceship in the
accompanylng Ll1ustration, despite the
fact that the story was not even

a
British, but is it true that sf
readers are attracted by spaceships?
IfBrave New Warld was 2 first novel
by an un ny readers

would have apprnved a cover

illustration depicting the Starship
Enterpri ould
been pl

Adas Huxley have

The next letter is an extract
hunli.ghu acommon prodien in book

fras SPIDER ROBINSON:
Ever since I began revieuing sf
goae five yeara ago, ay leat time -
e “time 1 “Takes e o get a revien
inta print - has bem growing slouly
but steadily. The recent saie of
ANALOG to Devis Publications has added
only a single month to my curcent
lead time - but that month i3 enough
to change a chronic problem into an
emergercy. Henselorwand At will :ake
at least six months the
so1umn leaves ay bouse el the Jay

o care? well, lets
quarterly,
and my next Tesdine 18 November 25,

v it in
the column already in progress. That
review will see print in the isaue
datelined May 25, 1981 - by which time
the took has lomg since sto)

avallable far sale, One of my editors

your masterpiece; he
probably can't even order it dlfect
from the publisher.

that was a best case. Far
more likely, your mu biby arrives on

print.
in the An:ust 17, |BB| AMALC, almast
NINE months after release.

Eds: Finally, a_few letters fram our
"Special File"These are all genuine
sutmissions, unatulterated by us

[, (T
1 refer to your article "Shart Story
Contracts® in which you, or the
unnamed uriter, malicicisly nal igned

point out that
Neanderthal physical and mental
characteristics are by no means absent
from the human race.

You assert, without just cause,
that Neanderthals are rot only habit-
ual drunks but &re incapable of
learning the art of typesetting. This
is base racism, and one can only pray
that Fascist attacks on innocent
minority groups will remain confined
to crass magazines such as FOCUS.The
Neanderthal race wai absorbed, not
destroyed, and even at this 1
in the evolution of Man,
unusual for a pure Neanderthal to be
born of Madern Man parents. The
suffering you would cause such an

individusl 13 on your own conscienc
1" ‘anTy ‘Conalude. that the
writer knew of these facts and was

coward enough o resain anonymous. I

expect an apolog very

least, @ itharavel ‘of ymr insult:
belious resark ta in FOCUS

Eds: We hang our heads in shame.

THE INNOCENT REA

Doar Nogion Han Masturba

Know all: what is douhle spacing?

Innocent reader: (nat having the

foggiest) Putting two letter spaces in
ween each word

tors:

Know all: The angier is not as obviows
as that, dummy. Double spacing i3
putting 2 whole one (singular) line of
Space in between the 1ines of wards.
Innocent Reader: Urger] (as if hit by
a brick) Why didn't somebody tell ma
that? i've heard all the preaching
atout double spacing and I didn't keow
what it meant.

Eds: The above letter was tastefully
written in red biro, We appreciated
the capital letters througlout. It was
not double spaced

COMMANDER PALL. KESSEL, LINC
F esrs row 1 have Cemn urxtln;
tction for future use

projects, but the problem I face
that I have e I can turn to for
help. 1 made contact with a producer
at BRC rd who said th

the pro ere correctly profuced,
over 10 years they would bring in the

2um of K782 million. I will enclose 10

project titles 5o you can widerstand

the sort of H:{Eu I have ind:
THE

THE PRE-EMPTIVE STRIKE

GOD 3000

FLESH AND TIHE

THE TENTH CONNECTION

HELL 4000

n:urjpsr CONTACT

CoE—py N

atner projects I have will in
time supersede Star ar , Alien and
Star Trek. The projects will surpass
@y film that has been produced, they
e thet fantast

may say “fhat. 15 to0 fantastic

ta bell:ve, but_ 1 assure you it 1s
fact. 1 w be very grateful to
FOCUS for the names and addreases af

and film wnits

Eas: Does anyone else have anytning
further to

had absorbed and urderstood their message - whatever that
might be?

The figures melted into others. I saw lovers caress-
ing with gentlensss, followed by vicler perversions. 1
sau greed as a fat man snatched a loaf from a starving
child, and this same man ueep over the sufferings of a
sick animal. #nd I saw much more, a mgeant of mmanity,
with all its glory and corruption,

1 remembered nuaua-s words.

1o WA ng!‘ ws of the

Trani; my mind interpreted what I saw Tami1iar
patterns on their alien strangeness, a strangeness so
grest that I literally could not perceive it.
had to go deeer, fling my
rip had to be made in the next bar
I relaxed, in that curious way "tich only comes with
intense concentratian. The figures before me fused into 3
shapeless black mass - mo, 1t had a shape, but the shape
was wr.

n completely. A

ind was stretched out like a wire on the verge of

snapping. I held an, breathing deeply, grieding my teeth]

Vagie appendages waved and drifted like the fronda of|
some marine plant. ny gues notted and I vamited. Wiping]|
tears fram my eyes, 1 saw the visian fading; my mimd was
retreating to save thelf. And when the black shape wasf
barely perceptible, tua human handshapes sprouted from|
the sides and turned their mmlms towards me in a gesturel
of helpleasness. Then one of them polnted over my|
shaulder .

1 fainted.

Foul aid taste and dust on my lips. I rose painfully.

Cne lesson.

T LHGURRt of the others, walting for the gift of
perfection

T thought of Ephraim, sleeping off a happy, drunken|
night in someone's arms.

Simultaneous elation and awe drowned my discomfort.

1 turned and walked back to the sngels and the
demona, the nability and the corruption, the sweat, the|
noise... towards life.

5



EDLIONIAL COMBS N STURIES

As can be seen from the selection of letter-quates which
fallawa, the moat common problem with atories sent to us
was that writera tended to tackle stock af themes without
bringing anything new to their trestment. Our overal]
impression was that most beginning of writers read
ence liction far too Crclusivley, Suith " the result
by the
Clichan o the genre. What most of the atorien lacked wa
a sense of the person wha had written them. In our reap-
onses we've stressed the importance af dealing with
themes which are of personal interest to the writer
rather than producing stories to genre formats. We alaa
believe that characters are in general the bast starting
point for a stary, no matter how grand or original the
sf idea". Inevitably there's some overlap and repetition
In the quotes, but at least they illustrate our prejud-
ices, If nothing else..

a.
that

“Your stories certainly show a grasp of narrative and an
ability to evoke atmosphere. The main problem with them
is that they tend to use mythic figures - Grim

Reaper, Dracula etc. - as their central characters, and
thege have been well-used by many other writers, thus
meking it difficult to bring a {resh slant fo them. The

stories seemed famil pasai hey
have s fascination with ‘an £vil end ta the world hich
rather ald-fashioned, recal the late '50a
and early '60s. Basically we feel that the stories con-
fain too much of the standard imagery/props of sf. Sci-
ience fiction can be an incestunus genrs for writers -
ideas, mituations, themes, symbols get handed down fram
geneumm to generation. Cryogenic capaules, atomic
e, vampires, the creation myth etc. have all been
terribly nveruued This i ool to say that they can't
still be weiiten about effectively - enly that very
hard ta do so.) The beat wrters, we feil are the anen
wha break with tradition and bring a particularly tresh
and individualistic vumn ta their work. We suspect that
they da this not sett E out to wnte 'An sf stol
lmy which happens to be sf'. I
between the 1wa ia mat merely ome of

deapite your

semant ica."

"Overall we felt that the stary was alightly old-fash-
ioned in style and content. do characters in af
stories always have names like Xandos and Zarkan,
example? Why aren't they called Fred or

to Jemigate

t this phen-
omenon'. Have you ever heard anyone speaking like that?

In our apinion the characters should be the atarting
point any story, whether sf or not. 1f they are weﬂ
re-h“d they help the ideas in the atory ta come alwe.*

"Our feeling about this story is that it's very familiar
in tone to many of the stories published in NEW WORLDS at
the height of the New Wave - the slienated, directioniess

he story simply reiter-
ates familiar sentiments without bringing
them. At the risk of sounding like arel
How about letting us see. something with & bit of plot?*

"It meems to us that you can write well enaugh in 2
styllatic aense but have yet o tind your own voice and
hence an individual appro to the ‘ataple materials o
science fiction. The ihportant thing m weiting s not &0
write the kind of story which you think will be accept-
able to others, but to write about what interests yom; If
you succeed in doing this in a fresh and entertalnin

way, then you're sure ta find an audience regardieas o
your subject matter.

Tao much sf is written from the

{ (and autside) always apeak
d there's usually the feeling
that they are tackling themes and subjects which intareat
er than writing 'for an audienca': they do this
pulilng their characters into situations where their
Brablemal conflicta/ nbeessions are likely to he highlight-
ed rather than writing a of tricks in wnich
their characters act only s detective or dupes.:

“The central idea of this story ia very interesting.
en. But ite main
a dacumentary than a
aalmi=aintmmat oY algien) mlnaiy-
bie wodgen rather than b integrated into t
natural flow of results in the reader
feeling lectured lacking drama
character interp

this
atory

CONTRIBUTORS

p—

DORGTHY DAVIES is presently at work on a novel, and
1a having a collection of children's stories illus-
trated. A prolific and energetic writer, she gave
same insight into her working methads in FOCUS 3

RANDAL FLYNN 13 pr:sently completing a short novel
entitled T s Moman. He is currently
nemployed

ROBERT HOLDSTOCK is co-editor of a well-known
writers' magazine. In his Eace] moments he has
written three sf navels: Eye Among the Blind,
: Blﬂu due from Fabers

Earth ere Time W
this spr ng. IS Currently at work on a fourth.

A. NICHOLSON-MORTON is Chief Writer in the Koyal
Navy, and has pseudonymously sold short stories to
various non-sf magazines. He is currently at wark on
a dystopian time-travel rovel.

PHILIP POLLOCK is owner-manager of a furniture
factory in London. He has been Faber & Faber's sf
reader for many years.

OEISTOPHER PRIEST has a rew novel, Jog Acisagion
due from Fabers in the UK and SoribABFE ih thE DS
this summer. His fourth novel, The SP’E. et
%0 be reissued in paperback by Pan in M

DAVID SWINDEN (s a 27 year old biochemiat, currently
working as a sclentific editor for a publishing
company in Basingstoke. While at the University of
Bath, he helped to edit the Union Mewspaper, and his
ambition is o write full-time.

ROWLAND TAFPEN'a work had matinly appeared outside the
sf field since his crippling collision with an Isasc
Agimov's rejection slip in the 70s. A former Boy

Ut, Ris Robbies inciude beer, sehizophrenia and
makirg wax images of seleated publishers. He lives in
the Northern Hemisphere and is currently at work an a
best-seller.

LISA TUTTLE has published short stories in all the
major sf magazines. Her co-authored novel Windhaven
(with George R.H.Martin) is due aut from Simon &
Schuster in March, {n the USA She has recently
completed her first solo novel, Familiar Spirit. A
native of Texas, she has been living in London Since
December 1980,

AN WATSON's latest novels are Under Heaven's Brldge
(u»un:un with Michael Rishop) and the forth

r, both fram Gallancz. He is British (iust
ar‘ naur at the Easter Convention, YorCon II, in
Leeds this April.

"In general we fael that it's nat a good idea to ga back]
and rewrite all your old stories. A writer ehould always
look forward, tackle fresh themes, idess and formates
‘Those earlier stories with which you're now dissatisfied
were the natural product of their {ime, an essential part,
af the process of developing your ari.  You can't bee
backtracking and rewsiting all your ald stufl - that's
running fast ta stand il “Welre mot  m eating that|
you forgel them =nnuly. but our advice “g%d be te
them away for 4 year or two (acems hke a long time, butf
it'll pass quickly enough) and get an with other u.m,-,
Ttn P you do finally ga back ta them, you'll be in

wuch better position to judge which ones Jou want tal
rescue and which are better left in mothballa.”

“On a line-to-line hasis the mary i clearly and claarl

written, and it's nice to aee ividusl imaginatio

ur idea in this story,

x1eh Tand disaatintiod ity

any reader mu
ately ack of a story (ne matter how well =rittenk
ia it saying to me?' Secondary to this :.}a

‘Doea mesmge effectively
s the imagery which the suthor wes consistent with his
ia 1t prope y sustained within the internal|

havmony of the story?' In this case we fecl that yo
is only partl cleu. moatly because your tmegeg)
became muddied, :mb:gunul thus diminishing the impact of

the story.”
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MARKET SPACE

SHORT STORIES MAGAZINE

A NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE that will present the best wark of
of short story writers, past and is ta be launched

r on sale from 24
November). Every issue of Short Stories Magazine will in-
S el complete Cladsic and modern tales By writers

such as O.Herry, Nathanial Hawthame, Saki, ri-
o,y o Vaupaseants Ariar S arn and T Flemmg.

Additionally, Short Stories Magasine will serve
i Ao o e SFevIo Ty mepublished writers,
y an

show-case for

with every )ssue containing at least one :onznbunon

uthor whose work has not appesred I ore. New

writers will beencoursbed througn the -megazine's
from its fictional content,

also
Short Story Of The Year Award.

Apart Short Stories Mag~
szine Wil feature articles by and about sHihers PEvient
I Tewly-published collections and anthologxes. advance
news of authors' appearances at signing sessions and on
radio and TV detail literary
competitions and 2 , ‘and a_comprehensive directory of
2l short story titles currently B pring i the UK,

paperback.

Editor Jobn Ransley comments: "The short story contin~

ues to be an extremely popular literary form, as is evid-
enced by the fact that more t 0 new collections and
anthologies appear in UK publishers' Autumn lists alone, so
am sure there must be a place for a monthly magazine that
of the gemre, with an
ach issue of crime and mystery, scien
ncnm :nd he Tuprnataral hamour and soptistiested
amanc:

"Also,
novice and

there is undoubtedly a large number of both
of essional writers who feel their talents are
best applied to the short story form - and therefore a
tromengous pool of unpublished work, the best of which
Short Stories Magasine will now be sble to present along-
e ey athe B Ter and cstablished anthors.

o Raaley vhrd Bho knows? We might even discover a new
Somerset Maugham, Roald Dahl or Daphne du Maurier along the
vay.

Shost Stories Magarine will be produced in AS formst
with pages Initially, a fuli-colour cover and perfec
Bound: £xint Sran for the first thee issnes will be 40,800
and the cover price is .

Fditorial Address:

222 London Road, Bur,
West Sussex, RHI5

pss Hill,

BRITISH

FANTASY

SOCIETY

British Fantasy Awards. Past winners include Michael Moorcock, Piers Anthony and Karl W

FANIASYON VI will be held in Birmingham
over the weekend 10-12 July 1981 at the
Grand Hotel. A full and varied programme
i in preparation. Supporting
membership to FCVII is only £l or $3; all
cheques, orders, kc should be made out to
"British Fantasy Conventions' and sent to
Mike Chinn, 1 Buttery Rd, Smethwick,
Warley, West Midlands B67 7NS.

FANTASY MEDIA is, alas, no more. The
BRITISH FANTASY SOCIETY, however,
continues forward. The Society publishes
2 number of items including a newsletter,
the BULLETIN, and a journal, DARK
HORIZONS, Besides organising the fantasy-
cons, it s the guiding force behind the
2gner, Membership to the BFS is

only £5 or $15 a year, Please send all cheques &c to either Rob Butterwnrlh. 79 Rochdale Rd, Milnrow, Rochdale, Lancs

OL16 4DT, UK, o to Paul Ritz, P,OHox 6485,

Cleveland, OH 4410,

Spring Science Fiction
from FABER

GEMINI GOD
Garry Kilworth

The tuman race is in decline, is withdrawing
into protective city shells. Gould contact
with civikised aliens revive the probing
curiousity once the hallmark of human

achievement? Are there any such beings the
universe? If there are, can they be
contacted?

Gemim God is Garry Kilworth's fowrth science
novel, a brilliant successor to In
Sohhn Night Of Kadar, and Split Second.

256 pp. £6.25

Editorial (continued)

Rowland Yappen (2 name to conjure with}, who tells of the
irritating practices of some publishers; rhilip Pollock,
sf reader at Faber & Faber, who reflects briefly upon his
business; R. Nicholson-Morton, who talks about his
encounters with various markets over the years, and Ian
Watson, who reveals all about his working method. Our
feature article this time is on reference books - a
selection, with some comments, introduced by John
Brunner. And for fiction we have a story by Faringdon
dynamo Dorothy Davies, and a quiet, elegantly observed
tale by David Swinden,

May we remind you that back issues af FOCUS are still
available at'$] each, which is inclusive of postage and
packing. Please make cheques payable to the BSFA.

May we also point out an error in the feature article
on Contracts in FOCUS 3: notes 11 & 12 on page 18 relate
to clauses 12 & 13 on page 19. Our apologies for this
mistake,

(And so they passed away from FOCUS. "What moral is
to be drawn from their story? Only that life is arbitrary
and capricious, bestowing its joys and sorrows ta mo
fixed pattern, linking lives then sundering them, bring-
ing unexpected delights and disappointments, tuning
frustration into triumph, into embitterment, and
always youth into age in its inexorable course. They were
creatures of their time; they lived lustily and died
fruitlessly, and all they left behind was the teeming
earth and the restless sea."

Kespectful pause while editors weep into beer.)

ROB HOLDSTOCK & CHRIS EVANS




ARROW
SCIENCE FICTION

James Blish * Marion Zimmer Bradley * John Brunner
Arthur C. Clarke * Philip K. Dick * Nigel Kneale
Michael Moorcock * Norman Spinrad % E. C. Tubb
Wilson Tucker x Kate Wilhelm

...and there’s much more to come.

E.C. Tubb
INCIDENT ON ATH
No. 18in the galaxy-spanning saga of Earl Dumarest and his search
for the legendary lost planet Earth: in which a painting which
includes a representation of Earth's satellite, Luna, sets Dumarest
on anew, and perilous, track. ..
March 23 £1.15192pp

James Blish
BLACK EASTER and THE DAY AFTER JUDGEMENT

For the first time in one volume —James Blish's classic black science
fiction of an unholy deal that unleashes the demons of Hell on Earth -
and can't retumn them to the Abyss: chaos and disaster reign, the City

of Hell emerges in Death Valley and God is pronounced Dead. With

A CASE OF CONSCIENCE and DR MIRABILIS, this book forms
Blish's great trilogy, AFTER SUCH KNOWLEDGE.
April 21 £1.50 240pp

Jeffrey A. Carver
PANGLOR
Panglor Balef is a blacklisted freighter pilot, on the run from an
unforgiving company. Things can’t get much worse for him —but, sure
enough, they do. Blackmailed into a murderous assignment,
Panglor blunders onto a secret that could cost him his life -or
revolutionize interstellar travel. PANGLOR more than fulfills the
promise of STAR RIGGER'S WAY -as Joan Vinge says, it's ‘'a
grand adventure!
May 18 £1.60 288pp

Kate Wilhelm
JUNIPER TIME
The new novel from the author of the Hugo-winning WHERE LATE
THE SWEET BIRDS SANG (reissued in June) is, in the words of
Michael Bishop ‘a work of intricate and disquieting beauty! Man has
reached for the stars—and failed to keep Earthin his grasp; as
America is devastated by drought, an artefact is found in high orbit.
1t may be man’s first contact with aliens; it may be that it's just not
important any more...
July 20 £1.60 286pp

Charles Sheffield
SIGHT OF PROTEUS
Charles Sheffield’s first novel is squarely in the hard SF tradition; it
prompted Publishers Weekly to describe him as ‘one of the most
imaginative, exciting talents to appear on the SF scene in recent
years' Sheffield, a Yorkshireman, lives in the USA; his second book,
WEB BETWEEN THE WORLDS, is due from Arrow in December.
August 17 £1.60 288pp

And watch out for new novels from Gene Wolfe, Norman Spinrad,
Stuart Gordon and many more....
ARROW SCIENCE FICTION - TOMORROW'S WORLDS TODAY



