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ONE OF THE ARTICLES in this lasue
1s written undar a psaudonym.
Recaeiving an article of this
naturae sata problema for ua as
aditora hecause we ara rasponaible
for ansuring that the piece you
read is hiding under cover for
warthy reasons; we’rs not inter-
eated 1n campaigne of revengae
from embittered hachs.

Cradentials have been checkad
in the case of 'From The Valley
of the Dinosaurs' by ‘Christopher
St Clair', which only goes to
make his atory the mors alarming.
Nowadays many SF writera in this
country are having to turn to
hackwork in order to sam a living
waga, attending to their proper
art only whan breathing space has
been won and anargy allows. In
this situation it ia hardly com-
forting to think that avan when
the work has been completed and
eccepted, 1t still has to run
the gauntlet of internal polft-
icking at the publisher’s; and
it's euspacially distressing when
such machinations result in the
publisher reneging on his agree-
ment .

It is interesting to compare
St Clair'sa articla with that by
Chris Priest in this issue. Chris
takes an essentially optimistic
view of the author-publisher
relatinnship. Hisa piece on
'Novel Contracts' is a succinct
account of the prncesas of pub-

1dshing a book and should ba
raquired reading for any new
writer planning to submit his
first noval. Thankfully, the
procass as dascribed by Chris
stil)l applies in the vast majority
of cases) tha worry lies in the
fact that genuine stories auch as
St Clair’s can still circulata.

DURING THE GESTATION of this
1ssue, we were atruck by the
numbar of people, who, whan
submitting fiction, voiced the
expactation of receiving critical
appraisal of their wark. This
axpectation is, to a certain
extent, justified, and we have
never yet failed to give an
honest and fairly detailad
critique of a stary. However,

by far tha most impartant part
of our job 1s assembling the
magazine) though wa find comment=—
ing an the stories both enjgyabla
and rewarding, and have no plana
to stop doing this, wa must
amphasise that we ares giving our
opiniopa. Ours ars but three
viaws amaong many; although wa
feel that our comments are warth
making, and would like people

to consider them sericusly. they
are in no way to ba imagined as
being inscribed upon the eternal
acrolls. If you're unhappy with
our judgement on your stary, then
show it to cther psople as well.



But we find 1t disturbing to
imagine people sending fictian to
FOCUS with tha sole motive of
bouncing 1t off us; we can't say
for definita whether or nat this
is happening, but would 1like to
emphasise that we want people ta
submit a story with some confid-
enca in its worth and a genuine
desire to ses it published.

Anyons with serious ambitions
to bo a writer has got to be able
to criticise their own wark: you
are ths one who knows what you're
aiming at, and you shauld have
enogugh confidence to he able to
diamiss unfair criticism. What
glves you the right to such an
apparently arrogant outloak is
the knowledge that you wouldn't
draw any satisfaction from public
acclaim {f you know the work's
not up to standard.

It's perfectly possible that
same of the atories we reject
seam lousy precissly hecause
they're by people who have it
in them to bacome good writers
- that the atories have failed
because their writers have had
the courags to stay away from
eaay alick solutions and work
towards samathing more original
and distinctive, but haven't
made it this time round. It
mAy @rem haartless ta admit that
we don't lose a lot af sleep
aver this, but it isn't actually
our problem. Because 1f you've
got what 1t takes to became a
writsr, you're not going to be
put off by rajections, even
from us.

WE RECEIVED MORE unsolicitaed
articlaa and (especially) fiction
this time round, which plesased
us, though we'd be happy to
see still mars, We ramain
surprised at the lack of letters
of comment. We promisad to have
a letters section and, trua to
that promiss, we do have a vary
few latters in this issue. We'll
give much more space ta letters
1f only you'll write them: we
consider tham ta be an impartant
part of the magazine.

On the subject of submissions,

we feel that it's necessary to
explain the reasons for our
presentation requiremsnts, as
we're still receiving manuscripts
which do not conform to them. As
anyone wha aubmits to FOCUS is
presumably aware of thase hrequim—
menta, we can only assume that
they are not adherad ta because
they are regarded as editorial
whims. This is not soj thera are
good, practical reasnns for
demanding a particular format.

Submisaions shauld be typad
douhle-spaced, with at least an
inch margin on either side of tha
text. This is to leave room for
editorial marking-up) it 1is
awkward to squaeze commants and
emandations betwaen linea of
single-spacad type. Each page
stould bear at the top tha
surnama of the author, praeferahbly
in capitals, and the page numbar
(pages can easily hecome shuffled).
The paper should be A4 - which is
probably more easily obtainabls
than any other aize - because
thia allows us to Xsrox the placa.
This {a an important part of ths
editorial process, as we naed ta
have spare coples to send to sach
othar and ta acribble commente
on. If we can't photocopy your
place, you'll have ta wait longsr
for a reply and there‘s an
increasad chanca of it gatting
lost in transit.

Each submission should have a
title page, with the title of the
pilece, the nams and addreas of
the authar and an approximata
word count sa that we can estimats
the amount of space the stary
will take up 1f printad. Finally,
if you want tha MS ta be raturned
in the event of non-acceptancs,
and/or you want comment, enclase
a stamped, addressed envelope.

If we dan't receive one of thasa
wa'l]l assume that you don't want
a reply or your MS returned.

IT HAS ALWAYS been our intention
to make FOCUS readable but not
facile, and wa hope that we've
aucceedaed in this aim with this
issue. Besides the above-
mentioned articlea on novel




publishing by Priest and St Clair,
Steve Gallagher returns with
suggestions on how to go about
writing the thing in the first
place; John Sladek has idsas for
where you might like to be whan
you do it. One of the editors
has sneaked in to the magazine
with an article on correspondence
courses - this in response to a
request from a readsr. Dorothy
Davies considers the valus of
workshops and R. Nicholson-Morton
gives a slightly herstical opinion
on writing for specific markets,
For the artists among you, Jim
Barker narrates the tale of how
he became a freelance, modestly
implying that this was due solely

CONTRIBUTORS

JIM BARKER has long been regarded
as one of Britaln’s premier fan
artists; recently, after winning
the Cartoonists Club 'Best
Unpublished Cartton Strip' compet-
ition, he resigned his Job with a
nawspaper in order to pursue a
freelance career.

DOROTHY DAVIES 1is a regular
contributor to Focus; she sells
bath fiction and journalism to a
wide varlety of publications and
is a vigorous writer of letters
to all manner of magazines.

to a fortuitous radundancy.
{Whether or not such modesty is
called for you can judge for
yourself by looking at Jim's
illustrations to John Sladsk's
piece.) Fiction this issue is
contributed by Hilary Robinson.

We'd 1ike to record our thanks
to Pete Lyon for another excallent
cover and to one of the BSFA's
great unsung hercines, Eve Harvey,
who typed a good portion of this
issue; perhaps not everybody
realises the immense amount of
work she puts in, meking BSFA
editors’ lives that much easier.

We hope you enjoy the magazine.
If you don't - then write us a
letteri

CHRISTOPHER PRIEST made his first
professional sale in 1966. Since
then ha has had published two
volumes of short story callectiens
and six novels; the most recent
of these, The Affirmation (1981),
reached the last twelve of the
Booker Prize.

HILARY ROBINSON 1lives in Newtown-
ards, Ca. Down, and is an enthus-
tastic amateur writer.

CHRISTOPHER ST CLAIR i3 tha
pseudonym of a young English
novelist.

JOHN SLADEK, brought up in the

STEVE GALLAGHER has written SF
far both TV (Dr Who) and radio
(The Last Rose Of Summer and
others.) He wrote the novelisa-
tion of the movie Saturn 3. His
first novel proper is due out
shortly; he has completed his
second.

R. NICHOLSON-MORTON is Chief
Writer in the Royal Navy and has
pseudonymously sold short stories
to various non-SF magazines. He
has recently finished a dystopian
time-travel novel and found 1t
unsatisfactory - hence, he says,
the article.

Midwest of America, has been
resident in the UK since 1866.
His most recent novel, Roderick,
recelved considerable critical
acclaim; he is currently at work
on a second volume, Roderick At
Random,

UDAVID SWINDEN took a university
degres in bischemistry and now
works as a sub-editor in the
educational books division of &
large publishing house; this is
where he gats the money which,
mysteriously, he choses to spend
an correspondence courses.




BUILDING A NOVEL

Steve Gallagher

THE PIECE THAT follows really shouldn't be let out of its cage without
some kind of preface or explanation. Reading it now, a couple of months
after I wrote it, I can barely recognise my own voice in its fervid
delivery. Moses himself couldn't have slammed the commandments down
before his people with more authority; it comes over like one of those
correspondence course ads, YOU'LL UNDERSTAND THE INTRICACIES OF PLOT
DEVELOPMENT. .. HOW TO CREATE YOUR OWN PERSONAL LITERARY STYLE... HOW

TO CONSISTENTLY WRITE THE XIND OF MATERIAL AN EDITOR WON'T BE ABLE TO
TURN DOWN!

It was loosely drafted at four o'clock one morning, after I'd put in
eight hours on the final draft of a book called Follower. Things had
been going well, and I was feeling on top of it. Making the notes for
the plece was & way of tailing off, of letting myself down gently so
that 1 could get to bed and sleep through the sunrise. And it wasn't,

I ought to add, the result of & sudden urge to record for posterity my
thoughts on Art, Life and the Pervasive Influence of Entropy; it was a
direct response to a friend who'd asked me to loock at his novel outline
and to comment on it. Which is something 1 never do - apart from looking
such a berk when you've nothing useful to say, it always seems to end up
with you trying to impose the book as you might want to write it onto
someone else's cherished opus.

But I owed him several favours, big ones. And so writing the piece was
my way of sidling around the problem, of commenting without tampering.
It first made its appearance in the Bolton groupzine Crazy Eddie, where
it didn't actually seem to set the world on fire; s0 I reckon it’'s prob-
ably safe to let it out again.

L L e R IS

It was George Bernard Shaw who summed it all up so ueatly when he said
that there's only one golden rule, and it's that there are no golden
rules. It applies to writing more than any other field I know, but it
seems there's a general suspicion that there's some simple hook, &n
easily-mastered key to the craft which writers, banded together in tight
professional secrecy like some medieval guild, refuse tu acknowledge to
the rest of the world. The technological fallacy, I've heard it called,
the i1dea that if sufficient of the 'rules' are observed and obeyed then
i1t would be possible for anyone, motivated or not, to produce a competent
piece of prose fiction, poem, article or whatever.

Which is, let's face it, garbage. Motivation is everything - the only
way to write well is to want to write well, to want it hard encugh to
force yourself down that long track and to learn as you go. [ still
get cornered at parties and told, 'I've always wanted to write a book,’
and I s1i1l1 don't know how to respond - if I simply say, 'So why don't




you?' it looks as if I'm being smart, or arrogant, or both.

But 1t's the only honest reply I feel I can make. I believe that the
craft of writing has to be learned, but that it can't be taught; that
articles, workshops and courses can help the process, but they can never
substitute for it. Learning by doing, just like any trade - except that
in this case the workshop is your own mind, and no instructor can stand
in there with you. 1If there is a rulebook, you write it as you go along,
and you rewrite it every time you sit down to work.

So let's forget about rulee, and let’'s talk about guidelines. This is
switching-off time for everybody who might think that they can hack their
way to & Nobel prize with nothing more than a ream of A4 Bond and the
Writers' Inner Circle book of How It's Done. Guidelines are flexible;
they're to be used, not obeyed. They're no subatitute for input from the
writer, and they won't fill the gap when the writer has nothing to say.

So point number one, obvious though it may seem, 18 to have something to
say. This isn't the same ase having a 'message' to put over, and it
doesn't mean that you have to work all-out to produce something of leaden
literary value fit only for study on university courses; it simply means
that the central and dominant idea of your book must be strong enough to
support the structure that you're going to build around it. If you don't
&ctually have such an idea then hold back; you're not ready to start.
Bven 1if you make it to the last page of the novel without drowning in it,
the reader probably won't.

When you know the idea 18 there, don't wait. Don't get so impressed with
it that you decide you'll shelve it until you've learned enough to do it
more justice - believe me, other and better ideas will come along, but
in the meantime you'll learn nothing if you're doing less than your best.
At this stage don't worry ebout the plot, or about the fine details of
character or setting. Too much work on them now will unbalance your
creation, and it isn’'t robust emough to take it. Let the idea grow and
find its own shape, always keeping it somewhere in your mird but never
trying to push it around; and when you reach a point where you can per-
ceive a wholeness, where the book that you're going to write occupies the
same kind of space in your imagination as a book you've already read,
then it's time to fix it before it can fade.

Lay it out on one side of a sheet of paper. It can be in the form of a
list, a summary, a diagram - any way that allows you to take the whole
thing in at & glance, use it. What you'll see won't be a story in the
conventional sense, not yet. It may be a few strong character points,
some key incidents, some atmosphere, an idea of ® line of narrative dev-~
elopment. Before you try to work out how they're connected - this is
the sweat, the craft part getting close - make sure they're balanced.
Look at the biggest gaps, see what surrounds them, and decide what kind
of materiasl you'll need to f£111 them. It may be complementary, it may
be contrasting, but try to get the tone right now because it's going to
get more difficult later. The closer you get to the individual scene,
the individual line, the individual word, the harder it's going to be to
keep your view of the book as a whole in realistic proportions.

Give your outline balance, give it elegance. Make it work. Don't put
yourself in the position of using half of the book to explain why it
doesn’t.

What you have now is a frame. Now you can start to build.



The building involves the realisation of the characters and the discovery
of the chains of incidenta which will take your outline one step forward
to become a atory. Don't think of 1t as invention, think of it as
detective-work; everything that you've got so far has flosted up out of
the men of your aubconscious, and the relationships within your material
have exiasted from the start. What you now have to do 1a apply your
knowledge of the world around you (or a world that you've researched, if
that's the kind of book you're writing) to move from vague perceptions to
bard detsails. Now that you've given yourself what happened, start to
hypothesise on how it happened.

Opinions vary on how deep you should go at this stage. SHome writers like
to lay down much ap possible in advance, aothers like to leave areas
wide open to discovery as they go along; my advice is that you review
your temperament and do exactly what you feel suits you best.

The working outline is no more than a tool to help you get the firat draft
hammered cut. It's m guide to the scenes that you'll need and the aims
that you'll have to achieve in thome scenes to atay true to your overall
structure. Now's the time to atart thinking of the techmology of fiction,
the character viewpoint, the plot and counterplot, daily wordage targets,
and the like; now the relationship between intuition and logic gets rev-
ersed, and you have to become a hard-nosed craftsman to shape your artia-
tic vision into a melf-pufficient artefact.

By now you should be getting some idesmabout the voice of your work,
because you've built it up enocugh to be able to look it over and see the
general ahape that it's taking. You're in deep, you're committed. When
you say that you're writing a book, you're saying it without any secret
doubts.

What happens next is the magic.

Whatever the book needs, 1t will teach you. Trust it, let it lead the
way. All of the tricka and hooks that you ever read sbout or heard
about, you'll re-invent them am you go. You may be s traveller in a
strange country and you may not know the language, but none of this will
stop you if you're alert and ready to adapt. Get into the first draft
with energy, with s pense of adventure; what you don't need is to be
weighed down by a sense of occasion, an awareness of the masaive weight
o1 the whole enterprise bearing down on you with every word that you
type. Forget that, it'a going to come later. For the moment have fun,
slang araund, make your mcenes as sketchy or as detailed as you feel like
making them.

My own approach is to view the acenes as three basic types 1 give them
the nemes of movie camera setups. The longshot is the aimpleat, the
spareat and the least involving; years can pasa in a single sentence.

The medium shot is the narrative workhorse, running through hours of plot-
time in minutes of the reader's time, selecting and repeating only the
key details of acttion and conversation. The closeup givea the i1lluspion
that plot-time and the reader's time are, for the moment, running in
tandem; it's like witnessing the events of & scene just ms they happen,
with the dialogue and the more evocative incidental details being reported
in sequence.

Rememher this ia a guideline, not an attempt to establish & rule. A
aingle scene might include a1l of these elements in one way or ancther,
or it might be a character's interior monologue or something similar



that includes none of them. The main usefulness of the three 'shots' is
the way that they can be employed to control the pace of your story,
keeping interest at a steady level - you can stay close on details and
developments that are fascinating and relevant, and zoom right out on
those that aren't.

Try to ensure that every scene has a central purpose, preferably one that
can be stated in just a few words. Thie ensures that you don’'t lose your
grip on the scene’s relevance to the overall narrative, and it leaves you
free to do your best to make sure that the scene itself is interesting.
As you rework the surface.in this and subsequent drafts your structure
will disappear from immediate view, always there, never cbvious.

80 you reach the end of the firat draft. It fsn't so much a novel as a
dossier for one; it may be full of notes, gaps, pencilled-in gecond
thoughts, maybe even whole chapters that impressed you hugely when you
wrote them, but you can now see that they'll have to go. It was a big
enterprise, but you didn't let it get you down; you made all your decisions
eagily because you knew that none of them were final. You knew that the
major effort, the real performance, lay in the future.

What I'm going to suggest now is that you practise a plece of doublethink.
1 do it every time, and it’'s never let me down. 1 tell myself that I was
lying, that the first draft was actually the major effort, that the real
work has now been done and what lies ahead is the home stretch, a milk
run.

With the broad strokes already down you can now concentrate on the fine
work, get in close without worrying that you're losing sight of the rest
of the canvas. It's all there, it's all mapped out, and you needn't be
afraid that you're going to unbalance it. Concentrate on weaving all of
your lines together into a single narrative flow; by now you'll have lived
with the story for so long that you'll have come to regard it ms something
complete which has actually happened, and your job is no longer to create
it, but to report it. Keep your language spare, keep it simple, and
don't fall for the temptation of overloading the similies and the meta-
phors and the adjectives in an attempt to create a style. Use these
devices to point up your perceptions, not to replace them. If you can't
think how to continue a sentence, the chances are that you should have
Just finished it.

Even now that we've come this far, Shaw's golden rule still applies. If
you feel the need to break with what they told you were the essentials of
good writing at school, do it - but know why you're doing it. 1'm talk-
ing about sentences without verbs, one-line paragraphs, sentences that
begin with 'and’' or 'but’... grammar is juat & moment's sample of a long-
term dynamically developing system of language. Remember, no rules, just
guidelines. ..

¥hat I've been describing has been only one method, my method. It's not
intended as a blueprint, and it probably wouldn't work if anyome tried
to use it that way. There are other ways of working, probably as many
ways as there are writers; and whilst I find it difficult to believe that
there's anyone who types 'Chapter Ome’ and then gazes into space for the
opening lines of their first and only draft, I know that there are many
who get deep into a book with no clear idea of how they're going to
finish it. I respect them but I don't try to emulate them. They've
written their own guidelines in the same way that I've written mine.

Good luck with yours.



WRITING
PLACES

John
Sladek

WRITING, IT SHOULD go without saying, requires solitary confinemant.
The writaer'a immsdiate surroundings muat excluds forsat firas, screams
from mental warda, head-banging music, criea of ecstasy, ths anguish
of infants, jet aircraft taking off, and so on. While any of thsese
distractions can ba turned to some writar's advantage, tha gaeneral
prajudice ia ageinst them and in favour of quiet solitude. That is why
nolsy cities are clogged with writers, who avoid the quiet cauntryside
as though anthrax stalked tha land.

Yet writers who live in cities go on fondly imagining that the
city 1s the last place they want to be. I too have indulged in the
genaral fantasy:

About to bagin a novel, T find mysalf locked away in a snowbound
cabin. Thera is plenty of black coffee and I guess a supply of coarse
wool shirts from Lard & Taylor, and maybs one ar two shsolutely
essential raferesnca books. But all of the notses. distractions and
irritations of the city are far away, beginning of course with my
family and frienda. No mail can get through to me, not so much as a
pastcard from my dentist - certainly not billa, rejection alips.
requests from New Zealand high school teachers for a complete
bibliography aof all my short stories by raturn mail, fan letters
demanding that I explain soma dumb Joks or reveal my rral name - this
cabin is bayand the reach of postal services, telephone linea, rail,

11



road ar watarway. Unpredictable winds rule out helicoptar visits, while
a nearby magnetic mountain or something cuts off all radio and TV. The
nearsst library and the nearest good Indian restaurant are a thousand
miles away. There is now nothing to stop me from rolling the paper in
the typewriter, taking a reflective puff on my pipe. and baginning:
Chapter One.

The fantasy has to end there ta remain cradible. In reality I
wnuld probably sit dazzled to anowblindness by the white page, nor aelsa
turn to the reference books and look up 'chapter' and 'one‘. Then I
clean the typewriter, then sit contemplating the atrange paradax, my
having to be alone to communicate. Suraly there'a an essay in that?
Salitary confinement - or confinement in tha other sense, ta bring
forth a literary child? Okay then, whera‘s the child? Still a blank
page.

1t ocrura ta me that this fantasy owses samething to the film
Youngblaod Hawke, starring I think James Franciscus and written I
beliave by Herman Wouk. As I racall, the writer in the f1lm collapsed
in the anow with pneumonia and nearly died, and he also lost aome
crucial pagea of his manuacript. That prubably says socmething about
haw Herman Wouk really felt tawards this fantasy.

Okay then, I wander around the cabin until I find a cupboard door
I hadn*t naticed befare. I open it. Inside fa an old, duaty telephone,
and, to my surprise, i1t atill worka. 1 phone my wife.

'Would you get out the Film Guide and look up a movie for ma,
called Youngbluad Hawke?'

1 thought you took 1t with you.®

'‘Na, no, 1 took anly sssential refersnces.’'

'Look, I can't find it,' she says. 'You must have put it some-
whera. How are you getting on?’

'Touch of pneumonia. Any lettars?'

‘The usual. Threat from the bank, urgent requsst fram a Canadian
high schnol teacher for a complets bibliocgraphy. And a pastcard from
the dentiat.'

'Did my agent phona?!*

'Yas, hae's just got back from the Monta Carlo Book Fair. Says he's
got =ame Hollywood deal lined up. you'ra to phans him back immediately.’

‘Okay but cauld you laok for that book?'

'If 1 find it,' she says, ‘I'1l send it out on the snowmabils. 1
Just found out they'rs starting a regular daily servica.'

I spand the rest of the day trying to reach my agent, who's at
lunch. In tha evening I phone my wife and ask her ta bring our
daughter and come skiing over.

'You'rs kidding, you wantad to be alone to work,' she says.

‘But I'm dying of pneumonia. Besides, I'm afraid of losing soine
pages of my manuacript.'

‘Some pages? Then it's going well?®

‘Oh yes, yes.' I turn my back on Chapter One. 'But I'm lonely.'

‘And as soon as we get there, ynu"'l_l' say you want ta be alane to
work. '

'You're right, of course.’' I hang up and go back to the type-
writer, but it's getting late now. Make a fresh start tomorrow.

The rest of the weak 1s tha same. I divide my time hetwean
trying to phone my agent and cleaning the typewriter. The snowmobile
brings daily requests for bihliographies and more rude fan letters. In
a hidden cupboard I find a dusty old TV set; miraculously, it works. A
bunch of old friends drap in, on their way to the new Indian rest-
aurant that's just apened round the carner. I'11 have to take my wife
and daughter there. when they ski over.

My agent's secretary says he's away at the Rio Book Fair.

‘0id he say anything about a Hollywood deal?'
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'Hollywood? No, you mean Holyhead. There's a chance far you to
give a lecturs thare, ta the Holyhsad Herman Wouk Society. What ahall
I tell them?'

‘Tell them...' I laok out the window. The sky is filled with a
wonderful light. The asnow is melting and running down to nourish the
good sarth. ‘Tell them Willie Boy gives his regards to Broadway. Tell
them tomorrow is probably another day, a day in the Human Waork of
Herman Wouk. Tell them I'm going homal Homel'

Whare was I? Herman's hostility towards his own hibemation fantasy is,
I'm sure, shared by writaera at larga. Most of us, howevaer ungregarious,
reaant having to shut qurselves away from the world in order ta get
work done. Most of us, howevar gregarious, resent having tha world
interfare with our work. In short, most of us are as full of resentment
as a new shirt is full of pina.

Did Milton prefer L'Allagro ar Il Penseroso? Yea and na. Colaridge
and Wordsworth, wera they keener on the spontansaus-overflow-of-emotions
aide of thinga than on the reacallsction-in-trangquility side? It all
dapends. As he sat dawn to write his beatseller, Augustine na doubt
prayed, God give me a quiet place to work, only not yet. If writers
hanker far the country so much, why do they seem tao clustar togsther
in cities? Take for instance the 30 writers of sclence fictian inter-
viewsd by Charles Platt for Oream Makera (1980), all from tha UK and
the US.




Number of SF writars

Place Actual Expectad®
New York (Matrop. areal 10

Los Angeles (Metrap. area) 4

Chicago (Matrop. arsea) 1

Other US 9

TOTAL US n

Greater London a

Other UK 3

TOTAL UK i3

TOTAL (US & UK) 30 an
TOTAL URBAN 1] 3.4
TOTAL NON-URBAN 17 26.2

*Tha 'expacted' number of SF writers living in ar area is just tha
area's share af the population (UK + US), applied to a sample af 30
persons. In other words, out of 30 persons drawn at random from the
total populatian (UK ¢ US], about 1.3 will 1ive 1n New York, 0.8 in
Los Angeles and sao on. Anyone who saya thers can't be 0.8 of an SF
writer hasn't looked at Omni lately.

Oreams in this case saem to be made mainly in cities, and in prop-
erly urban cities like New York at that. There are many arguable cauaes
for this - one could say that for writers to live in a publishing
centre like New York is nat surprieing, ar that Platt (himself a New
Yorker and author of Twilight af the City) has selected nearby inter-
viewsss - but it remains an odd statistic. We might imagine that scienca
fiction writers flock to just those places where life 1s hardest: New
York is not twice as big as Los Angales, but it gats twice as many
writers, This daspite New York's high renta, high-rise living. Impassable
traffic, street crimez, intolerabls weathar, highly visible poverty,
ugliness and dirt, civie bankruptcy and en on, all features not asaoc-
iated with Los Angrles. What has New York got? Art? Culture?

Without pushing tha argumert too far, I would guess that what New
York really has to offer science fiction writera 1s high rant, high-riss
living, impassabla street traffic, street crime, atec. Some sclsnce
fiction writers are a rare kind of oyster; they need some grit in the
shell to get the pearl started; New York provides the grit. In such a
place people move faster, talk faster, wark harder. They set their
sights highar. Science fiction writera in New Yark understand very well
one nf the great moving forces in selence fiction: tha desire to be
elsewhare. I will not go so far as to propose there is a New Yark school
in sclence fiction, but 1f there were, T think 1t would be characterized
by a style that is aggressive, witty, cerebral and paranoid.

Los Angeles really has nothing 1ika this ta gffer. It's hardly a
city at all, more like a long smaar of California coastline. No ona can
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desire to be aelsewhers 1f they already are elsawhere. In such a place
paople move slowly, talk little, wark hardly at all. I would character-
iza a hypothatical Southern California achaol aof sclence fiction as
dreamy, solemn, paritonaal and mystical.

To outaiders, both New York and Loa Angeles are incomprshensible.
I've tried living in New York for a year and hated 1t. I've been in Los
Angeles for a wesh and found it empty. It may ba that a spscial kind of
neurosis 1s required for tolerating eithar city.

"y own brand of nsurpsis seems to auit ms for 1ife in London,
Just now. Its spacial features are of coursa invisible to me, though
no doubt obvigus ta any outsider. But it's a wondarful placa from
which to write about tha imaginary Midwest of my childhood on the
olanet America.

NOVEL CONTRACTS
Christopher Priest

THE LAST FOURTEEN issuea of the Americun fanzine Locus have carried a
sarias of articles by s literary agent on the subject of contracts for
novels. He is still in mid-subject, and shows no sign of pausing or
coming to an end. Him articles make pretty detailed and depreasing read-
ing, 1 can tell you. MNow I have been amked to tackle the same mubject
in a aingle article.

Daunted by the task, but also by the subject, the truth of the matter is
that I have no special expertise in contracts. [ use my own literary
agent to handle that eide of the business, and I have learned to trust
hia skill. Piecea of paper paas before me, and I sign them on the dotted
line. All goes well. What little expertise I have comea from the glimp-
aen ] get before signing, and fram the undoubted advantage of having been
well and conpistently published by one of the best and most honourable
hardback firms in London.

There are two general rules that I have picked up, however, and you
might find them interesting. Before getting down to slightly more detailed
stuff 1'l1]1 paas them on.

The first is that there is ususlly no such thing as a "contract™ signed
between suthor and publisher. A contrect is » legally binding document
which has to be worded and phrased with extreme delicacy and accuracy.
There 18 a whole body of law relating to contracts. Such documents would
be far too cumberscme and restricting for an esmentially free-moving and
non-11tigious buainems like publighing. In fact end practice, virtually
all the deals arranged in publishing are "handshake' or 'verbal" agree-
ments, and the document that both parties sign is simply a written veraion,
or memorandum, of what is presumed to have been sgreed verbally. Many of
the so-called contracts are actuslly headed by the phrase "Memorandum of
Agreement”. In common with everyone else in the trade, 1'11 continue to
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call these documents “contracts”...but it is important to remember thst
the document itself is not necessarily legally binding, or at least is
no more binding thar the verbal agreement it records.

But this brings me to the second rule, because there have been legal
disputes, and authors and publishers have found themselves on opposite
sides of courtrooms. In such cases, the piece of paper that the lawyers
wave around 1is the Memorandum of Agreement, and its legality is being
teated. As I understand the position, lawyers recognize an intangible
factor known ms “Conditions of Trade”, which in certain instances allows
for enlightened interpretation. In the cese of publishing contracts,
they will take into account the fact that the Memorandum of Agreement

is usually & printed form, and that it has been printed and is regularly
used by one of the two partiea involved. In practice what this means is
that if an author signs a contract which has been printed by the publish-
er, then that document i1a slightly more binding on the publisher than it
is on the author. (The converse is true, of course, if the author or
hig agent present the publisher with a printed contract form.)

Much more important than either of these slightly technical rules is the
fact that on the whole the publishing industry ie 8 legitimate one, that
in general publishers and authors do mot go around trying to cheat each
other, and that by far the majority of the disputes that arise are trivial.
The Memorandum of Agreement ims therefore much more in the nature of a
working outline, a synopsis of the business relationship that will exist
during the book's lifetime. It is carefully worded and it strives for
accuracy, but the epirit of the deal 18 generally accepted by both sides
to have as much weight as the letter of it.

1 believe there is no asuch thing as an ideal contract. You sometimes
hear of writers' organizations trying to establieh such a standard.
Bcience Piction Writers of America have come up with something they call
a Model Contract - it is full of fine and lovely thinge that writers
dream about, and that publishers strike out. Meanwhile, the Writers'
Guild of Great Britain is trying to eatablish 2 Minimum Terms Agreement,
but it is one of which s major publisher has already said in public he
will not be able to honour. Of course writers in general must strive to
maintain or improve the conditions under which they work, but both of
these projects are based on different aspects of a common fallacy: that
there 18 an ideal world, and it 1s one in which books can be published
in an ideal way. The reality is that every chemical combination of Author,
Book and Publisher produces a different compound of terms and commercial
expectation, and so every contract must reflect this individuality.

Therefore, 1 shrink from the task of describing mythical perfect terms
for which every author must strive to obtaln regardless of individual
circumatences. In ay opinion ft 1s much more productive fof writers to
develop the view that the best cantract is s fair contract, and is one
which reflects the reality of the deal that is being set up. So what
I1'm going to do ts describe more or less what happens to make a book get
published, and indicate with emphasis those parts of the process which
are generally covered by a publisher's contract. [ hope that if enyone
who reads this is later negotiating a deal with a publisher, he or she
will be able to find enough in common with this to be able to sdapt their
book to this general cease.

There are three distinct stages in the life of a book, and 1'l]l deal with
them one by one.



1. The book is written.

'n the aimplest form of the process, an author sits at his desk and with-
out reference to anyone else he writes a book. At the ena ne has a
COMPLETED MANUSCRIPT which is LEGIBLE and TYPEWRITTEN. ldeally, this
manuscript does not infringe anyonse elee's COPYRIGHT, it doee not LIBEL
anyone, and within the fairly liberal atandards of the day does not indulge
in grosas OBSCENITY. The author will accept, probably reluctantly, the
need to make any necessary REVISIONS the publigher asks for.

Sometimen, the author will write a book on commission, and therefore he
will know there is a DATE by which the completed manuacript should be
delivered, and a WORD-LENGTH it should approximately be.

2. The book is published.
The publisher likea the hook, agrees to PUBLISH it, and commits himself
to s certain provisional DATE and PRICE. He concedes that 1f he is unable
to publish it within these fairiy generous hounds then he will allow all
RIGHTS TO REVERT to the author.

The phyaical process of manufacturing the book then begins. Certain of
the processes will be subject to contract, others will not. For instance,
the publisher will want to COPY-EDIT the text af the book very closely,
and the author might wish to reserve to himmelf the right to approve any
changes that are made. The publisher will atart work with the printer,
obtaining cost estimates, agreeing the typography and design, and choosing
the binding and jacket. Narmally, these matters are left to the publi-
sher's discretion, but some authors insist on having a say. Sape
publishers will freely consult the author on these things anyway, 1f they
have worked with him before. (Some authors get a reputation for unhelp-
fulness )

The printer supplies proofs of the text, and the author CORRECTS them,
and returns them within a REASONABLE TIME. He should limit what he does
to the correction of composition errors, but if he wishes to make lest-
minute changea to the text then he may. However, such changeas are
expensive, and if the cost o! them exceeds a certain atated percentage
of the original setting cost - usually 10 or 15 per cent - then the
author will be CHARGED for them.

The publisher will undertake all expenses of promotion, warehousing and
distribution. In the case of most novels, most of the promotion will be
conducted in the form of REVIEW COPIES ment to leading newspapers and
megazines. Exceptionally, the publisher will take cut advertisements on
the book's behslf.

About s month before publication, the publisher will provide the author
with a small number (usually six) of ADVANCE COPIES. The author can
generally purchase more, at a DISCOUNT.

3. The book s sold.

The way a publisher sells a book is m dual operation. Ome part is in the
normal way of selling it, aa a book, through bookshops. He will require
the righta to do this through stated TERRITORIES. A=m a rule of thumh,
British publighers will usually purchase rights for Britain and the
Commonweslth, while American publishers will want the United States and
the Philippines. However, im recent years big Commonwealth markets 1ike
CANADA and AUSTRALIA have heen competed for by both British and American



publishers, and sometimes these countries can become sticking-points in
negotiations. There is flexibility in the OPEN MARKET: foreign language
countries (such as those in Western Europe) where sufficient of the popu-
lation wish to read books in English to make it worthwhile for books to
be distributed there. Traditionally, British and American publishers both
sell in the Open Market, while tending not to poach on esch other’'s
regular territories

The other way a publisher can sell a book is by selling it ap a Copyright
entity for use in other forms, either under LICENCE for reprinting, or
for appearance in another form, such as being filmed or translated into
a forelgn language. Although the author's literary agent will sometimes
handle these SUBSIDIARY RIGHTS, if the publisher controls them then they
should be dealt with tn the contract.

Apsuming for the sake of this article that the edition we are talking
about is a British hardcover, then the principal form of accounting to
the author will be the ROYALTIES on copies sold. Normal hardcover royal-
ties are 10% of the publisghed price, although this can be increased
whenever sales cross agreed thresholds...such as after the first 5,000
copies sold the royalty might increase to 124%.

The publisher might run his own paperback imprint, and in the event of
the book appearing on this list at some later date, the contract should
mention the terms to be paid then.

Sometimes books are sold in BULK, or in FLAT SHEETS for rebinding, or
under some kind of SPECIAL DISCOUNT.

In these recessionary times, many books are REMAINDERED. The comtract
should spell out what the author will receive of the remainder price,
but more important it should include the strict condition that the book
may only be remaindered after the author has been given FIRST REFUSAL on
purchasing the stock at a price no greater than the eventual remainder
price.

Of the subsidiary rights, the one most of interest to writers will be
PAPERBACK rights. Any proceeds from these are generslly amplit 50-50, but
more established authors can negotiate these upwards in their favour. Of
less importance in Britain (but of equal importance in the US) are BOOK
CLUB rights.

AMERICAN RIGHTS, if handled by the British publisher, will make up a
substantial part of the book's earnings.

Other rights which should be accounted for are TRANSLATION, FILM, DRAMATIC,
RADIO, TELEVISION, SERTALIZATION, ANTHOLOGY, DIGEST, QUOTATION, ABRIDGE-
MENT and MICROGRAPHIC. None of these rights is likely to be crucial in
the earnings capability of a first novel, but nothing is certain and sales
of these rights are always possible.

Againet all these earnings, the publisher will agree to pay an ADVANCE.
¥hen and how this is paild 1s useally subject to negotiation, but a typical
deal will pay one half on signature of the contract, and one half on
publication of the book. The publisher will also guarantee to make up
accounts half-yearly (usually to the ends of June and December), and pay
over any money due within three or four months of those dates.

Finally, the publisher should make some guarantee that the book will stay
in print and available for the TERM agreed, and that whenever the book
goes OUT OF PRINT all rights granted under the contract will REVERT to
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the author, unless the publisher agrees to REPRINT within s certain period
of time.

All the above 18 the bare bones of what a contract should be, but as our
friend in Locus is busy pointing out, 1t i1s a subject on which a long-
winded book could be written. 1've almost certainly missed something
out, but then it's a fair guesa that almost every contract 1've ever
signed has probably also missed something out. That is not in itself
toc important: as I said, the spirit counts more than the letter.

And the same rule applies to your understanding of this article. The
egsence of a desl is fairness, and of a contract it is s reflection of
the real way in which s book will be published and the author remunerated.
Provided it is that, and provided both parties to the contract act in
good faith, then I believe nothing serious will go wrong.

On the other hand, thia glimpse into the world of publishers’ contracts
might well have convinced you that the business side of writing is & bit
like a jungle, one which you would not dare enter without an experienced
guide. In which case you should do what I and nearly all other profes-
sional writers already do, and that s hire a good literary agent. How
you would find one, let alone a good one, is not part of my present
brief. But in this mad, uncertain sand commercial world, to write without
an agent behind you 1s in my view foolhardy.

FROM THE VALLEY OF THE
DINOSAURS

CHRISTOPHER ST CLAIR

EARLY IN 1980, a hardback publisher came close to ruining my newly-begun
writing career. You may already have guessed that this 1s going to be a
biased kind of article... well, no apologies for that. Wait until it
happens to you.

The days of the hardcover book as 8 significant showcase for new fiction
are, we're being told, numbered. The paperback boom rocked the industry
but didn't actually destroy 1t; that, it seems, 18 being left to library
cutbacks. This near-guarantee of at least s few thousand sales wes often
the only factor that made a gamble on & new author worth taking, but it
can no longer be relied upon. Profits in the hardcover market of the
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1980a sppeer to lie in glossily-packaged nonfiction, books more often
bought as gifts than for personal use.

The reason for this is immediately obvious: the discrepancy between hard-
cover and softcover prices is enormous, so much so that the buyer's choice
between two editions of the same work 1s really no choice st all. And
yet, a publisher editor once told me something that I still have diffic-
ulty believing - that the material and production costs of the two differ
only by a matter of a few pennies, and that the high markup on hardbacks
is justified by the low-volume turnover.

¥hich may or may not be an exaggeration (after all, it was a paperback
editor who gave me the information) but as a business approach it seems
to be met on the lines of a self-fulfilling prophecy. Hike your prices
to cover yourself in anticipation of miserable sales, and so drive your
customers away and prove your expectations to have been right.

Absolute market disaster hams been held off for so long by one vital fac-
tor, the participation of the hardback housesa in the sub-rights market.
Standard contracts are written around the assumption that the proceeds
of the sale of paperback, foreign, film and bookclub rights will be eplit
to a varying degree between the author and the publisher. An agent cap
try to negotiate these clauses away, but he or she is unlikely to be
succeasful; having demonstrated that, for whatever reason, they're unable
to survive simply by selling bookm, the hardback houses have come largely
to depend on this form of revenue. Lose the clauses, lose the contract.

The response for this has been for many authors to sell their work direc-
tly to paperback houses. In many cases this involves no loss of income -
since a paperback publisher actumlly makes money by selling books and

not rights he can often be perauaded to part with the overseas and media
clauses in the contract - and can often be of real financial benefit in
that the loss of hardback revenue is more than compensated by an undivided
paperback royalty.

Great, you may say, let's stick with the new arrangement and leave the
dinosaurs groaning. But from ao author's point of view - or, to be more
honest, from this author’'s point of view - the undoubted financial advan-
tages aren't everything.

Apart from the fact that we have a national press doggedly clinging to
the practice of reviewing in hard covers only :ad largely ignoring new
paperback titles, I have to admit that there's en attraction in a hard-
back book that I can't easily define. Paperbacks are cheap and their
sales are huge - tens of thousands as opposed to just thousands of their
more expensive counterparts - but they're also disposable. The life of
a book is tied to the length of its print run; end the run and the book
becomes a piece of ephemera, almost magazine-like, and this simply 1sen't
how I beljeve a book should be.

Obviously some kind of accommodation needs to be reached, and there's a
suggestion that publishing practices have been moving towards this with
joint offers on new works. This involves the two publishing companies
getting together and sgreeing terms between themselves, splitting the
costs of typesetting, production and publicity; none of the complications
of this need affect the author as it's theoretically a single contractual
package. It has many of the advantages of a direct paperback sale with
few of the sacrifices involved in dealing direct with a 'hardbacker’,

You get the sales zip of & mass-market house allied with the experience
and concern for quality of a long-established publishing company.
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That's the theory. What can actuslly happen is the kind of stunt that
was pulled on me.

My first novel was put on the market by my agent mt the end of 1979, and
responses started to come in early in 1980. There were five strong
expressions of interest; maybe there was something in the water at the
time. Whatever the reason, it was a gratifying start for an unknown,

The best-loocking deal in the end was a joint offer in which a paperback
house bought book rights (media and overseas rights excluded) and then
reassigned hardback rights to their partners in the deal. The cantract
wag sped through and the cheque arrived within a few weeks.

I had two meetings with editors from both houses in which the three of
us discussed minor changes and final polishing. In the meantime we got
a US hardback sale, the American publisher's gamble being sweetened by
the prospect of being able to participate in the production savinge (and
probably also by how good things were looking over here).

The first plece of bad news related to scheduling. The hardback would
have to be late '81 or even early '82, but it was to be the lead fiction
title in its season... a petback and a big bonus, all in one package.
Another meeting in the hardback editor's office at which I was reassured
of the company's commitment to the project; we even started to discuse
my next.

By July of 1981 I was thinking that it was about time 1 should be seeing
proofs, so I asked. [ got a very embarrassed phonecall from my paperback
editor. There had been high-level editorial changes at the hardbackers',
and one of the new people had been looking at my manuscript and was now
demanding new rewrites. These involved the elimination of the subplot -
about 25% of the book - and the rewriting of a major character so that
his erratic behaviour could then account for the inconsistencies of plot-
ting that would result from the first change.

In short, it would become another book - downmarket, less complex, and
less credible, although it would algo become a more easily categorisable
genre thriller. At the proposed new length of around 70,000 words and
with its revised contents, it would become a perfect candidate for the
general fiction shelves in the country's libraries.

It wasn't the book that I'd wanted to write, and they weren't the changes
that 1 was prepared to make.

And suddenly there was no deal.

The technical breach of faith was with the paperback houge rather than
with me - they still had to cough up the hardback publisher's proportion
of the advance according to the contract - but that didn't make me feel
any better. Two vears had been wasted as the book sat around, and a
two-year old manuscript being offered around for the second time carries
with it a taint which can be fatal ip an industry where hype can make
mediocre books into megasellers and faint-heartedness can cripple even
the best. Not that I'm claiming the latter category for my own work, but
both my paperback editor and my agent backed me 100% in my refusal to
make changes that I considered to be inapproprismte and unnecessary. The
hardback editor resigned and moved to another company shortly after, for
what 1've been told were related reasons.

Now my American publishers are digging in their heels and refusing to
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proceed until they get some assurances from this end. A tight and well-
planned career launch is turning into s shambles, and any comeback that
1 could devise would, at this stage, do more damage to me than to the
people who 1 feel deserve it most. Not only did I lose my British hard-
back sale, but they screwed my perfectly good chances of getting sny
hardback sale.

This first ineide view of a publishing company's business attitude and
regard for ethics has been an eye-opener for me. We're not talking about
some dodgy operation run fram a couple of rooas over s greengrocers', but
a long-established and very highly regarded firm whose fiction list com-
prises a major part of its output. I don't claim that my case is typical,
but the fact that it can happen and that not even a word of explanastion
or regret should be felt to be necessary makes it a worrisome sample on
the pathology of the patient.

Those same business attitudes might have to bear far more responsibility
for the declining state of hardback fiction than publishers and propri-
etors would admit. If my information on costings la true (and I'd be
interested to know if any Focus reader can supply details to support or
contradict it), then the hard-cover houses ought to be hammering the
paperback people at their own game. Aeg it 18 they're weeding diveraity
out of their lists in order to favour 'safe, known-quantity middle-of-the-
road performers, showing an embarrassing ignorance of modern promotional
techniques (etill thinking that 'launch parties’ and the near-invisible
ade in upmarket newspapers are all that's needed) and boosting their
prices to levels which simply sren't compatible with the reality of the
product.

Perhaps the best thing will be to let the industry get on with it. At
least that would clear the way for somebody to come along and rediscover
the hardback novel and make it work.

IL may have been possible for some of you to detect the merest trace of
bitterness in all of this. Well, I werned you that the piece would be
bissed. The difficulty is that there's no real way of venting the frus-
tration that such a situation can cause - taking one's case to the
Writers' Guild or making it public could bring short-term redress but
long-term disaster. An sven worse outcome would be that, still unknown,
I could drown in the waves that I made without materially affecting the
situation at all. It's for this reason that neither of the companies

is named here, and it's why the name at the top of this article is not
my own - the point of the piece is to warn others, not to give me a means
of revenge. If you get a joint offer for some of your work, iosist on
the extra remssurance of two contracts instead of one; othervise you may
find the situation being exploited by the less obviously-committed party
regarding the agreement 26 a means of keeping the property on ice without
any real sense of responsibility, meanwhile watching to see how the
market is moving.

I1f there's revenge to be had, 1t'1]l be some time in the future on one of
those rare occasions when I'm allowed to set foot on British soil without
Jeopardising my tax-exile status. Michael Parkinson or Melvyn Bragg will
agk me about the early daya, &nd it']1 all come out before the watching
millions. Heads will roll and bodies will be flung from windowe in ¥C1
as the recriminations get under way; foliage will be stripped from the
trees by the searing wave of shame.

I'm already rehearsing what I'm going to say.......

1 suspect I've got plenty of time yet to get it right.
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IN BRIEF

AN
INVETERATE
ITCH

R.Nicholson-
Morton

As a freelance spare-tims writer.
1 have heen a cammercial fallurs,
having spent more time and monsy
on writing than I've earned in
paymenta. Looking back on the
stories I've sold, T still don‘t
shudder: surprisingly, tha atyle,
plots and characters are not ex-
ecrablse. I continue to respond
with reservation towarrds some
unpublished plecas - only thelr
nlots have potential, and that's
why I kaep them! The puhlished
stories were not, and did nat
pratend to be, literary achiasv-
ementa. I was apinning a yarn,
preferably with a twist ending
that did not appear contrived.

But as far as I was concerned,
short storiea lackad something.
Thareafter I expended time writing
novels [(five unpublished to date))
these bonks and other non-writing
distractions changad me and my
approach to writing. Now I loak
back with surprise: perhaps ‘mat-
urity' {s like this]l I may still
creats bizarre conditions and
action sequences, but at present
I am more concerned than aver
before with the charactera' reapan-
sas: not merely the phyaical
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reactions and thair ultimate
effect on the characters’ attitudes.

but detailing how the gradua}
psychological changes occur.
That’'s an aim I am far from
achieving) 1t 1s humbling ta read
Ooris Leasing's first novel - she
did 1t soc welll

T st11] bellave that writing
for the market is a good beginning
for & writer: maks your analysis
of the market deep anough and - 1f
the atory is good - you will
succaed. Baliavable interplay c¥
character, humour, telling similsma
{which I often lack]. atmosphera.
apt description, all have their
place, but story remains the main
ingredient. The anding need not
be happy ar even conclusive, but
1t muat be satiafying. right for
the tala. Writing for a market
ia a worthwhile experiance; it
tightens writing style, the work
1s honed (nat butchered) to the
word-count requirement. This {a
useful for beginners, for most
thinga are far too wordy; thera

ara sharter and hetter ways to

say thinga, to describe events.
Variety in sentence length should
not be diacarded, of couraa, for
there are few thinga as had as a
pile af paragraphs containing
clippsd sentences: taut it may be,
but it's strained and soon becomes
irksoma.

Unfortunataely, there comes a
time when the desire to write for
anaself and not the market aover-
rides the ather less literary
conaidsrations, auch as selling
materiall The apare-time scribe
has an advantege here. not risking
his mortgege at al, there are not
many brave souls like Rob Holdstock
who risk all and succesd. Now, I
fear I am approaching that staga.
becausa, having tailored my style
to requirements, it adapts unwill-



ingly to the different needs of
more introspective fiction. My
last affort is 70,000 words long
and has a fast pace, and 13 packed
with incident to the ultimste
detriment of character. This is
not unususl for SF, but 1t is far
from satisfying. The main cherac-
ters have reader-sympathy, but
barely. Towards the end of the
book I reslised how much I was
being torn in two. I was striving
to maintain the momentum of a
fast-paced adventure, only hinting
at the social and moral impli-
cations along the way, yet the
incidents and the types of charac-
ter that I had created wers

crying out for a deepsr tr

+ +

for oneself. And, if the blend
of story, one's style and the
state of one's craft are combined
with luck, the the work will,
regardless of profit motive, be
accepted by a publisher who caresa.
For me, the attempt may fail, and
I may have to be content with a
compromise marriage between ma-
and-market. but I will have
tried...

Perhaps my belated realisation
will be selutory. Writing for the
market is useful experience, but
don’t be controlled by it; write
for yourself as well to maintain
balance.

than the word limit would allow.

I had become hidebound by word-
count. Having studied the market,
I was convinced that (fantasy and
Heinlein apart) the market prefers
a certain length of MS. So I had
kept too tight & rein on the story.
As I had fought shy of giving way
to the sttraction of the greater
potential lying there, I left the
whols undeveloped: many important
sequences could be atretched (not
padded) to improve the work. I
still fesl that the story 1s all
right, but in parts it is sadly
lacking in depth. It brought

a rejection alip from Faber and
Faber, a publisher in whom I have
graat faith. for they have pub-
lishad many good first SF novels.
T have discountaed trying to seli
the MS elsewhere because T am no
longer happy with it. Now, I
either commit surgery on the MS
and rescue some portions for
improvemant and short story
treatment, or rewrite ths whole,
only with more emphasis on the
neglected aspects.

No time spent writing is wasted,
but often 1t could have been
better spent. Writing for a
market 1s a way to ensure you get
printed, and you do lsarn your
craft in the process; but you
must be circumspect, aware of the
strictures this can impose. I
have come to the conclusion that
the novel, whatever the content,
mist be a part of me. This is
not commercial, but {s fulfilling

I'M NOT A
NUMBER -
I'M A
FREELANCE
ARTIST!

Jim Barker

Rs probably everybody knows by
now, I recently gave up a full-
time Job to seek fame and fortune
as a freelance artist. This was,
I suppose, one of the toughest
decisions 1’11 ever make, but in
many ways 1t was also one of the
easlaest...

T used to be a general and
advertising artist with my local
newspaper, The Falkirk Herald.

1'd been employed by them for B}
years and was rasponsible primarily
for preparing artwork for local
advertisers, but [ was also called
upen to prepara column headings,
mapa, article illustrations and
promotional material. Since we



didn't have one, and I was supposed
to be Creative, I also found
myaself being a capywriter as wall.
I suppose 1t was a good all-round
training, but after 8} years of
deciphering spidery writing an
brown paper bags in order to turn
it into a decent advert, or pro-
viding Instant artwork from the
briefeat of deseriptionsa, 1t got
to the point whare T could do tha
Job in my sleep. And freguaently
did. By last February I was
heartily sick of 1t.

Actually, I was sick of it wall
before then. Tha Herald has this
funny attitude towards artists.
They‘re an unnacessary luxury.
Anything an artist can do can
Just as easaily be done by adver-
tising reps and the case room.
Never mind that in most cases
where the reps and case room took
ovar the results were so awful
that customars demanded refunds
and revenus was last. Than, and
only then, would they coma to the
art dept for a salvage job. It
really mada you feel appreciated.
1t all came to a head with my
'Glasa Hand' incident back in
1979, when I was ao pissed aff
with the management's attitude
that T was all for chucking up
the jab and heading South.
However, the respanse to my stuff
at that time was lukewarm and I
backed daown and went back ta
menial saervitude. I was biding
my time...

Just after I'd atarted working
for tha Herald. I diacovered
Fandom and soon started a sscond-
ary occupation of cartuoning for
fanzinas. I enjoy daing cartoons.
Aftar a dreary day of advaertising.
i1t was good to be able to cut
ioose on the typs of material I
really wanted to do. The responsa
to my fannish cartoons encouraged
me to try submitting material
profeasionally. At first I had
very little succees, though I did
begin to make ane or two useful
cantacta.

That all changed at the beginning
of 1961. Through a friend, 1
heard that the News of the World
were looking for new strip carteoon
1deas and so I contacted them,
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which led to me doing the MacHinary
atrips as samples. You might

hava seen them 1n Vectar. That

was because they wara turned down
“with great regret” by Notw. Ah
well...But later that year, I
entared a piece in the Cartooniats
Club annual competition, in the
'Best Unpuhlished Cartoon Strip*
category.

I won.
WONI !0

I had to go to a presentation
at the Cafe Royal in Landon and
shaka handa with the Lord Mayar
of Londan and make a tongua-tied
apeech in front of a room-full of
the country's top cartooniata.
Neodleas to say I also made quite
a few contacts, which resultad in
ma wangling a visit to IPC pub-
lications, where I showed them
my portfalio which I - ahem -
just happened to have brought
down with ma. The respornsa to my
atuff was more encouraging this
time and I cama away with =soma
work. And then aome more. And
than soms more...

So earlier this year, I'm
aitting there, nat tono happy 1in
my -Job and with a fledgling free-
lance careaer. All i1t needed was
a push...

Tha push came 1n ths form aof a
£1.75 millian debt which the firm
publishing the Harald awed to
the bank. We'd heard rumours
that the firm, which owns printing
plants and abaut twenty local
newspapera throughout Scotland,
was in difficulties, but this was
Crunch Time. To save the firm
there had to be 53 redundancies
throughout Scotland. One of these
was to ba an artist.

Actually, I was quite safa. 1I'd
pecame senior artist and it was
my asaistant who was for the chop,
on a laat {n first out basis.
Naturally, we and our union fought
ta kesp his job. But the manage-
mant wers adamant. One artist was
going. End of stary.

I want hame that night and did
a lot of hard thinking. If my
assistant left, I'd be taking a
step backwards. I'd be daing
the work of two men. I'd prob-
ably never get the chance to take

T WON. I DAMN WELL




up the oppartunitles for cartoon-
ing I'd been developing and 1'd
be doing tha same old job for the
aame old management. The naxt
morning I went in and asked to
take a voluntary redundancy.

The deciaion was made easisr by
the faollowing facta: firatly, I'd
apent tha last B} yeara developing
a relationaship with many local
traders through thaeir adverts and
falt that I should be ablae to rely
on saveral of them for works ssc-
ondly, in tha Falkirk area there
ia very 1ittle competition ih tha
way of othar commarcial artists;
finally, I had several contacts
in the natianal publishing scena.

I reckanad 1 should he okay 1f
T could gat a mixtura of lacal
advertising and commercial work
and national work. And I hed a
falr bit in redundancy cash to
tide me over until things started
to pick up. Happily, thy parants
agreed, as did virtually everybady
alse I tald of the situation. A
fow wara a bit doubtful hut nobudy
said T was mad.

Anyway, as of today - two montha
aftar lasving the Herald - I'm
picking up various commercial joba
around the area. Thanks to a week
traipsing round the puhlishars
aftar Channalcon, 1've mold Mac-
Hinery to IPC, only he's now
cailed BLEEP! and 18 appearing 1in
a new kids' comic called WOW!

I've landed a atrip in a women's
monthly called HERS and Chria
Evans and I have a revamped
varsion af Elmar ¥. Hack in the
hands of the cartoon editar af
the Oaily Express. And I've got
several other thinga an the ga
which look promising. It's
abviously a bit early yet ta say
whether or not I'm going to
aucceed. I'm very awara that
sverything could come to nothing
but for the moment, things are
looking hopsful. 1In the meantime.
if you know of anybady wha's
looking for a cartoonist...
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WHO NEEDS
WRITING
ORGAN-
ISATIONS?

Dorothy
Dayvies

Wgll, the anawer to my title 1s -
I da. for ana:

My first connection with a
writing organisation came whan T
subacribad to Freelance Writing.
This is a guarterly magazine
containing some market information,
and short 'how to' items, which
I found useful. Then I subscribed
to the companion publication,
Cantributora’ Bulletin, a monthly
information guidae. ‘Each 1ssua
contains 6070 markets, along with
compatition news, editorial changes,
changes of address and obituaries.

I need thase, as I'm naot a aingle-
track writer. You'll find me
featursd in lettar pages in all
manner of magazinea, from garden-
ing to checkout, and writing any-
thing that comses to mind, articles
an human relationships, aspects of
my raligious faith, how to writa
this type of story/articla or that,
and my satirical and acience fiction
atories. Whan I ait down at my dask,
I naver really know what I'1l
produce by the and of my writing
timal

Through a amall ad in Freslance
Writing I learned of tha existence
of Success. Thia organisation alao
publishes a quarterly magazine,
much like Frealance Writing. It
alao has regular compatitiona for
stories and poetry. The main benefit
af membership. though, ia the frea
antry to tha follos, of which thara




are many. I hava joined the SF,
article and short story folios,
and have benefited from mambarship
treamandously. Thore 15 a strict
time 1limit on retention of any of
the folios, so you are bound to a
dagree of disciplina. You should
have somathing ready for the follo
when 1t comes, and not hang on to
it and write sempthing in haste.
The criticisms are fair and honest,
and 1 find that by letting a manu-
script go for two months, and
having 1t come back with six or
eight different comments on it. I
can look at it entirely differently,
and often revise it with good
effect. There is alsa the happy
task af corrasponding with all
those people through the follo,
something an addicted letter
writer 1iks me revels inl

I must also mention Orbiter. hut
briefly in passing, as my aasocl-
ation with it up to now has not
been a happy onel The first time
tha folio went round, it took a
year: this tima it got lost. and
whe also lost a member along the
way. I'm now organiser for the
folio, and wa'll see what happens.
But there will be plenty of you
out there reading this (I hopel
who are contented with thelir
Orbiter folio. It i3 a gnnd way of
getting your wark lonked at help-
fully, which 1s the whole point of
daing 1t.

There 19 one other organisation
I have brushed with, Writers' Ring.
1 filled in the applicatinn form,
indicating that T wanted their
marketing service. wrote a cheque
and pasted it to them. Thay returned
my chequa with a note saying they
did nnt feel they could offer ma
an adeqguate servica. With absolutely
no evidence whatscaver, I'm bound
to say I feel thay didn’t think
thay'd make money out of ma, by
saying ‘this needs altering. could
our criticism servica be of use’
etc. If anyone has any good reports
to make on Writers® Ring, let ma
know.

So, writing organisations, who
nenrds them? T gat a Int cut nf my
membership of the two organisatiaons,
but then I put a lot in. By Joining
three folins I've widened my circle
of correspondents: by having two
magazines to write far, I've got A
lot of my thoughts down on paper
and into print (ane paid for. ane
frer). What you gert out of any
nrganisation is about equal, in my
opinion. ta what yau put in.
{Freelance Writing/Contributors
Bulletin can he obtained from
Freelanca Press, 5-9 Bexley Snuare,
Salford, Manrhester. Send sae for
detalls. Success is run by Mrs
Kata Oran, at 17 Andrews Crascent,
Petarborough. Sae ta her fnr details.

§. F. BOOK

£2.40 (85).

BARGAINS

“"Memory of Tomorrow”
a tale of time and romance

Marc Fingal's “E.N.R.”
(The Sea-Bottle Story)
M.o T: £1-60 (83.00).
Both pnst paid.
J. S. Cairne, 15 Brinkburn St.,
Sunderland SR4 TRG, England.
Or pay at your Poat Office.
Giro 60-461-1005.
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27



FICTION

THE ADMINISTRATION AND
MYAN LIN

HILARY ROBINSON

SIX SCREENS SHOWED tha frozen white surface of Set unrolling a thnusand
matres below, but Fien Var watched them through unfocused eyes. What
ahe saw was the body of the survey team's geo-physiciat frozen to death
in a cravassa ten metrea balow the surface. The crew had stood silent
in a small, miserabls circla while First Officer Kalar Re went through
the prescribad resuscitation techniques, but they had all known 1t was
usalesas. Myan Lin waa dead. The ailver thaermal suit had been pilarced
hy daggera of ice. Fien Var spogke the Farewsll to the Oead over tha
corpse and supervised the placing of the hody in a sealed pod. Then
tha crew completed their misaion of mapping the surface of Set. Captain
and First Officer together composed tha report which was relayed to
Aldur. Thaey knew thers would be an aengquiry tha instant they landed.

Fien Ver eat stiffly in full dreas uniform, the hard collar cutting
into har Jaw, forcing har to hold her hsad unnaturally high. Kolar
Ra, msimilarly drassed, sat on her lsft. Threa officars of the Admin-
tatration faced them escroas a table tha colour of coal. If Fien Var
falt any emotlon - apprehenston, grief - it was nat apparant. Her
pale face was completely still. She waited for the Administrator to
hegin.

The report that she and Xolar Re had sent was read aloud and she was
asked if sha had anything to add. She said she had not. Kolar Re was
also askaed and gave the same anewar.

*Was Myan Lin a competent officer?

‘He was.' Fien Var said.

'was ha aware of the dangers of resasarch on an iceworld?'

'0f course.’

‘Who aurvayed the area prior to Myan Lin's descent into the crevassa?'

'I did,' Fien Var replied carefully. It was difficult not to
sound defiant - or defanaive.

'‘Did you consider tha arsa safe for explaration on foot? In partic-
ular, did you have any doubts about the wisdom of allowing a crew mamber
inta a crevasas?’

‘Myan Lin considered it safe and he was the expart.’

‘The decteiaon was not taken by you, ths Survey Leadar?

'Yes, in cansultation with the geo-physicist.’

'Ware proper safety procedures observed at all times?’

'Yea. Myan Lin wore ong af the new thermal suits, which provad
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completely useless against iceahards. On top of it hs wore a safaty
harness and was in conatant verbal comnunication with the ship. Finally,
the ahipboard winch waa manually supervised and a 1ifeline was used.’

'So you are totally convincad that all safety measures that could
have baan taken, were taken.'

'Yaa. The accident happened without warning. ©None of the safety
precautiona made any differaenca.’

'Pleasa describe axactly tha moment when you realised something
had gona wrong.'

'l waa an the flight dack, speaking ta Myan Lin. He had diacov-
ared & darker layer ten metres down. He had just said, “Thase striations
appear to be a fine dust.” I said, "Ars yau going ta take cora samples?®
While I was spoaking thers was a sharp snapping sound and Myan Lin
acreamed. I called him...but - ' Sha shook her head. Thera was silence
for several saconds. Fisn Var said eoftly. ‘Do you wish me to daacribe
the reacus attempt?'

'We have your report.' The Administrator indicated the papsrs an
the bleck desk. ‘'Let ma say at thia point that we find no fault with
your emergency procedures. Whan you brought Myan Lin up, you are quite
sure ha was dead?'

A shadow croased Fien Var's face and was instantly gona. 'He was
dead.’

'Nevarthelessa you attempted resuacitation?’

'We did.'

'Who did?*

‘I did,* said Xolar Ra.

‘Yau are fully gualified in tha latest techniqueat'

'Yaa air.'

The Administratar turnad back to Fien Var. ‘Why did the icesharda
fall?'

'l don't know,' she said evenly.

'You ara an experiencad Survey Leader. Why do you not know?'

'Set 1a in tha initial stages of exploration and may wall have
activities of which we knaw nothing as yat. We have nevar hefors had
suita that were supposed ta ba capable of providing protection at such
low tempaeratures.’
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That is the sacand time you have mada deliberata and uncomplimentary
referenca to the suits, 1 take it you are not happy with them?*

'tlappy!’ Fien Var looked away. 'Myan Lin wauld not have died 1f
ha'd had a prapsr suit.’

'But surely no suit would have withatood the iceshards? I quote
fram your report...' He searchad through the pages in front of him.
‘Yes. hera 1t is. You say. "Iceshards averhanging the cravasse varied
from a few centimetres to several metrea in length. They hung down like
teeth. Myan Lin's thermal sult was found to be punctured in aeven placas.
In three places the ice was embadded 1in the flesh. Myan Lin would have
died from hypothermia the instant his suit waa piercad.” This isg ati11l
your opinian?*

‘It 1s.'

"You feel the sult should have been ahle to withstand iceshards soms
of which were sevaral metrea in langth?'

‘Of coursa I do! The auit was not properly daecigned. It was
designed for preservation of heat with maximum mobility. I% was just
not strong enaugh.’

‘Then yau hold the suit designars culpablei’

'They did what they were told,’ Fian Var muttered.

*1 beg your pardon, Captain?’

"They wers asked to praduce a cheap, lightwaight thermal auit.
They did exactly as they were asked.’

‘Then you da not hold tham respansible?’

‘No.'

'Then what was?’

*The Administration,® Fien Var said fiarcaly.

'Have a cars, Captain,' the Administrator said warningly. Aren't
you being wise after the svent? Hindaight ia a wanderful thing. Why
did you accept unsatisfactary equipment?’

Fien Var looked the Administrator straight in tha eye. 'I waa
given na choice.’

‘Da nat glare at me, Captain. If you havae something to say. say
it.*

'Somewhere 1in your files you have a memo from me, indicating that
the suits did not meet the specifications I gava. I grant you I had
no idea about iceshards puncturing themi I was concerned about them
getting anagged on equipment and ripping. Your reply. to the best of
my racall, was that within the prasant financial situation the suits
wara the best we could hope for and with propar safety meaaures thera
was no reason to expact problems with them. '

The Administrator turned to the officer an hia left, who shruggad
glightly. He turned back to Fian Var, no indication on his face as to
whether he accepted her statement nr not. ‘'Even 1f. as yau say, vou
took all reasonahle precautions, a trageay still occurrea. we must
astablish beyond all reasonable doubt that it was an accident.®

*It was an accidentl’

‘Accidaents,' persisted the Administrator, ‘do not just happen.
They are caused. What caused this ona?'

‘Set.'

‘Explain.’

'We have never surveyed Set an foot befare. The ar+ was stahle,
seismic readings showed nothing. But 1t was indescribab. 1d. Me had

to spray the ship’s landing gear continually ta stop her freszing onto
the surfaca. Even in our suits we couldn't stay out in the open more
than fifteen minutes at a time. Everything became brittle. It ia
posaible that the iceshards were so brittle that the vibrations caused
by Myan Lin just being thare made them snap aff. And they fell on him.®
She glanced down. 'There was no warning and nothing that wa could have
done to prevent it.’
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'Except not go down there 1n the first place.’

'0f courss. We could have avoided doing our job praperly.’

'That isn‘t exactly my interpretation of what I said,' the
Administrator remarked drily. He turned to nia two colleagues who
nodded alightly in responas to his unasked question. He looked at Fien
Var. Ine Administration will consider your aceount of svents. You
will hear aur conclusions by this evaning.’

Kolar Re opened the doar tc his apartment without rising from
hia seat but whan he saw Filen Var he got up to meet her. Shae had a
sheaf of pepers in her hand.

‘'Good news?'

Fien Var smiled. ‘The repart commends Myan Lin's valour in a
hostile and alien environment ano awards him a courage star.' She
paused for sffect. 'It also says full compensation for the death of
a crewman on duty will ba paid.’

'Good, ' ‘Kolar Re said. ‘'Make yoursalf at home.*

Fien Var looked arpund the flat, utilitarian and bright, and sat
an a hard, whita chair, laying ths report on the circular tabls. ‘I
was very afraid during the interview that the miserly bastards wers
going to try to wriggle out of paylng the compensation,' she said.

'They obviously accapted in the end that it wasn't his fault,'
Kolar Ra said, aitting by har and laoking through the papers.

'Yes.'

He glanced at her. 'You still think he caused it.°

'The araa was stahls. I°'m sure of that. It had to be those
selsmic bolta he was planting.'

'That bit sbout the 1iceshards being brittle sounded reasonable
to me.’

Fian Var shook her head. 'I don't think so.’

‘But Myan Lin wea an experisnced seismologist. How could he have
l1et the bolta go off prematurely? Do you think tha extrems cold made
them unatahle? Or did he do something stupid?*

*Who knows? I warned him about those primitive explosive devices
marae than once. I 8hould have forbidden him to use them but he was
such a capabls man. Was. Perhapa we should be grateful he took no
ons slse with him.’

Kolar Re looked at her with narrowed eyes. ‘I thought you liked
him.'

'Of course I 1tked himl But ha could be moody at times. Well,
it dosan't matter what caused 1t. If the Administration had provided
us with suits to tha specifications I asked for, Myan Lin's miatake
would not have eost him his 1ife. Hut thay wouldn’t pay for the beat
quallty, degmn them.*

'You really hate the Administration, don't yout’

Fipn Var smiled humourlesasly.

Her eyas arae cold, Kolar Re thought, like the ice. Hes wished she
would let go. He knew ahe was shaken by Myan Lin's death but she
wouldn't admit it. 'The bolts are on the ship's inventory,' ha said
suddenly.

‘No. They weren't ordered through official channels since they're
considared ohsolate:. Myan Lin had his own sources.’'

'What about the case they cama in?°®

‘It's spinning in apace somewhere between Set and here. 1 shoved
it out of the airlock on the way homa.'

'Kolar Re nodded ta himseif. She seemed to have coverad sverything.
He turnad the top page of the report. 'I see tha presentation
of the decaratien will be after the cerermony. Noon tomorrow.

‘Yes. Tell the others, would you?'

‘They don't know what we suspect?’

'0f course not.’
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Myan Lin was buried witk full service nonours followlng a florid speach
by tha Administrator extolling his virtues. The padded box containing
the ailver star was presanted to Theba Lin who broka down and sobbad.
Flen Var put haer arm around her hut Myan Lin's mate pushed her away
roughly.

"You lat him die!® she screamad. 'l hate youl' and she hurlaed the
box at Fien Var. It hit her just bslow the left eya. The colour drained
from har face but ghe stood her ground. Kolar Re came forward as if
to spaak.

'It doesn't matter,' Fien Var said tersoly.

Relatives led Theba Lin away and the gathering broks up. Slowly
Fien Var bent and picked up the box and opened it. The courage star
glittered against the black velvat. She stood looking at it.

The Administrator came over and touched her on the arm. 'Shall 1
take that? I'll have it returnad to hor.’ Fien Var closed tha box and
handed it ta him.

'A difflcult scene, faptain,’ he conitnued. 'You handled it well.
Myan Lin's mate was overwrought. Being a famale yourself I'm sure you
understand.®

Fien Var lookad at him coldly. ‘'Administrator.' She acknowledged
his presence. That was all. ‘Excusa ma.°

Sha alammad open the sliding door. overriding its gentle motton.
and strode into her own flat. 'Tha chauvinistic, patronising worm!'
sha anarled.

‘I assume you are speaking of the Administratcr:' Kolar Re
enqiired mildly, following In her wake. He brushed aside the feathery
toueh of a hanging rern.

'Oon't even mention that rat in my housel® Sha sat down on the
brown ssttes. curled her feet up’ under her, interlacked her fingers in
her lap and closed her eyes. Kolar Re had seen her go through a
ralaxation programme before and went straight to the kitchen where he
brewed some tea. Whem he came back ahe waa ralm, still sitting rross-
legged but watching a recurding of the reremony which a local channel
had carried. He stood in the doorway, a glass beaker in each hand.

She seemed to bs watching the same plece over and over again. A remats
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control lay on the settese baside her. As 1t ceme to Theba Lin’s
outburst, clearly seen, she raised the volume a little.

‘You let him disl’

‘Captain - ' Kolar Re began in protest. He came forward and held
out a beaker.

'Listen to her,' Fien Var intsrrupted. She ran the video back.

‘You let him diel’

*You let him die,' Fien Var repeated.

*what?"

'Listen! She says "You lst him die". Not "You let him die® or
even "You let him die". "You let him die.”* -

Koler Re looked mystifiefj_.—‘l don’t see what difference it makes.
1t’s still not true.'

'No.' She switched off and took the tea.

'Don*t take 1t to heart,' he advised.

Flen Var held the glass in her hands sbsorbing the heat. She
looked thoughtful. Kolar Re recognised the signs.

'What'a on your mind?’

‘I might go and ses her,' Fien Var said slowly.

'Are you serious?’

‘Why not? Maybe I can help her.'

"Would you like me to go with you?'

'No.* She glancad up. 'Thanka. I hate emotional scenes but
think I should do this alons.’

'Give it a day or two.' he suggested.

‘1 was thinking of next week.'

Kolar Re nodded.

H

Theba Lin 8lid back the door, saw Fien Var standing there and
tried to close it again. Filen Var put her boot agsinst it.

‘I want to talk to you, Thabs Lin.’

‘You don't give me ordsrs,’ Theba Lin snapped.

'Please.’

Thabs Lin stopped pushing the door. Her face was yellow and
tired, but there was anger too. ‘What do you want, Fien Var, survey
Leader?*

'l want to talk to you.'

‘About him? No.’ She shook her head vehemently.

'Pleasa,' Flen Var said again.

'I suppose if 1 don't let you in you'll kick the door down?®

‘Theba Lin - *

'Come in then.' She turned and welked away, leaving Fien Var to
slide opan the door and follow.

Theba Lin perched on the edge of a chair. tense and wary, and
indicated a seat on the other side of the immaculately furnished room.
'I sese you put on your best uniform to visit me,' she said in an odd,
high-pitched voice. 'One of the boys, aren’'t you, in your trousers and
black boots? I suppose you do 1t for safety, play down your femininity
I mean. Do you abandon the sexless pose when you're well away from
Aldur?’

Fien Var frowned. 'What ars you suggesting?’

"A nice set-up, one woman and four men alone in spece for months
at a time.'

‘Two women and three men,® Flen Var saild absently. ‘Are you
accusing me of something?*

'Oh, innocent, innocentl I know what you get up tol’ Theba Lin's
vaice verged on hysteria. 'l know you and Myan Lin wers - ' she stopped
with the word half-formed on her 1ips. There was a terrible silence.

'Were what?' Fien Ver said icily.

Theba Lin refused to continue,
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‘How can you think such a thing?' Fien Var said unhappiiy. 'Myan
Lin would never - '

*Yau think you know him so well, dan‘t youl’

'I knew him well enaugh. 1 worked with him for twn years, and
naver ance, in all that time - *

‘Were you disappointed?*

‘Theba Linl What's going an in your head? Myan Lin was part of my
crew. That's all. That's all. He was a colleague and a friend. What
makas you think there was more to 1t?'

'I know there was!' She jumpad up. ‘You took him from ma and you
let him diel' Sha strode up and down the thick carpet, erying. Fian Var
watchad her, shocked, searching for anything in tha past that might have
provided the basis for suspicion. She could think aof nothing. She said
guietly, ‘Myan Lin was ten ysars my senior. I give you my word thare
was nothing between us. Ever.'

'T'd expect you to say that,' Theba Lin sniffed.

'What do yau mean, 1 lat him dis?’

‘It's your fault he's dead. Why didn't you ase?’

‘Sam what?'

Thaba Lin stopped pacing. 'The way he was going.'

'What way was he going?’

‘Peculiar| He'd sit staring at tha wall for hours on endl I'd talk
to him and ha wouldn‘t hear ma. I'd get mad at him and shout at him and
ask him what he thought he was doing and he'd say, Looking at the atars.
It scared me. Mayba all space crew go like that in the end?*

'l hopse nat.'

Theba Lin resumad har pacing. "I can't understand why anyone
would want to hurtle through blackness in a metal box and at the and of
it risk injury and death.*

Can't you? Myan Lin loved his work. So da I.

'I was always at him to gat a senaible jJob so he could come homa
at night.'

A sensible job? He was the best geo-phyaicist in the servicel How
could you?

'He'd talk to himself sometimes end at other times he'd go for
daya without speaking. You can’t pretend you naver noticed that.'

Fien Var shook her head. 'He wasn't like that with us. Quiet,
certainly, moady on occasions, but nat - disturbed.'

‘He'd get depressed and talk abodt anding it all.’

'What?' Flen Var sald softly.

'0Oh yas. Mora than once. I knew something about him that you
dan't know, then? He often said that ha'd 1ike to die an one of the
expeditions and nat in his bed. With you, you see. not with me.’

‘Are you telling me you think ha deliberately...' she couldn't
finish it. 'Na, I don't bglieve that.'

'Don't you? Oon't you, Filen Var? Because it reflects on your
laadership? Maybe you're not the leader you think you are. Look good on
your record, wouldn’t i{t, ons of your praecious crew committing
sulcide? That worriad nim. Your career. He worried about you. Not about
what 1t would do ta mal Oh no. I'm only hia matal About what 1t might
do to you! Well, has 1t blighted your career, Filan Var, survey leader?
Has it?'

Fien Var turned physically from the onslaught. No no no...She saw
Myan Lin's body already stiffening less than a minute after he diad.
She heard him scream when ha resalised what was happening. Not the saound
of a man who wanted to dia. Terror. She saw the blood frozen aon tha
wounds. The piercing voice of Thaba Lin went aon and on.

‘What's tha mattsr, survey leader? You've gone very white. Nothing
to say? Not even a tear for poor Myan Lin?'

Not now. Not in front of you. You'd hardly understand. Sha forced
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harself to say calmly, 'I'm sure you must be mistaken.*

‘Sti111 think you know my mate better than I do,® Theba Lin
taunted. ‘Believe ma, he didn't mean ta come back.'

With all the determination she could muster, Fien Var got up,
giving the impression of baing cool and detached. 'If you spread that
atory around and the Administration gats to hear, they'll claim back
their miserable compensation and rharge you interast on it.'

Theba Lin lost her supercilicusness. 'But I need that moneyl 1 havae
young anes! They wouldn't...*

Fian Var smiled without warmth. 'They would.' She walked towards
the door. Theba Lin ran after har.

"You won't tell them?’

Fien Var stood with her hand an the panel as the door slid open.
'No, I won't tell them.’ She looked at the worried face, now puffy with
crying. Sha's only hitting oul at me becausa sha’s hurt and I'm an sasy
target. Why can't she sse how much I hurt toa? 'Farewell, Theba Lin. If
you need help, come to us. We are all Myan Lin‘s friends.’

‘Were.' Theba Lin said.

‘Are.'

Theba Lin watched har get into the aircar. Damn you, Fien Var. You
won't svan give me tha satisfaction of sseing you cry.

‘She what?' said Kolar Re. They ware alone on the ship’s flight dack.

‘You heard me.'

'You don't belleve har, do you?!'

Fien Var did not reply at onca.

‘You can't believe that Myan Lin would do a thing 1its that!' he
protasted.

'Why nat? Anyone can be pushed toa far. When I put that armourad
balt case out of the airlock, it was empty.’

'So?'

‘So Myan Lin took all six bolts down tha cravasse with him. What
would he do that far?’

'I don't know. What's your theory?®

'Suppase he intended to set off all six at once?*

'Well, tha crevasse would have collapaed an him.' Kolar Re szaid
slowly.

‘Exactly.’

'But - only ona -

She nodded. 'Yes. I think ona want aff prematurely befors ha had
the othars set and it mersly brought dawn the iceshards. He didn't
expact that. That's why ha acreamsd whan - it - ' she let it trail of¥f.
Kolar Re frowned.

'What did the bitch think?'

‘She thought that Myan Lin and I - wa - °*

'Oh. So that's tt. She decided to exprass her jealousy in sexual
terms. Don't let it bother you.'

'Jealousy? Why should she be jealaus of me?'

‘Look at yourself, Fien Var. survey leaderl Can’t you see anything
a planat-thound woman with responaibilities might bs jealous o’?' He
amiled, then gave a soft laugh. 'She doesn't knaw you very well ar sha'd
realise that 1f thare was anything developing between you and Myan Lin,
you'd ba tha first to gat him shipped off to another crewl She should
know the rules. No hanky panky on survey ships.'

Fien Var gava a chaking cry.

‘I'm sorry. Captain. I didn't mean to be facetious. Do you want ta
talk sbout 1t?* -

*Yes. I don't think I know how.'

'Just say what you fesl.’

Sha spoke in a low, tight voice. 'I feal angry. I keep sesing him
lying on the snow. I hear him scream. It tears ma apart to think ha
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might have done it deliberately.’' The tears came quite silently. Kolar
Re let her cry, more than relieved to see it. He waited for her to
stop.

'There's no proof he did it deliberately.'

*No.' She wipsd her face with her fingers. 'Make tea, Kolar,'

When he came back to the flight deck she was her usual self again.
He handed her a steaming glass of red liquid, a herb tea reputed to
steady the nerves. She smiled when she saw it.

'Very funny, Kolar Re.’

‘Can’t have you cracking up. Captain. If the administration ever
suspects a suicide, you're goilng to have some fight on your hands.®

She nodded.

'A toast?' suggested Kolar Re.

She raised her glass. 'Myan Lin.’

‘Myan Lin. And confusion to the administration.'

'I’11 drink to that.’

THE ART OF
COURSE WRITING

David Swinden

THE ABOVE TITLE was chosen for its catchingss rather than for its
descriptive accuracy. This article 1s not concerned with the art of
writing for correspondence schools. It 1s, rather, a comment on the
usefulness of those courses to the aspiring writer. I must state at
the outset that the following is s personal view, based on personal
experience. It 18 not intended to be a review of available coursas,
nor is it a definitive statement on correspondence sducation.

It seems to me that the essential questions ars these: What are the

drawbacks of correspondence education in general? Can correspondence
schools teach creative writing? Do they try to? Whatsver it 1s that

they are trying to do, how well do they do it?

In what now seems 1ike ths distant past I was employed by a wsll-known
correspondence college for a year. This college didn’t deal with
creative writing, but provided tuition for a great many professional
and GCE examinations. One of its biggesst selling points was its
eschewal of text books; it produced 1ts own course hooklets, the cost
of which to the student was included in the basic fee for the course.
This was where I came in; a good part of my job was to convert the
semi-literate manuscripts of those writing the booklets into something
resembling English. I was responsible for the verious accountancy
courses, about which I knew, and still know, absolutely nothing.

Now the essential, and obvious, problem with correspondence education
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is lack of genuine communication between teacher and taught, and in
this respect my college was no excaption. The tutore were part-timars,
working from home. All of the studenta' exercises and queries
travelled by post, via the editorial office. Thara was no face-to-face
cantact, no dialogua. Every studant, when signing up for & course, was
promised a psrsanal tutors and this statement does tend to suggest, to
tha unauspicious mind, some kind af peraonal relationship. Howaver,
this 18 an erroneaus assumption. Whereas every student had anly one
tutor, each tutar had a myriad of atudents. It is doubtful whether tha
tutors even recognised the scripts that came tumbling through their
letterboxes.

Problems of understanding were horribly magnified. What may have baan
an slementary conceptual srror on the part of the student could drag
on far manths, casting a shadow over tha rast of his efforts, whan a
short conversation, even aver the talephona, would have solved ths
problem,

Parhaps this 1s obvious, and perhaps I‘m labouring the point, but it's
important to realise that all correspondence schools muet have thase
limitations, whatever they're trying to teach.

And that brings us to the next impartant considaration; what was my
college attempting to do? What were its aims?

The ohvious answer 1s that it was trying to get peopla through exama;
and this 1s presumably the atrength of correspondence achools. Cartain
suhjects are generally taught in a corrupt and perverted fashion as a
direct result, I would suggest, of tha continuing evil of examinationsa.
Factual recall assumes a disproportionate emphasis, at tne expanse af a
real understanding of the nature of a subject (far example, scienca is
commonly regarded, wrongly in my view, aa a body of knowledge rather

than as a cultural, intellaectual procesa). This 13 why correspondence
cnurses thrive. They can thrust received truth into the heads of
people at a distance, thus enabling thess people tao pasa particular
exams - which 1s not tha same, of course, as teaching them the
aubject.

How successful they are at even doing this is open to queation. My
cnllege usad to send out 100 questionnaires, asking pecple haw they
managad in thelr exams. If they received ten replies, revealing nine
passes, they wauld claim a 90 per cent success rate - a practice
likaly to send shivers up the spine of any statistician.

So, glven the constraints under which they're operating, can caorres-
pondenca schools teach people to write? Before attempting to answar
this, we hava to deal, brisfly, with that hoary old question, can
creative writing bs taught?

Thare's a standard response ta this: 'You can't teach someane with no
talent, but you can bring out what's there.' In ather words, you dan't
teach paaple rules. You encourage them to make their own rules, let
them do what thay want to; your job 1s to halp them do it well. I have
no quarrel with this respansa, and if we accept it, serious difficulties
with corraspondence sducation become apparent. Tha body of 'facts' has
gone. The examination has gane. Yeb one seas adverts for varlous
Schaols of Writing sprinklad liberally throughout the press, so they
must, presumably, be doing something.

It sn happena that I have personal experience of one of these achools,
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this time from the point of view of a customer. T sent them a story
{which was drsadful); they wrote back with what seemed like intelligent
criticism, and indicated that it would he worth my while taking their
course, which was in short-story writing.

Each lesson consisted of a small booklet, in which the topic of the
lgsson was discussed and examples of this and that ware given, and an
exerciss or two. You can imagine the sort of thing: 'Write 500 words
using dialogue to introduce three characters, throwing in a bit of
conflict for good measurs.’ Well, not exactly, but almost. The lessons
wers Intended to become harder as the course progressed, and had
titles involving the words 'plot', ‘dialogue’ and 'characterisation’.
I fslt the first stirrings of suspicion. The nsat, analyticsl hreak-
down didn't seem to be compatible with the somewhat muddled act of
creation. Then comments such as 'I think you might bs going nver the
heads of your readers' crept into my tutor's pronouncements. The truth
dawned, although I had no good reason tn be surprised; I simply hadn't
thought things through before paying my money. My curiosity (and,
perhaps, laziness) had fogged my mind.

I was, of course, being taught rules. I was baing parsuaded to use
whatever talent I had to produce 'what the readers wanted'. I was
being told to write to s formula, as if writing was the same as an
arithmetical operation.

Obvious, really. Thesae people had found their 'facts'. They could
standardise their approach, thus saving time, ss they didn't have to
consider the work submitted in the context of the person producing it.
They'd even found an exam squivalent to put at the end of the courss -
they promised to refund your money if you didn't sell something to
somewhere as a result of their tultlon. This practice is not uncommon
among such establishments, and has always sesmed to me to be a rash
'indartaking. Perhaps the people running the courses have good contacts.

The point 1s not meraly that the course wasn't about creative writing;
it couldn't be about creative writing. Let's look at the problems more
clossly.

Correspondenca schools tend to give you a particular tutor, for
administrative reasons as much as for any others, so 1n effect you
have a one-to-one postal relationship with someons. If that person
happens to be out of sympathy with what you're trying to do, you're up
the creek without a paddle. And even if your tutor is on the same
wavelength, all you'll gat 1s criticism and advice, at rather large
expensae. They can't teach you to write, provide you with a key; thsy
can only teach you to hack, so that's what they do.

T suspect that many psople take these courses berause they want feed-
back. There are two points to make about this. Firstly, ss I just
mentioned, 1t's an expensive way to get it; and secondly, it probably
won't be the kind of feedback you want.

It doesn't seem very promising, does 1t? So far the argument has been
that correspondence education of any type is less than satisfactory;
that it can be made to work, after a fashion, for some subjects; that
creative writing is not one of these subjects; and that any corres-
pondence courss you undertake is not Iikely to be about creative
writing.

However, let's assume that you're determined to do a course. How well
do the schools accomplish their objectives, whatsver they may be? How
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competently do they-go about their business?

Ttis is where it becomes even more difficult to generalise, and it's a
good point at which to emphasisa yet again that this 1s a personal
view, fnrmed as a result of experience. I can only write of the two
organisations with which I've had contact, and whereas the abave
arguments concerning the possibilities of correspondence education
may have some valldity as applicable theory, guestions of competence
and conscientinusness are necessarily more specific. Nevertheless,
here, for what they're worth, are my experiences.

I've already mentioned the lackadaisical attitude of many of the
tutors involved with my former employers. The attitude of those who
ran the operation was not so much lackadaisical as unscrupulous.

They regarded the creation and revision of course booklets as a
production liner they made 1t impossible for the editorial staff to do
a satisfactory job, by refusing to alow them time to properly check
their work., They weren't at all interested in guality, only guantity.

The editorial office was under constant pressure to shove things

through (which was absurd, as there was a bottleneck in the

production line at & later stage). They did everything on tha chdap.

fFor example, artwork was not done by professionals - that would have
cost too much - but by relatives of the management hietrarchy (the
printing manager’'s nephew was one such, as I recall}. This wouldn’t

have mattered if the people concerned could actuslly draw. Unfortunetely,
they couldn’t.

In short, profit was the only significant motiva. Naturally, one could
say the aame sbout any capitalist organisation) but there are degrees
of greed.

It's slightly more difficult to criticise the writing course, as my
opinion of it 1s coloured by the fact that I didn’t want to learn
what the school was trying to teach me (it would have been mors of a
hindrance to creativity than a help). Congéquently, I can't remember
the compatence, only the idiccies. There were plenty of the lattsr.

The comments I received were badly typed and ungrammatical. They

seemed to have been produced as the tutor read the plece; there was no
reflection involved. This meant that I would be criticised for not
giving an item of information or a character's name when I had in fact
given it - the page after the tutor had typed his comment. Gccasionally,
I'd be criticised for doing things that I hadn't done. It was all very
vexing.

Perhaps the apothecsis of this curious approach was reached when I
presented my tutor with a story involving large, intelligent reptiles.
I was informed that many of my readars might find the idea of glant
reptiles rather repulsive, and would consequently be put off the
stary. I wrote back as politely as I could manage, pointing owt that
we were discussing a science fictlon stery, and that many weird and
wondrous creatures habitually etupted from thet genre, without any
apparent detrimental effect on sales or popularity. In his reply my
tutor informed ms that he hadn't realised my piece was SF. This 1s
particularly strange, as tha course had an SF supplement, which I had
been intending to take. My tutor was responsible for the SF supplement.

Now it may be that I had a particularly incompstent tutor. Perhaps he
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was a.drunk. Parhaps most tutors are rasponaible, intelligent peaple.
and soma of tha advice thay give may be useful - but only far formula

writing. You can forget the literatura.

By now, you may be getting tha impression that the establishments I've
baen describing are maverick outfits, end that rmapectable organisations
would have to be bettar. Thia is nat the case - both of my examples

are highly respectabls. Like mast correspondence schoals that ona sees
advertised, they ars 'approved’'. which means that an officlal body has
examinad them or their courses, or perhaps both, and pronounced them

to be matiafactory. I can't say what qualities are necessary to win
approval, as during my time working for the correspandence collegs, I

never onée aaw the process in action.

To be fair, one has to admit ths possibllity that those schaols and
colleges without soms sort of approval are absolutely dire; so if
you're datarmined to do a writing course, yau should probably ansure
that tha satablishment aof your chaoice has credantials. But do not be
deceived - they'ra no guarantae of quality.

It must be obvious by now what my advice is to those of you contem-
plating & torrespondance course in creative writing - quite simply,
don't do it. If it's feadback you'ra after, jJain a workshop, ioin
Orbiter, start a workshap. Thay'll cost a 1ot lsss, and are mare
1ikely to give you what you raeally want.

But 1f you do decids to take a course, be an your guard. Don‘t let
being cansciously open to criticism destroy your ability to detsct
unfair and stupid commanta. Maeke sure you get your money‘s worth -
don't accept sacond-rate and half-hearted critiquss of your work. Try
to sslect tha criticism that's relevant to you, last the ‘rules’' cramp
and block you. That way you might come out of the experience with your

creative faculties intact.

However, I really think you'd be better emplaysd writing whet you want
to, rather than what somabody elss tells you to.

TERS

DDOROTHY DAVIES

Needing a job, I wrote to fiftesn
publishers asking 1f they needsd
a frealance reader. Apart from
those who aimply ignored my letter
land the large organisations that
did that surprised me) I had the
usual batch of 'sorry, we're full'
replies. I alsa had this 'chickan
and ngg' raply from one publisher,
who shall remain nameless -

'It is generally
that a freelance
publisher should
previoualy for a

felt necessary
reader for a
have worked
puhlishing

houss rather than marely being
an interested reader.’

Yes, 1 did tell them that I was a
writer, and how eles do you get
experience anyway, excapt by
someona trusting you enough to
give 1t a try in the first place?
Not. as you might have gathered,
the mast helpful of lettera in
the week's maill

I do have some work, and I'm
grataful far that. But I do feal
sorry for anyons who is trying to
break into anything these days.
No wondar thers are so many
unemplayaed!



EVE HARVEY

Colin Gresnland's article
interestad me for two reasons,
other than tha intrinsic aubject
mattar, that is. Firatly, as an
ex-teacher, I found his teaching
mathods extremely interesting,
since I was putting myself in his
place and wondaring what the hell
I'd do - give up probahlyl
Secondly. he made me start disc-
ugsing women'a 1ib and forced me
into a complete rethink of my own
'liberation.' Still, I woh't ga
into that here.

What I really want to comment
on 1s Dorothy Davies's place of
fiction. 1 read thia on the train
into work one day and found it
axtremely good. When I returned
homa that night I started to
relate to John the essance of the
story, whan I suddanly realisad
1 was adding a complate and deta-
1led background to the whals
scenario that wasn't actually
there. Thisa stopped me in my
tracks - why had I read so much
into 1t? Admittedly, I had rece=
ntly finished reading Dorils
Lessing's Mamairs Of A Survivor,
ao post-hnlocauet survival (well,
this isn't exactly what Memoirs
i1s about, but {t‘'s close enough
for thers to be a 1ink] was
reasonably close to the surfacs
of my mind, But this wasn't &
goad enough answer. 1 came to the
conclusion that {t was becausse I
am a sclence fiction reader.
Certain ideas and thames bacome
atandard and the author can use
them as an artist can use letraset/
stock figures, landacapesa, apacse-
ships. etc.. The result is that
Dorothy could use the small space
available to her in slaborating
on the story's important elementa
instead of wasting time on what
to an SF reader would seem tedioua
background details.

Great for the author - he can
write for that genre audiance
assuming a certain level of know-
ledge on its part. Less time on
background, more emphasis an the
important factora.

But wait a minute - that's fina
for thosa who are in the know, but

shouldn't literature be open to
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all? We'ra paily bullding our
own elite hers. What would a
non-SF reader think of Dorothy's
stary? Would he or she be able
tao fi1l in the background detail
to the same axtent and thus feel
that the stary has far more
substance than it actually
presents?

I finished my mental gymnastica
balanced precariously between two
stools. Yes, I did think that
literature could gain from presu-
ming a certain basic lsvel of
undarstanding on the readers’
part - after all, mainline fiction
does this all the time, since it
i{e based on our past or present
culture (do they have to explain
what a train is and how it cper-
ates?) However, SF will naver
be included as merely one element
of 'literatura’ rathaer than a sub-
genrs (with the emphasis, defini-
tely pejorative, on tha ‘sub']
1f we exclude tha majority of tha
reading public. We are merely
reinfarcing SF's infariority,
since it is human nature to feel
that something not undarstood 13
paor quality.

Good luck with tha next issue,
and do try to get it done on
deadline, eh?

JOHN FRASER

1'd 1ike to take this opportunity
of cangratulating you on your
first 1ssum and ta wish you every
success for the futurae.

I was interssted in the idea of
a workshop sectian and would
peraonally find 1t very useful.
One thing that I would 1ike ta
see 13 an article an, or at least
making some mention of, corresp-
ondence courses in creative
writing. 1 have just paid out
what seems to he a amall fortune
{at least, that’s haow 1t feala to
mo) aon ane of these, although I
shall not be able to do anything
with 1t until the summer. If
anyone else has already had
axperience of thead, perhaps he
or she could write an article
giving advice to thoss who may
be considsring enralling in one
of these coursas.

I just hope that I have mads a
sensible decisionl



MARKET SPACE

In the sditorial of Focus 5 we put a proviso to the effect that the
magazine, with its lelsurely publishing achedule, is not the ideal
place to disseminate up-to-date market news; thils was just as well,
since two magazines vanished and a third changed editor and address
during the short period in which Focus S was heing printed and distrib-
uted. We still believs that the Market Spacs feature has a use as a
handy register, but would direct you to news magazines, such as Locus,
SF Chronicle, Ansible or Matrix far a check on the very latest events.
To the best of our knowledge, the follewing entrises are correct at the

time of golng to print.

THE TRIPLE FIRST AWARD is a new
annual literary prize far a first
novel, sponsored by The Bodley
Head, Penguin Books and Book Club
Assoclates. All categories aof
novel are welcome, including SF.
The winner receives an advance af
15,000 and guarantesd publication
in hardback. paperhack and Book
Club editiona. For a copy of the
rutes and full details, write to
The Bodley Head. 9 Baw St.,
London WCZE 7AL.

THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND
S E asn't taken gn
many sarials as-such recently,
though getting ona story acceptad
sesems to provide opportunitiea

for intermittent follow-upsa.
Anything goes - hard SF, spaca
opera, fantasy, horror. occarional
poetry - with lengths up tc 20,000
words approx. Rates start at 830 -
835 per thousand words. Edward L.
Farman, Box 56, Carnwall, Connect-
icut 06753, USA.

ISAAC ASIMOV'S SCIENCE FICTION
MAGAZINE Short, hard SF staries
seem to ba preferred. Rapid reply
time. 5.75c per word for short
pieces, grading to 3.5c per ward
for anything longer than 12,500
words. Edited by Kathlesn

Moloney at 380 Lexington Ava.,

New Yark NY 10017, USA.

INTERZONE 1s looking for ‘the very
best imaginative tistion of all
kinds, from hard science fiction

to the avant garde, and aespscially
fiction that's too original to
labell' Rates are good, at least
£35 per thousand words. Interzons.
28 Duckatt Road. London N4 1BN.

ANALOG Hard SF storiss of 20,000
words or less ars favoured. As
far as we know, rates are still
the same as those given in Focus

2: 5c a ward up to 7,500 words,
%375 far staories of 7,500-12,500
wards. 3c a word thersafter.
Stanlay Schmidt, 304 East 4Sth St..
New York, USA.

EXTRO welcomes SF and fantasy
submissiona of 2,000-12,000 words.
'Rates are naegotiabla, normally

in the range £15 to 125 per
thousand worda.' They alsn accept
non-fiction that is relavant to SF)
the rate im £15 per thousand words,

Fiction submissions to Paul Campbell,

27 Cardigan Drive, BT14 6LX; Non-
Fiction Editor 1s Dave Langford,
94 London Road, Reading, Berks.
RG1 SAU.

THE CATHERINE COOKSON CUP  Just

a raminder about this shart story
competition, as last date for
antries is 31st August 1982,
details in Matrix 42.

AD ASTRA and SHORT STORY MAGAZINE
both appear to have folded) E__
OMNI BODK OF THE FUTURE will not
te appearing; 1ikawise CPW
INDUSTRIES of Australia’s
projected magazine. They were
going to call 1t Facus. cheeky
whatsits. For ths requiremants of
the real Focus, sse tha Editorial.
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The Shadow of the Torturer
and The Claw of the Conciliator
introduced and established

GENEIWOLEESS

quartet
THE BOOK OF THE NEW SUN
as a classic work
Now comes volume three

THE SW ORD

OF THE

LICTOR /..

Publication date September 20th
Price £1.75

ARROW PAPERBACKS



