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Every writer has a room with a desk, where s/he
spends an inordinate amount of time alone,
with hirself. Inaugurating what 1 hope to be a
long running FYCUS series, David Wingrove gives us
a gliapse beyond the page to the world and work
from whence 1t cam

Circunstances are everything. n
Virginia Woolf, in A Room of Ome's Own, wrote: "a
woman must have money and  room of har own If sha
is to write fiction." Whilst Woolf was writing
specifically of women and wriung. her point is
true of  anyons,  sex,  cr or  colour
notwithstanding.  You must, in a v.ry real sense,
buy the time to write -- and pay for the living
space you occupy whilst doing so. unless you
have a private income, writing is normally an
occupstion that develops from the status of hobby
-- something fitted in st those odd hours away from
your paid occupatien, usually to the neglect of a
full social life ntc a part-time monomania, and
thence to a full-time occupatfon, normally for &
salary well below what you could earn at even the
most mundene of jobs.

Almost peradoxically, much of & writer's time
is teken up developing strotegies to make time for
the actual bustness of writing, It fs almost a
Catch-22 situstion, except that you get good ot it.
learn to live frugally, to harvest your

and -- 1f you're really determined sbout
whst you're doing -- to not waste a moment which
could be spent on bringing forward the day when you
can discard those strategies end just get on and
write.

That satd, 1 want to tslk here of some of
those simple mattars of organisation and working
method that have culminated in my own triumph over

the simple laws of economics that govern the
business of writing, and -- in passing -- to
reflect upon some of the strategies that have
brought me to this point. In dolng so, I'm

conscious thet my personal story is far from the
ordinary run of expectations. Nonetheless, if this
plece helps to encoursge others to persevere in the
face of what sometimes seems like monumental
indifference from the greater world, then it will
have served some purpose.
First some background. I'm thirty five years

old, the second child of working class parents,
born in » block of council flats in North Battersee
in 1954, There are few photographs of me .
child: meinly becsuse for much of the first few
years of my life my father, o shest-vatal worker,
wes out of work -- not beceuse he wesn't willing to
work, but because he was a trades union organiser,
blacked by the local circle of employers. My
mother worked as s typist in the local Co-op in
mose years ond 1 -- slong with my elder sister,
to the local church school where

proii expectations were zero. I mention this,
in pert, as sn answer to Woolf's cry of enguish
about her lack of advantages as a woman in the

world of the twenties. She forgets how privileged
she was to come from o well-heeled family and go to
Oxbridge. Like all of us, she was born into what
was (and st1l] 45, to a grest extent) not merely o
man's world, but n rich man’s world; ond this vas
so just @s much in the fiftfes ms it was in the
twenties.

Ours was n house without books - without any
real troditlon of literary or artistic interest;
nonetheless, my sister and I grew up bookworms
reading everything we could lay our hands on in the
local library. Acedemically we both did well. We

‘moved up' es the saying goes, llke many of our
genarstion. rents had their sducatlons
terminated (with no cholce in the matter) at
fourteen. We, however, hed the fresdom to go on to
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University if we wanted, My sister tock that
option. 1, seventeen and in love when the choice
came, Jolned a bank instead. Thus begen my seven

year sojourn among the levels of high finance; an
experience 1 terminated the day before my
twanty-ftfth birthday. My return to education —-
spacifically to the University of Kent. Canterbury,
to read English and Americen Litersture --
meant to serve o dual purpose: to win me the time
to write (an obsession that had first gripped me in
ny twentieth year>, snd to give me o background in
Viterature.

It struck me then,
be true, that

and 1 still believe it to
it 15 not enough to know what you
want to write, nor even to have put in years of
hard graft. 1 also deem 1t necessary to have had a
wide-ranging experience of the possibilities of
literature: to know how many different ways there

are to write & book. To rasd Joyce, Beckett,
Kafks, Mann, Lawrence, Woolf, Hewthorne., Marquez,
Hesse, Barth, Dostoevsky, Tolstoy, Zola, Golding,
Dickens, Proust, and others, is to provide oneself

with & broad pallet of potential
the equivalent of o
epprenticeship, or & musiclan
potential of their instrument.
thet, as science fiction writers, o similar
wide-ranging knowledge of the genre —- its themes,
nistory, and styles -- is slsc necessary, merely to
state that s broadening of your literary horizons
is invelusble and parhaps even essential

effects. It is
craftsman  serving en
discovering the full
This is not to deny

After gradustion 1 stayed on at College,
pursuing first & Masters Degree and then a
Doctorste. The latter was port-time. By then ]

had moved into s flst with ay girliriend Sussn end
commoting to Centerbury from London seversl
That was when the part-time jobs
for publisners, reviewing and
interviews, e little editing work here
a stint working as B temp for Manpower,
and then the flrst {ew commissioned works for
publishers. And all the time I was writing. More
than seventy short stories and e total of sixteen

begen:
Journalism,
end there,

novels. At first (long before my Unversity days) 1
had sent them off almost religiously to the US
science fictlon msgezines, end months -- it saemed

years -- later got the standard rejection slips
back. They were yesrs of dogged perseverance: over
o decade in total in which tha only outward sign of
my inner life os s writer was one smell story in
this very magazine -- s story called 'Photographs’
end o Ttling cabinet full of my fatlures.

Some of the work wes semi-autobiographical
(two long novels), some of 1t overtly fentastic.
Some of 1t wos exparimentsl s-la-Beckett, some
straightforward SF. The best of the novels was o
part-completed work called The Dark
intensely written book about o
blacksmith in the Northumbria of 935 AD,
quickly recognised 1 wasn't good enough to write
Just then. There wes much failure:
then commercial, for very little of
shown to people, let slone pushed out
srena st this stage. But there was a
all this feilure, to this continua)
process of trying again and again to get the thing

right. It was difficult and frustrating, but 1
never once felt like giving up. 1t would come
right. 1 knew it would. And in the mesntime, I

practised my art relentlessly,
learning from all my failures,

honing my skills,
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Chung Kuo

1983 was a stronge year. 1 spent most of it
rencvating an old Victorisn house -- this same
house in whlch | now sit, typing this out — and
organising major structursl slterations, 1 was
working part time as an editor for a muslc
publisher, Zomba Books, to help pay for things, as
ressorching, ond writlog much of
and struggling to

push my doctoral thesis m a concluston. As &
result, for the first time !n years, 1 found myself
unsble to do any creative writing. However, in a
very raal sense, the effort was not wasted: I was

buying time In the future while -- quite llterally

-~ bullding that 'room of my own'. Late in the
year we discovered Susen was pregnant. Tha house
would be ready, and Sue's employers Woman's Own

were willing to let her work threa days in the
office, two st home. We'd cope if ['d look after
the baby while Sue was st work. And amidst sll
this -- that December, in fact -- I came out of my
writing drought and began work on & short story
called 'A Perfect Art'. The short story grew and
grew, became a novel: a novel about a world run by
the Chinese.

That novel, also called A Perfect Art, was
far from satisfactory; 1t tried to cram the
concerns of 1ts five maln charactars and tha whole
world of Chung Kuo into a book of 80,000 words. I
re-wrote it, hoping a polish would bring out its
strengths, and, in mid 1985, showed it to ay
agents, Hilary Rubenstein and Ellen Levina. Tney
conftrmed my gut feellng. It was interesting end
well written, but there was too much in it. The
sheer weight of ldess ond characters broke the
novel's beck.

With earller books this was often the stage
at which the manuscript would be put tn a file, to
be taken out occasionally and smiled st
before being put back agaln. This time
different. Totally differeat. 1 was fascinsted by
the world ond its characters and determined to
persevers with the project. the problen
remained: the structure of the noval, as it was,
was uneble to take the weight of material [ wanted
It to hold. I had a simple choice befora me, one
which a year of renovating an old house brought out
with a stark simplicity: I could elther reduce the

weight, or change the structure, 1 decided to
chenge the structure, to mske it bigger and spread
the weight.

want back, to the childhoods of

=y
characters and the genesis of the situation that
had coma to pass by tha time of A Perfect Art. 1
began work on e new novel, A Spring Dey at the Edge
of the World, This time 1 used a completely
different structurs, intercutting a large number of
short scenes and allowing the different plot
strands tc devalop by means of juxtaposition, much
in the way that John Brunnar had in Stand on

Zanzibar. The book that resulted was by far the
biggest thing I'd ever worked upon: a novel In
excass of 190,000 words. | showed 1t to writer

friends while pressing on with Book Two.

1t was perhaps st this stege that 1 first had
en inkling of the scale of what I was taking on,
end of the problems that were likely to fece me
both artistically snd comsercially in seeing the
thing through. Back then —- and we're talking of
late 1986 by now -- 1 saw 1t as s work in four
parts, with 4 Perfsct Art, In some re-constructed
form, ss the final plece of the puzzla. Four books
of 200,000 words -- who'd buy such s thing? The
advice that came back was to be lass ambitlous, to

cut the books back to the nub; even to write
something else. But by this time Bock Two wes
almost  finished. Agaln, its structure was
different. Tha narrative was stronger, the

connections within the book much more firmly made.
1 was convinced that I'd found the way of telling
my story, and some of the more technical sdvice
from friends — their dislike of the intercutting
and their desire to have a far stronger narrative
-~ confirsed me in that view.
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It was January
Susan and taiked
should go for it,
I say full-time,
Jessica and Amy,

1967 when 1 sat down with
dacided I
tha novel.
daughters,
three days a week 1 was
househusband to them. 1 mean was that 1 would
cut out ail part-time jobs, give up on my doctorate
and concentrate in those hours whan 1 wasn't
with the girls -- on getting the novel right. It
was at this stage that I renamed it Chung Kuo snd
began to piece together the exact structure of tha
four-part novel. Moreover, the further I got ia,
the more natural 1t felt, This was it. 1 wes
convinced of 1t. But now I had to gat it right.
To taks the time to get it right.

What allowed me to do that was & matter of
pure econcmics. By January 1987 we had paid off

all or the maior bills on ranovating the house
t(some £28,000 in all) and, with Sue's salary as
Fiction Editor at Woman's could <(just)

caver all cutgoings. | had been earning between
£6000 and £8000 2 yesr from freelance activitles:
that vanished from January 1987 as 1 turned down
commissions and gave up (except for a few months)
all part-time jobs.

began again, cutting out what didn‘t work,
extending what did, going deaper and all the while
discovering more faceis of my story and the world I
was inventing.  Throughout, I had been reading
extensively on China and thlngs Chinesa. All of
this now came together. The novel found its voice,
its style, its structure, and 1 knew -- suddenly,
and without doubt -- that however long it now took,
it would eventually be worth 1it.

It was April 1988 when I finally wrote to my
sgent saying | had something to show him. [ had
been promising Hilary something for three years.
Now it was ready. Or almost so. 1 showed him 400
pages. He read 1t, loved 1t, esked for more. In
late June I delivered ancther 450 pages, taking the
story to halfwsy through Book One. Again he liked
it.  But how were we going to present this to
publishers? I had no doubts about how to approach
them. It was all or nothing. What If they wanted
to take only one book and test the water with it
before signing for any more? I was adament. There
would be no compromises. They would take all four
or nothing. And (f theay took nothing? Then 1'd
carry on writing them untii all four were finished
and try again.

Agread on our strategy,
problam: that of prasentation.
the matter s great dosl of thought.  In the
had greatly extended the materisl.
likely to be half s million words
long, with the promise of three more books of equal

there wes a further
1'6 alrasdy given

size. The simple economics of publishing —- of
typesatting, bylng paper, binding, etc -- were
against such gargantuan novels. Again, 1t was &

question of attitude.
but not compromising because of 1t.

Of recognising the problem,
Ta be done at

all, the novels would have to be put out in lerga
print-runs. 1 felt they were good snough, strong
enough, to win s wWide audience, but how convince

the publishers of that? After all, how does an
unknown writer with no previous treck record go
about selling not one but four big books?

1 spent much of early 1985 polishing Book
One, but that was not tha only thing | was working
on.  Alongside the writing -— 1in spare evenings,
and odd hours when 1 could not progress with the
book -~ I worked on detailed synopses of the other
volumes and an overview of the whole profect. By
this stage there wss a quita dafinite structure not
merely to the individual books, but to the project
as a whole. It an organism. obeying its own
lows. Somehow 1 had to bring out a sense of that.
To sell the thing not as a sequence of books but as
a world, fully envisaged. To bring out lLnto the
l1ight somathing of what was, at tlmes, only
half-glimpsed at the back of my mind. It was, to
be honest, almost as difficuit as the writing
Itself and at times moreso, but when, on Bth August
1988, 1 handed the whole thing over ta ay agent.
there wns enough there to give a clesr indication
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of the perspectives of the whole.

rest, as sey, 1s history. Hodder
bought Chung Kuo here for an advance of £125,000.
Delacorte followed & month or so lster with en
advance of $308,000. A week or so later, Doubleday
(Cansda) bought the project for $60,000 Can. In
1989 Heyne Verlag bought the German rights for
91,000 DM, Interno Gallo bought [tallan rights for
£25,000, and Bungeishunfu Japsnese rights for
$210,000 US. All in all @ tota) in excess of half
e miliion pounds. In each casa, the publishers
have bought the whole project and have committed
themselves to publish what are now seven books,

decision to move from four gargantuan
books to seven still-rather-hefty ones has been one
of the nicer sccidents of commercial necessity, for
the novel -- and {t {s o seven-apart novel, rather
than s series of seven novels -- works far better
withln those divisions than in {ts earlier shape.
My original Book One, A Spring Day at the Edge of
the World, has been divided into two: The Middle
Kingdom taking 1ts original story line to the
halfway point, and The Broken Whsel (publication
this August) tsking 1t to the end of the original
first volume. Stmilarly, the original Book Two,
Carp Pond and Turtle Shell, hes been split into two
parts: Into the new Book Three, The Stome Within,
snd Book Four, Son of Heaven. With the original
Book Four, A Perfect Art, meking up the final part
of the navel, renamed The Marriage of the Living
Dork, only Books Five and Six - Days of Bitter
Strength and  White Moon, Red Dragon -- sre
unwritten, and even they exist in synopsis and in
flles bulging with notes, scenes, lines of
dialogue, end details of settings etc.

Working Practices

And so to today, and to the routine of working on
the project, now that its future is assured. This
plece 1s written, literally, between books. A week
a0 | delivered a rewrittan version of Book Two,
The Broken Wheel, itself & labour of sixtesn months
ané an exiensive reworking of material dating back
as fer es esrly 1986. Ahead of me lles Book Three,
The Stone Within.

So. how do 1 work? What routines have 1 set
up? The last few months have been very different,
in that Susan hes been at home on maternity leave

ofter the arrival of our third daughter, Georgis,
back in September. From early February, howsver,
Sue 1s back at work end our normal routines
recommence, with me looking after the girls three

days & week while she’s at work.

This, as can be {msgined, presents various
¢ifficulties. To get the writing done I work
evenings ond weekends. There is slways the optlon,
of course, of hirlng a nanny, but I'd not feel
comfortable with that, especially after helping
bring up the other two. Besides, having to divide
your time so radicelly does have one quite drsmetlc
offect on you ss a writer. Because you have three
days on which you cen do little other than prepare
mesls, pick the girls up from school or nursery,
change nappies, shop, Glean the house, etc, the
hours thet you do have free to work tend to be more
precious. You don't waste them. You go down to
your study and get on with the job.  However,
unless you're highly organised and conscientious,
working in an environment with three children under
six is potentially disastrous, and not to be
recoumended to everyone

On *working days’ —- much as on others -- my
doy starts some time batween 6.30 and 7,30, when
the girls swske. The next few hours are hectlc,
getting them dressed, fed, and off to school (one
of my jobs). Walking bdack, I get an Independent

and, over a cup of coffee, 1 wind down for half an
hour -- catching up with what's happening in the
lorger world -- before getting down to work,

usuully 8t about 10,00 am.

There are nearly always one or two things
outstanding from the previous night's work and
those sre the things 1 tackle while mulling over
the next piece of actual writing st the back of my
mind. 1 sttend to these few things with & notepad
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open beside the wordprocessor, stopping now and

then to jot down whatever has surfaced. Then, all
loose ends secured, 1 get down to some ’proper
work'

With Chung Kuo I've departed from all

previcus methods of work. much of the thing
exists siready, elther in draft or in the form of a
oosely-plotted synopsts, 1 work hard on prepering
saterisl before | come to work on it and as

rasult I've usually a fairly good ides of what's n
eoch chapier before I come to tackle It. At the
planning stage, therefors, each chapter has its own
hefty loose-leaf folder, contalning draft versions,
1deas, research notes, lines of dialogue, settings,
character descriptions, etc. a later stage 1
break this down intc specific scenes, once again
glving each scene Its own folder. This has the

sdded benefit that, at odd moments when 1 don't
feel lixe sitting down tn front of the
wordprocessor, 1 can take a few files upstairs and
mull them over, adding to them whatever comes to
mind.

conventence,  I've  developed &
hi!hly-rqguhnd system: blue folders for Parts,
green for Chspters, yallow for Scanes. In &
crowded study this makes for ease of
ident{fication, and when I'm weil into a book e

steck of these folders sits in a set of trays to
the left of my wordprocessor —- an Amstrad PCW 9512
iith backup of the seme make) -- waiting 0 be
written up. As soon as & scene is written or a
chapter finished, the appropriate file is emptied,
all background saterial discerded and eerlier
drafts destroyed. As the weeks go by the piles to
By left go down as the pile of finished manuscript
to my right grows. As an sdditional banchmark, 1
always prepsre an overall scene-by-scene working
chart, which 1s cellotaped up to the shelves behind
the wordprocessor. This gives the basic outline of
each scene in -- &t most -- two to four lines, and
enables me to know at o glance wheresbouts I mm in
my story. In a project the size of Chung Kuo this
1s not merely helpful but essentisl. Book Two, for
instance, wss 435,000 words leng In its third draft
(trimmed down to 367,000 for presentation to
publishers? snd without some kind of 'map' to the
territory 1 would, st times, feel quite lost.
usually takes me a few hours to get down
to o level of working where nothing can distract
me. 1 work fuelled by coffee and jazz-rock, played
very loud -- femillar stuff that I know every note
of ‘and than can thus shut out any other noise:
Milas Davis, Colirane, Soft Machine, Megms, Reiurn
to Forever. For lunch I grob a sandwich (or Sue
mokes me one ond puts it down by the side of me)
and only st sround five or six in the evening do 1
If 1've been lucky and really got into it,
can usually manage to get one Or two scenes
thers’s a block -- &
reluctance in the materisl to be used, as 1 always

see 1t — then there is slwoys plenty alse to be
getting on  with:  the various  tasks  of
administration, letter writing, editing, resesrch.

I try not to waste time. But the actual writing is
alvays the thing that has highest priority. Except
vhen 1 must -- for purposes of publicity or
production -- I put off anything that gets in the
woy of writing, then tackle the outstanding tasks
in s long session (often lasting up to a fortmight)
once a book, or part of a book, is done.

There are numerous  background  chores
surrounding a project like this, Beside the highly
enjoyable business of plotting and researching,
there is a need —- especially as I get further into
the seven-pert sequence -- to make sure the thing
15 consistent. To help this 1 have evolved &
system of synopses, charscter files, and quick
reference files to certain themes end topics within
Chung Kuo.  Wnile working, $his saves hours of
trying to find some obscure passage or reference
eorlier in the text. 1 am, in a very resl sense,
my own encyclopmedist. Of nacessity. 1 do not
cleim this as my own invention: when interviewing
Frenk Herbert back in 1978 over his working methods
with the Dune books ha told me about his system of
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Ask & writer the right question about thelr work,
and you may not get another word in edgeways. lan
Crassey dared to ask Michael Scott Rohan. Here a
fascinating insight nto the concatenation of idess
that can make a novel.

REILITIEILE )

ASK A WRITER...

I think most inow you from your current
trilogy The Winter of the World, which s sat
twenty-odd thousand years sgo in an Ice Age, with
Powers in the world, and what would conventionally

be termed mmgic sat into smitbcraft. So what led
you to that kind of background?
Oh. & grest many routes. First of all, just a

generalised Interest in mythology and looking at
mythology around the world. 1 mean, what leads you
to tt firat, of coursa, {s en intarest in fantasy
and wanting to write fantasy, and being heavily
1nfluenced by p.opxu you like such es Tolkien and
do -- and Fritz Leiber as well,
and various nthar paopla, But what led me ta that
particulsr background was & sort of convergent
route

I'm very interested in palaeontology, and so
1 was very Intarested in the way the world was in
the Ice Ages end what happened in the interglacials
and the general feeling that reslly 1t was like a
sort of eraser passing over the worid, this ice
spresding from both ends of the globe and grinding
evarything In 1ts path, and really squeezing all
the climatic zomes into a tiny band round the world
from sbout the south of England to the middle of
Africa, All the life in the world was there and
beyond that was Just o very varisble zone which the
Ice came and went ovar, and in which nothing could
really establish Itself, with the lowering sea
lavels of course. So you've got a sort of band
around the centre of the world of reslly quite
devastated desert where things never changed much,
and then you get all the ather zones compressed
fantastically. So I wss thinking of that, that was
one ingredient, and thinking of what it would have
been 1ike to be alive then.

And also thinking of Neanderthals —- looking
at them and beginning to wonder, without actually
postulating 1t seriously, what the Neanderthals
would have In common with the contamporary idea of
dwsrves. Everybody’s got an idea of Nesnderthal, 1
mean you look at 1t in Doctor Wha -- at presant
there's & character supposed to be a Nesnderthal:
he's & thick oaf with gigantic brow ridges.
There's a preconception of Neanderthals, which is
based on tha fact that the first one found was an
arthritic old men, so everyone said, ‘Oh, they
couldn't cross their thusb across their palm, th
walked around hunched and stoopad and everything
Well, thay certainly looked odd. By our standards
they almost certainly had rather Eskimo faces, with
siightly slanted looking eyes, heavy brow ridges —-
but not enormous great cliffs of things -~ and
sloping foreheads. And no chin. Or rather that
suggests 8 sort of chinless wonder -- fishface.
Thelr chins went straight down: thay didn't have
the protuberant chin that we had. One thing they
dtd have, though, was higher brain capacity. The
aversge Neanderthal brain capecity ls actually
larger than ours, which isn't to say that they did
the same things with 1t. The other thing they had
was very much curved bones in tha limbs, and heavy
muscle  anchorages, which suggests tremandous
strength: they must have been much stronger than we
were. And they wera also quite a lot shorter. So
I started thinking of a race that might heve basn
ancestral to the Neanderthals, the traces of whom
were wipsd out In the Ice Age -- the Neanderthals
being the result of blending humen with thls race
-- thinking of them as tha people we've coms to
know as dwarves.  And | gave ‘them the oname
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'duergar', becsuse that's the Scandinavian form
preserved In the north of England in some ways
a lot of 0ld Norse {s preserved more purely In the
north of England than it is In Scandinavia itself.
Anyhow, snother route was thinking about
magic snd thinking sbout the woy magic is viewsd in
real life. I gat very tired of fsntasy whers
peaple mutter speils and waggle their fingers and
the light comes out. The prime example that always
drives me bonkers s the Katherine Kurtz Derynt

sertes ... Thera was sn interesting essay by Ursula
Le Guin called 'From Elfiand to Poughkeepsia' <in
the collectlon The Language of the Night' —- it's

worth resding sometime -- but she absolutaly puts
her fingar on Katherine Kurtz by simply taking a
passage and changing all the names and references
to contemporary Washington.  That's 1t, 1t's a
thriller of pure intrigue. When she gets round to
Dagic she doesn't use the same lavel of imagination
she uses to create the intrigue. So when In the
end of Deryni Rising you get megic for the first

time, they’re reciting fesrful doggeral and
waggling their fingers at each other.

1 got very impatient with this, and I looked
at the way maglc operates In the old grimoires, the
genuine spells. It's this tremendous, almost
ridiculous compounding of effort, and you gat the
general idea that anyone who could stick that must

have been a fairly phenomenal sort of human being.
Also I looked at the way magic 1s treated in
primitive socleties. Very often it's the mystery
of a craft that is considersd to be magic, and It's
like the horseman's word, you've probably hesrd of
that, the general idea that there was some secret
xncwledga in handling horses that was only passed
on to members of the soctety.

Now Ln meny ‘'early’ socletiss that we have
around today, ironworking 15 considered en equally
closed knowladge, o mystical srt -- I cited a few
of them in the appendix to 7he Anvil of Ice: the
Touareg in Africa; ond one or two of the Middle
Esstern civilisations seemed to have regarded
smiths as generally rather odd pecple. So that was
another thing, thinking about smlths as magicians,
and wondering what if smiths really were magicians.

then these combined strands -- the

immense labour invoived, the complexity of meglc,

and the idea of smithcraft —- came together in the
Now,

the Vikings had
. They used to
then cook them in
charcosl oven. The result was that you'd get a
certatn smount of carbon steel, very hard carbon
steel, round the outside of the rod bacause 1t
picked up the carbon from the charccal. With a
soft centre. You couldn't do anything with that;
you couldn't flatten that out into a sword or the
sword would have sharp edges and break. And in
sctusl fact in some early British swords that's
sxactly what happened. There's s museum somewhere
in the north of England where there's a lovely
reltc of a fight between ancient Briton and Romen,
and thera’s a Roman sword -- you know, ome of thase
short swords. the gladius —- and a Briton has
obviously hit the sword with his own sword.

the bloody thing's gona right round t! Wrepped
round sbout three times, and the two swords are
entwined, rendered useless! I've no doubt the
Romen had to hit him with his shield or something
Itke that, but there 1t {s in the museum, exc:*ly
as {t must have fallen on the battlefield. So what
the Vikings did was they used to take thase rods,
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Wafting for the postsan to deliver the latest
editorial judgement on your work is not an entirely
plossant pestime, and it s all too sasy to forget
that editors are humen beings.  FuCUS will be
regularly inviting editors to spesk. The first to
feature is Dave ‘W' Hughes, the editor of Works, an
interesting and coming small press zine.
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WVOTES from ABLUE PENLIL

1 used to edit snd compile & magazine for the staff
of British Telecom. It was s very in-house thing,
fe. 1f you didn't know who wes heving the micky
taken out of them, then certain elements ware lost,
obviously. The magazine proved io be very, very
popular with the steff. The sales reached upwerds
of one hundred plus, which wasn't bad for & 'local’
thing. 1 charged a minimal price of 25 pance to
cover the costs of printing and no-one objected to
the price, In fact the Union and the Sports and
Social Section took out adverts to help with the
cost

As the issue numbers grew, I found that the
sudlence was becoming more diverse; even people
outside of the Huddersfield district were asking
for copies, and there was alsc interest from a few
people outside British Telecom.  So, I had a
problem. 1 needed to expand, come out of the
closet, as ft were. I could no longer be
"in-house'. 1 began to ask for other material
stories, anecdotes, and cartoons. The rasponse wes
pretty good, as was the material.  Amongst
storfes 1 received were two gems. The first
called ‘Jake's Kingdom' by John Avison, and
other was 'Demi-Monde’ by Simon Nicholson.
latter was fer too long for the Telecom magezine,
the former wesn't quite right. And without wanting
to sound too pretentious or glib, both of the
storfes, 1 thought, would go over & lot of the
resder's heads; lmagine an article on gardening
appearing in, sey, Electronics Todsy!  But, for
some strenge resson, | hung onto them,

A guy ot work who used to help me with the

occasional graphic works end leyout wes Andy
Stewart., He quite enjoyed doing the layout end
setting up, wheress 1 used to hate it: no matter
how hard | seemed to work on the lsyouts, they

always came out looking drunk. What I enjoyed was
the typing end combunications side, on which Andy
isn't too keen. 1 asked him if he wanted to start
& magazine shich would concentrate on fiction, and
because we could compromise, we decided to give it
o go.

The hardest part of setting up the
megazine was choosing a name. 1 would go to see
Andy with a list, he would give me his list and at
the end of the day we would swap them back, only to
find we couldn't decide on anything. Works
evantuaily resred its head, coming together from
three things: Emerson Lske and Palmer brought out
an aldum called this (long before Queen, 1 might
add) and esch member of the band had s solo section

on it -- each had their own 'work'; secondly, J B
Priestley had a grest collection of his batter
pleys brought out in three volumes, oil called

Works; finally, 1 liked the idea that Works would
contsin works of decent litersture, decent artwork,
good works of production ... you get the picture.

Inftially ] wanted to bring out just a one
off, test the water. 1 alresdy had two fine
stories: 'Jake's Kingdom' and 'Demi-Monde' (1 knew
they would come in one day),  MWe decided to

sdvertise in verious msgazines asking for material,
plus 1 rong o few contacts and ssked if they'd
help, which they oll did. About four months after
asking Andy 1f he wanted to stert a Sclence
Fictlon/Speculative magazine, we were ready for the
printers.

We then had to wait a wnile before we could
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advertise, announcing to the world that we were
resdy. In the meantime, Andy presumed that this
issue we were doing was issue #1, he'd decided thet
we should go for 1t. We were committed.

Orders began to trickle in,
submissions, then a few more orders. It was &
pretty nerve wrenching time. Inltially we thought
we wouldn't get enough comtributions for issus two,
then we thought we wouldn't sell enough of issue
one to let us print {ssue two. There were more
hurdles o lesp, and each one got higher.

With the stories we decided that 1 would read
them, then pass them to Andy. Only then would we
discuss them. The trickiest thing was seeing if
our joint decision would besr fruit snd be liked by
the readers. It seemed that they aid. It is only
recently, after getting enough future material,
thet we cen now really tell if a story will work or
not. There are exceptions, there slways will be,
Like with New Worlds, or any other magazine that
printed ‘new' fiction, and when I say 'new' | mesn
new in both style and content. With these sort of
stories you have to wait for the reaction. It's no
good insisting that something is brillient when
your readers don't 1ike it; if you carry on
publishing what they don't like resding, you're on
your own. The resders make up the judging penel,
the editor/s can only hope that the stories they
offer in their msgazine are the best they've had
submi tted.

The hardest thing that I myself have ever had
to do was to write guidelines. As 1'd had & bit of
& dabble in writing myself just prior to starting
Works, 1 sort of thought I knew how to get on the
seme wavelength as potential writers. 1 still
belteve this; that Is why when we reject stories
our reasons are genuine, not just excuses. ! know
what 1t's 1ike to have & rejection that Just
rejects and doesn't tell why

then & few

Pat hates

The  first, and  perhaps  the  most
understandable, is the fallura to include & stamped
t say ' because
1 myself was guilty of this when 1 first started
sanding out ‘feelers'. Bui, I hesten to add, I
have never forgotten to include one when I'm
sending a story. 1 once sent out several queries
to magazines asking for some form of guldelines,
what sort of fiction they prefer, etc.  And 1
dign't include an SAE. A couple of the editors
wrote beck telling me that I should be including
SAEs, so to meke up for 1t 1 bought a few
megezines, guilt 1 guess. So, when we receive
stortes from people who, obviously, are just
starting out, then we can stomach it. The
frustration raceive manuscripts
‘freelance’ writers,

and they don't include one. I really despsir. How
can they be freelance wheh they don't know the
first basic rule?  Even the slick, upamarket,
professionsl  megezines (regardless of genre»

require SAEs, so what makes us any different?

The second 'pet hate' 1is the stste of some
manuscripts we get. 1'm tresding old ground here,
but it's true. 1've read a couple of times where
editors bemosn the state of smanuscripts and 1 used
to believe that they couldn't be as bad as that.
Not many mre, but the anes thet ere meke up for it.

Page Eleven

FEEFRERAREEEEFEETEERREREEEITIaEieritsaqieqbesessosssisqaiotassssoaaesesssssssrsissssaqoaqiieesssstsqssseraqteresesossasqtdqsiseqtssosrsessqssssessssesesseefsessasssss






	p01
	p02
	p03
	p04
	p05
	p06
	p07
	p08
	p09
	p10
	p11
	p12

