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A N Do

o110 and welcome to issue 31 of DARK HORIZONS. Though for all those
e

allowed to 'rest in peace' with the knowledge that I will not permit a
similar situation ever to happen again.

Apart from specisl fiction issues, DARK HORIZONS has always been moted
for its blend of fiction and articles covering a great many aspects
throughout the field of horror and fantasy. And this basic policy bas been
maintsined within, h 1 do adnit here and now that the overall content
Jeans heavily toward horror. This is one area in particular that I hope to
redress through subsequent issues.

In Dave Sutton's last editorial (‘D' 30) he mentioned that becsuse
this magazine is not mass marketed it allows room for 'experimentation and
r'. Looking back at the finished product, I have to say that

be built upon.,

1 would like to thank all the contributors to this issue, for without
their enthusiasm a great many of these pages would be blank. Special
thanks go to Ramsey Campbell for his 'second’ short story, end Stephen
Gallagher for his article in 'ROOTS OF A WRITER', which chromicles the
early influences that have helped known writers' achieve success. This
article is going to become a regular feature as a large proportion of
Feaders are alvays interested in where the ideas for stories were borme

Finslly, this publication is aimed specifically toward you, the reader.
And its your feedback, through letters, that will help develop the
direction for future fiction and articies. Only you can tell an editor,
Whether it's & small press or high profile magazine, what you like or
iielike. So after you finish reading DARK FORIZONS, reach out for a pen
and piece of paper and tell me vhat you think.




THE WORST FOG
OF THE YEAR

Ramsep Camphell

Thick fog had been drawn over the fislds. Since the encircling horizon
wvas invisible, the boundaries of the pale landscape were defined only by
4ull silence. The moon was a dab of grey paint on the sky. Ahead, above
the surface of the fog, Gaunt saw parallel lines of hedge marking the road
which led to the house. With its gables piled askew against the sky the

P
the dark hall, glimpsing a stretched grin on the face which adorned the
the post at the foot of the banister, a heavy cuw
and gradually sagging across a mirror, osk panels displaying frame
portraite which appeared to have growh beards of dust. At the end of the
Rall's fan of electric light lay half closed on the carpet. Gaunt inched
past the heavy oak door and its brass meringue of a doorknob, inmto the
Tho vonen sat on couches vith rolled arms of thick black lesther,
Around them the room was piled with eilence. The orcelsin cups
sbandoned on 8 vlack tatle vas clouding over mu T miniature ponds, and
Deside the cupe and th ray an orchid was crushed within
peperveignt. feary velvet Cielne thice Gauntie meignt aimost curteined &
long windo:

Ehe older woman reached beside her for a poker, which she thrust into
the fire beyond the marble proscenive of the [ireplace. Her
he pistol in her hand never

‘The young woman shook back her black hair from its band and threw out
Ber, wriat b cooault bar vei atch, "One o'clock..
The fraction, "Don't lie
Tty to tvelvesn the youne wor
won't you aee what gou're doings Ve can still lesves

"Almost miduight," the other axid happily, and Then her v
sharpened, "Don't bring God into it. It 11" that verre her
Vhatever happane vill be meact to happen.

b u uat snorteds

her greying bair into place vith her free hand while
the eird snrank Teek ints the roek of the couch. "Evi £ you eantt cover
your knees, pull your skirt down. Your father won't vant. & 3o
looking like that, whatever your boyfriends like

Tou," the wearily, "are

"If you knew that," Gaunt demanded,
here"

The woman raised the gun until the eye of the barrel was level with the
rignt exe of her victin, then she threw the weapon on the hearth, "Go on,

take your atheism with you. God couldn't be so cruel to'your father.

God will let hin cone to me.

The young woman made to reach for her, but drew back. "He's ds

shiveriag, «or God'
.

Fad

Why did you let her lure you
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mother, Fe's been dead for months."

"Don't you know I etill love him, whoever he married? Do you think I
goutd be frightenad of Biatalid | st"cnce the mother's eyes looked
dsngurous ua the barrel of the gun. Wlouire atrald of bow
Jour aina, when you should be veeping for the pain

i1 aprang up and kicked the gun, which skidaed avay  veneat
table vhile the cups chattered like teeth. "That's right, you run," her

to

stay until he comes. Why else do you think tonight is the worst fog of the
behind her the music crept up - for that, of course, was the
title of the fila,

de, over ine fields which surroundsq the houss, patches of ©
were vesring thin, A threadbere strip like the ghost of & pathy perforated
by brittle grass-blades, led towards the house. At e end” Tarthict fron
the house, blates best suddesly and sprang up; then others stirred closer
to the building. Although the fog hung close to the ground, what troubled
the grass vas crawling bemeath the fog.

For tne second tine Gaunt anted fo leave. The first had been in
Jondon, i u cinemu off Totteshus ourt Roud, Serrounded by enoriog men,
t the young woman was tr Her own stupidity and
Inconsistoncy had trapped nar, or those suiiities of the seript ad, and

feeling compelled to will her to escape had infuriated him. Now,

having seen it once, he knew her fate, yet more than ever he was urging

the film to let her go. Fe would have left the cinema, except that he wi

the entire audience for the press show. At least nobody would know he

vasa't umtchisg, auxd 4o by closed bla ayes. With Juck be might wod otf,

fust 1ike one of the Londoners who had novhere but the cinems to sle

4 been lying avake for mights trying o think vhat to make of his 1ife.
1

steaitny craviing in the
allo v the film. His editor had hinted that his reviews were
oo analyticel for a amall-town nevepaper and in particular for the sinem
manager, a friend of the editor's. If the editor gave way t
then Gaint vould have to, Jike o winor charaster required to bebave as the
seript demanded; He heard sovenest dragging throveh the grass, and hougnt
he could near the aqueak of soil clenched in a groping fist, though last
Yine he hadnrt. fe felt s if he vas greaming the film, in which case
Bad to secept some blase for its sheurdits, for that of his own situation,
for the abeurdity of talking to the file in the dark se though it vae s
1 a 14 make

rustling around him.

Fac ojectioniat turaed on the stersophonic sound? He needn't have
bothered; it wouldn't improve Gaunt's view of the fils, Perheps the
4. Gaunt"

speakers had Somantarily sons wrong, beceuss the sound
7 shut, ant his wind 1ay dnere, until bebind bin B oad e paxag

o &

e won't come through the window. He'll use the front door as s e bas
gesy Tight to,” her motner ssid, aad Gaust opened his eyes. He vaen't in
e sizens, be van

eriencing soue nev visusl gimmick.
n.. oo - ned wnresd; it seened sonehow o nave cramaed nto his
as saarest the table, axd Be Sade hinsel? dip on inger

T ten. The ekin of the steguant brev guve var, “and the eniat

outdn't. ory out. The chill had seized his throat, and he couldn't
even suallov, His mind wes struggling to deny vhat he Vas experiencing,






but vas this really more absurd then his everyday life? As soon as he had
the thought, it seized him, and the room opened out sround him, "Did he

2 e
‘Gaunt lurched aside and stared at her. She was gazing
who lay in sn sttitude of regal indifference on the c
ape hand almost isto the daugnter's face, but she didn't flinch. Neither
 bis. It vas Be vho vas wnreal

eethers pid you Lure then both herets

"They nu. when they were calle ot id, and with a hint of
e let then mes him, auc g ave Pt e

what he did to ou sav how they were stuffed with

arth.
“Den‘t you say that! Don't you dare suggest he could do that to

N Me're all mad, Gaunt thought wildly. Everything is. He almost touched
the girl to convince himself that she was real, but what would that or its
opposite prove? Fe atood in the room, unable to stir, and then he heard &
scrat xng st the eront door,

e the viatn shouted us her dmughter flinched toverds

e YD9"E you Tt hin see tha ‘e frightened of him!" She flung
Serecie at the yoong vonan and e bving mer veist, drageed her along the
B e tre Tront daor. Gaunt fe1t ue if the vake of her violence vas
carryiog his slong, prat o mirror in which by might or might not be

- 'There was silence except for the panting of the women;

red to be holding itself still. Then something
Ciratehed at the foot of the door

‘The daughter fought. Gaunt wanted to help her, he felt like a
pit into which he would mever stop falling. Suddenly ot objects like
Pleckoncd spiintered knife-viades vere thrust under the door. They w

ed slong the nm.

ed after her. As he ended up in the middle of the r
et o and locked the door. "He von't mind if T open the Vindow for hin
id.

1% thet might help him escape. Then they sprang open.
vindov, wuified by the curtains, he'd heard & Teenie thud of stone

‘voman released her daughter and ran to the curtains. She dragged
g bellied forwards to soak up the light from the

ger. ‘Tron outaide the vindow cane & choking
cough, and & shower of mud nacered the £l 1led the upper
bolt free of its socket and stooped to the Toit at tne fock of the windov.
Ror dusghter ran at her, Ifting the tray to batter her down. Then the
Pane gave way, und the stone thudded on the gerpet
o (& n(g-r-d back, closing his e fell to his knees
= the tables Nothing, T cre .eu, and what sounded
e e ouni of sutth fedl threngh ine vindow. into the
Ae Guunt porabbled under the table he heard ounds of padding and
scraping, like the progress of an injured dog that vas causing the floor




to quiver. Fe forced his eyes open, and sav the gun shead of him, just out
of reach. He hitched himself forwards, and the mother bent to pick up the
gun as the young woman stumbled to the door. A shadow fell across Gaunt's

of mud and insufficiently baked, Parts of it were moist, other parts were
crusbling. The sight of it paralysed him while a frayed hand wavered up
from the carpet and reached towsrds him with its sske

When Gaunt didn't move, the faltered to the ragged lij
Deliberately, and with some effort, the mouth produced a h-ndfu) o
glistening aud, and then the hand came svaying towarde Geust
felt his lips twitching uncontrollably. It w 7% for nin o' oren his
aouth.

Fe couldn't keep it shut now that an outraged scream wes buildin
inside him, The prospect of his fate made not Just his south but his Veole

apraviing. Instead of bones and tendons, the erm ended in a bunch of wires
and metal rods

Gaunt stagsered to his feet and gave the mutilated dummy a kick to
convince himself it had stopped moving. The mother stood frozenm, gun
hand, in the act of turning to shoot her dsughter in the leg. The dlughter
was almost at the door, her hand outstretched to grasp the key. How los
before the shot revived the action of the scene? Gaunt eprinted to the
door and turned the key, then clutched et the youse vomen's hand,

He didn't know where he meant to lesd he o any case. th
knovledge vould alearly 25t Buvs. hazpens As ) Soon as he Tugges b her cold

me avay at the shoulder.

e Tert the vails asd loor and bis of himself begin to giv
to the dark. Abeurdit rything. Brerytning he touched se:ny.u it.
He Turched avay fron the. stamding ri th
B etber Whioh of ¢hes pignt coue Lopeidedsy for hist

Neither, by the look of it, and the gun would mever go off. Nome of
then vould'ever move again, and there vas 00 point in his meving vhen

s
R cried out wordlessly, shocked by the pain: the cinema sest had
sprung up at last d his arse.

THE WORST FOG OF THE YEAR was written in 1970
and accepted soon after by Gerald W. Page for
SORCERY.

azine

ioyever, before it could be used the m:
folded. Ramse; 1aid the
o i Tihe ee
"lost'. That is until now; with the- firet
publication of a story written twenty years'
earlier.




OKAY, SO MAYBE HE

WAS A TAD WEIRD.
&4 Gy Mo Tsillep

Call it voyeurism; call it morbid fascination; call it down right

n who ich
borders on reverance. Fe is the man who inepired Robert Bloch to write
his most famous vork, PSYCD, and Tobe Hooper te seke TEE TEXAS CHATNSAY

vell oa’providing & vealth of materisl to keep 'sick Joke!

Be'- The darling of the death set, ittle Badie Gein.

ie impossible to definitively identify the root cause of Eddiers
ty, but most observers accept that his mother, Augusta Gein, had
a major negative influence on her son's Sevelopencat.

Just 1ike the fictional Norsan Bates' dear, oweet Mama, August:
domineering, opinionsted wontn vith etrong vievs on sen 22 the kinte of
sought their company. She determined early on
Fadie and Fenry, would not assume the detestable faults iomerent in their
geador, and educated them to that end,

o finer example n's short-comings than those
exbinttied by her Musbend, Georges who vas foo often out of work and muck
to0 often resident in the bar, Vhen hie higtors of drinking finally
cought up in in 1940, Augusts vas left to raise her sons alone,

e rop Yhe alaruptive dlstraction of tneir fathe

Heary, the older of the tuo brothers, died in onewhat systerious
eir in 19k, aged forty-two. He was caught in a mareh fire and
urned to death, Some suspected Bddie of involvement, but nothing could
be proved. In light of his later criminal escapades, perhaps Eddie was
ducky to be given the benerit of the doubt,

Within tw ddie dost the rinal, wont daperte ber of his
family, hie motners 1¢ en that his problems really started

ATs Vithout wis mother Aeft Bddie deeply depressed nd nm.u. e
family fara o1l into disrepair, and Bddie becase even sore withir
from the local community o field, Wisconsin, But while his
Seighmours considered by a 1ittie strange, there vas no question of his
being camgeroue.

nd then in N x 1957, Bddie's fifty-tirst year, & local store-
unpu named Bernice Worden vent ng.
o the start of the deer-hunting season o the town was largely

8



deserted, but one eye-witness did report Badie Gein ariving the
Vordents truck. The police duly investigated, Finding Eadie
Saghimecric U Y o Snn o Scn pusatlooring. e ‘otg GEfbckss i
t to search the Gein farm found Bernice Worden... and sbruptly lost
their
The major portion of Mrs. Worden was found hanging by the heels in
Ed'e shed, The intersal orguns had besn removed via sn facision rumning
the full lemgth of the trunk, from chest to genitalia (also removed).
hunting terminology, the body had been 'dressed Pyt g
completely cut off st the shoulder. A positive idemtification could mot
be made without the head and unable to find it near the body, the two

could be hung on the vall, trophy fashion. Other discoveries would confira
that Eddie's assaults on Nrs, Worden were not the sus total of his

a s, old rags, pile
Yittered the floors, and it all had to be sifted for evidence. It did
take long for evidence of the most damning mature

Two or three kitchen chairs appeared, upon a cursory exemination, t
heve been re-upholetered using strips of human skin, The fatty deposits
onthe underside of each Chair supported the investigators suspicions.

ave been one of Bdtie's obsessions
the svufr and put 3¢ 56 8 serpricingly
o1 a0 the chairs, he fashioned it into a laspshade, 4 ton-ton
even a waste-basket (pretty pointless given his pig-sty attitude to house-
vork and tidiness). Nore disturbing still, Bitie uses the skin fron one
victin's legs to make himself a pair of i
Maotherts torsc, bressts and all, turning it into s ves
terviews, Bddie admitted to donning these skin gm-n(l .

cavorting in his yard on moonlit nights. During his nocturnal dress
Farienrne wote Tace neoke.arefully siiced Tron the ekiile of ine deas:
Beexsliined how he would pack each mevly harvested face with paper to
enoure they dried uniforaiy. hn spplication of & penetrating oid vas
supposed to keep t ppL the masks for up to
e at a t1ne befote.returning to sther busine

OF the skulls left faceloss, Bidie had heard of Norvegian fo1x tades
which told of mead being ight from a hollowed out he
foliowed the exmaple hackaaving the tope off mm for use T

bowls. Waste scraps of skin from the face-pullin vere kept in a
Quaker Oats bow, Leading some people to acouse Badie of cannivalisn Gihey
point also to the human heart sitting in & pot on Eddie's stove - ther
B Clained, for disposal, mot consumption), but it has never been proved

Anongst. the other goodies unearthed by the police team were a belt
ade of ladies' nipples; a large collection of hum 1 @ einiler

Scitatit GF ¥eiey - Nk mTAWblx wiBlk welly et uh & e
preparation but o prevent decay, snd another printed ailver ana trissed
vith & red ribbon because, Tddiesid, Getting a greonieh colour.
Skulls adorned his bedposta; and his Coite had & fine bone handie snd &
neat o ou gucased ity skin.

Revehtieu shout Gein's collection of human ephemera shocked and
sopalled offic hey sleo proeted e question: Where did Eddie
Eob hin rew meterial, hie suppiy o e for whittli

Police for miles around -u-p.ma Bddie of savolvement

7
in every missing
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persons case on their and vhile a number certainly did end up
(sometimes literally) o Fata"Shed, by ho means ALl became part of his
meat hoard.
explaining his method of obtaining fresh bodies to work om, Eddie
troubled asother taboo - he clained he dug them up from three local
eteries. Add to his already horrific ctrricalus vitas valuablc
xperience as a 'ghou

Midnight raids on fis it ks Ow: i i e b
nine or ten corpses between the years 1950-h. Sometimes he would g
uhole body, other tizes only the parts he required, such ea the hesd,

b of skin from the woman's back. On occasion,
ateriel fo 1trs righital resting pisce. Asked what he did
with the dead bodies he procured, whether or not he attempted sexual
ntercourse with any of thes, Badie éismissed the suggestion, givio e
led too bad."

R eae bedieta sexal inexperiences allied to the confusion instilled
in hin by his mothers unconventional sttitudes, which led him in his dark
pursuit of understanding. Peychistric examinations revealed Eddie's

robbing to be, in part at least, a quest for
his mother,
was found unfit to stand trial for murder by
r the mentally insane
in 1974, EBddie

m.ma until his death in 198k,
& buried next to his mother in Plainfield Cemetery, ome of the
thres he frequentes in his flegh-gathering dsys.

Tage and a smitten New Mexico artist even
published an 54 Gein fanzize (or ‘Oein
Zine') a few years ba

Sertainty Fobert Blechs novel, PSICIO

TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, with it's almost
docunentary feel, putting the cinematic
strips of flesh onto Hitchcock's gore-
free PSY. eletos

Maybe it ie because splatter filss and
ahaneleas blosdfests fend to titillate
rather than scare or shock, and th
viewer, who loves notiog better then

zm. s lvention ant ghoulish diversity prh e derioes
htly or wrongly, books and filss have given Bddie a promiment place

4n mucder history, and lauded hin o a peyco outstanding in his field
(out standing in his field ng assorted bits of dead ladies, mind).
Gtners may outoscore nis on nody counte, but little Dddie Gein vill
alwaye have a special place in the affections of we, the true crime
enthusiasts

One final note of interest in the Gein case - one room, and only one,
in She ‘desdnoose vas free from devrie, both domestic and epidersal. 1t
had been sealed by Eddie in 1945 and remained undisturbed for twelve
years

Tt was Augusta Geins room.




For anyone who wiches to read further into the case of Edward Theodore
Gein (fugust 27, 1906 - July 26, 1984) then you should seek out the
following two books:

NT! by Harold Schechter, Pocket Books, May 1989.

TEDWARD GEIN: AMERICA'S MOST BIZARRE MURDERER' by Judge Robert .
Gollmar, Pinnacle Books (copyrighted 1981)

NOTE - Gollmar is the judge who presided in the trial which was held
o establish Gein's mental fitness or otherwise; and whether he
should stand trial,




THE GROVNDLING
D. §. Lewis

At precisely 1.03 p.s., George Darly entered the church door.
He had footed it from Driffidge, which meant all of the morning since
ks that

houlderstrap of his lunchbox, kindly prepared by the Driffidge Arms Hotel
had been staying, he purped his legs against the downward slope.
ime was 12.33 p.m. as he wandered through the village street.
Nothing about. He made & joke about siestas in this little patch of 01d
England, for the watery sun was more an ingredient of an 0il painting than
a heat source. George prided himself on a poetic frame of mind, something
hese days. A precious view of

this morning. Luckily there was no one abol
gentility; his trousers had been ripped too, which was understandable,
eing the terrain he had hed to traverse; his face was smudged, but he
had yet to realise this.

He sat upon the dedicated bench in the graveyard and, just as the
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church clock reached 12.k4 p.m., his jaws met through bread and fish
paste. His mind did not record the flavour, for he was gazing at the tower
of the church wich, ee indicated by the local history books he nad been
studying, 4id y. He was particularly intrigued by

phenome: <t scurces pat it qovn to the slight sarth iremor 1n

TEoh hat idivista of thet scw Ral spiken

arising with a sun that was already hot, despite the
early hour, 1 felt the ground shudder for a moment in time. I
asked Noncy whether she haa zoted it, She shook her head megatively,
but I argued the case blue of face, 'till she fully believed
ceded round most of that day inspecting the found-t)ons,

ten of masonry loose or out of place.
7 June 1834

and we pro
but discovered not one 1

George had memorised that specific entry in a peculiar diary that
Driffidge Labrary had in ite archives. Ite first few pages ver
unaccountably missing, so nobody knew whose diary it was. There had been
others, less anonynous, all talking of an earth tremor but, incredibly,
the dates assigned to the event (1f indeed it was ome event) differed by
days, and even weeke, in each case. What is more, he discovered an
by an unknown Victorian lady, prefigurin
in her mood, which spoke of the leaning church tower in the village,
and this had been published long before 18941
"ude geaed dows upon the church, studying the patiers
of the tonbstones, for his orrow and pain needed
Tits Chsmeinien Co b Sion 1oy Il Vewme am B0 Teee
nore, bringing further tears to his already reddened eye

He had memorised those short extracts too, and now was opportune enough
to recite them aloud, if it were not for the last morsels of apple
turnover at the bottom of the lunchbox.

hing down his shirt, he noticed the sweat that had encroached
within the arapits; its waft of unwelcome memories of coming from animals
followed hir up the church path.

The heavy door crosked oo ite ninges, bresking s eileace that had
suddenly ensued. He looked at his watc ore to see 1f it 111
vorking.

Tnside, the pews had & fow Joculs dotted about, hesds bent, most
kneeling. The strong light despite its weak heat, shafted
through stainec glass, oo g oo g o g
the stone floor.

George now found himself wondering if he should be there at all. One of

ive prayer had looked up on his entry, to
take the messure of the intruder, as it were. George slid into bl
pew, moticing that all the prayer pillows had designs upon them depicting
certain dedicatees of the congregation through the centuries. The one in
front of hin had a deer embroidered with a spear through its flank:

"Mary Wurto 1874 - 1894, she was a spirit of the
woods - may her early death mean a longer rest."
The letters were spirally stitched, with ends of threads coming out,
saking thes ditficult to read.

Unexpestedly foeling 111 (must be the fish puste), George dovered nis
closed his eyes to sec if that would settle the dizziness. Fe
s)\mp.d to his knees.

hours later but, on looking casuslly at

secmed like several
e sav it had been barely 5 minutes, he raised his head again. The

hie

-
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previous inhabitants of the pews had all gone; he was surprised he had not
Beard them go. The sun was no longer streaming through the stained glass,
but there was still sufficient dim light to make out the large golden

was moving, a6
 shuffle of wings that George missed with an inopportune blimk, it had
evidently gone to ground.
He hurriedly rose from his knees, replacing the embroidered pillow in
its niche.
e afternoon light was already derelict, as he strode back into the
graveyard, The door had this time not broken the silence, as if going out

different breed, sore intractable, less str:

be sure: he was welking far too quick.

of curtains betokened that he was being watched out, just as mucl
had been watched inj not that it seemed to matter then as much as it did

Once upon the brow of the hill as he began his journey to Driffidge,
he reluctantly returned his gaze down upon the village. It was more like
4011's houses and toy models. The church-tower, if he could but believe
the darkness, was slowly, very very slowly, lowering itself to the ground,
though he knew that could mot be true. The hands on the clock, he could
just about see, were also moving so very sloly, but far too fast, he
thought, if he could actually see them move...

forged on into the woods, rather worried about the attitude of the
Driffidge Arms when they got to hear about hiz losing the lunchbox that
they had provided.

He must have 1eft it in the graveyard or inside the church.

But he need not have worried.




JOE R. LANSDALE
MAN FROM THE SOUTH
& Rolors Prkonson

Vhen NIQUT THEY WISSED TWE HORROR SHOM won m Bras Stoker avard from the
rs of America last year, it must have hat at last Ji

Torror Write

Tor over ten years, has beon published in the Tield's top megazines,
out at least seven novels

sppeared in many big name anthologies, and put o
Bes it taken g0 long for him to get on the front page? Viy 8o
Long. sn tne-ehador oF King, Keonrs and Co
Well, this article is supposed to be a prﬂll]e of the man and his work,
right? Where he's been and where he ? Okay, I'11 get to those
41t to anaver the sbove questions it
ks; and how Joe's work has been
3 h, sounds real boring

it seems tome that there are @

Try to puah back the boundaries of the
up and take motice for a while. Some will stick with you, but most won't.
Take the Spletterpunk movement for inotance. They tried fo pin that label
on Joe, but it just slid right off again, Re's done stuff that gets down
in thedirt, yet he's aloo written gentle fantasies and husorous vesterns.
No, Splatterpunk fits Joe like it fits Ramsey Campbell.
Maternativelys you can try to Jusp on @ banivagon. Try and imitate a
style or form, and hope that people will perceive something about your
y everyone else's (sounds like
o terms ) but what do I know?).
Neybe sone pecpie will be'atiracted to you by assoctstion wit
people you are 'copying'. Or maybe mot. Look at any of the B Rk
crew.
Then there is the type of person who is happy to go on doing their own
thing in a fairly unspectacular way that steadily gains = loyal following.
They do it because they need to; because they believe in what they are
doing, and will wait for people to come to them. Joe Lansdale is one such

ot the firet to try and forge his own path in the field, and he

won't be the last. Others, who have become known for a style o

uhilet staying viinin the' field as o whole, nclude Robert Aickamn

Bradbury, Ramasey Campbell and, most obvious of all, Demnis Etchis
or years Dennis Etehison wes ¥riting his own brand of Fiction because

he couldn't write any other way; and wouldn't write to suit the labels

thet other people wanted to put on his work. Demnis's time
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s0, thankfully, has Joe
Like Demnis, the trouble that Joe has faced in the past is that he is
at once in many genre's, but most of the time in none. He writes the kind
of atories that give editors sleepless nights, They know that his stories
are good, though they are not sure here tney belong. They fal into so

mamy difforent genres, or ut tines o faw, that it s classed ss irisky:
satisial, Ta o sompasitive meriat the sditor cantt l)uays tick his neek
out for & risky stery, and 50 it is turned vast majority of

Sunters vamt heir svories sut and dried (preferanly vats nothing Like &
Eo0d dose of grue to satisfy the mass- market-moron,eh?). So, for much of
Joe's early career his stories were driven underground; generally finding
homes in obscure magazines and small prese publications
In hindsight this could have been u blessing as Joe vas still learning
bis trade. His first story, THE PRINCESS, appeared in 1980 and about this
story Joe has said: "My first professional horror Story... and it shows.'
Over the next few years Joe continued to try and find his feet, putting
out stories wherever he could sell them

VE.
Everthing should have been fine and

are writing promising horror and you
put out a suepense novel things get

kinda thrown off course. Clearly, Joe
was just writing what he wanted, but

Between 1982 and 1986 Joe was more
prolific than at any time to date. e
urote el kinds of stuff: from horror;
to crime to westerns. Used m
pocaconyas than I've had ot dinners,
and appeared in as many and varied

gazines as you could think of. Once
again though, he vas still
consolidating his style and tryin
Egcimank Wil Alzing gz Lhamen Tt

tisun effoct, Thus, he wiote o
western called NIGRIRIDERS under the name Rey Slaier. He wleo
veveral strange Morror. storiee 1ike TISH NIGHT, SUCK RONT ans bOMN 5
THS SEA NEAR THE GREAT BIG ROCK (though they weren't really horror, they
Just appeared in books with other horror folks). There was aleo a
Vestern-zonbie-horror novel called DEAD IN THE VE:

B)J()L R.LANSDALE

When DEAD IN THE WEST vas published it seemed that Joe had finally
found the formilaj the mix of styles he vas after to crexte s uniguely
flavoured novel. It looked like he had found his voice; his own place in
“hich to atand up and be counted. Until he wrote THE MAGIC ¥AGON, which
sppeared & yoar Ister

his was again @ pot pourri of themes: folklore, western, and a hint of
the superaatural, But this time he had really given the vork a regional
feel that had only been touched on i
Wade Wellman did his 'John the Balladeer' stories only this time set in
Mud Creek, East Texas, an ares drawn from Joe's childhood in Gladewater.
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THE KAGLC VAN fa u perfact exemple of bov Joe hed elloved the needs
of the story to dictate the style and narrative - not Vil This is
the fundssental busis for Joe's wrk sav. Oe llows A avery %o develop

ita ovn terse, vithout pre-conceived ideas of tone, style or theme.

D

JOE R. LANSDALE

eadthisnave when ot inastange mood

geare boundardes vithout putting his
conpletely outeids any

mover 15k FER DRIVE-IN.
Sasically a story conprising marder,
mob-violence, cannabilism and melting

o point in time is the sto
taken out of the horeer camp. atthough
there are feelers into other genres
that provide a little light relief.

also turned his hand to

BY BIZARRE HANDS, a collection of his
bast ahort fistion is soon to be
published by NEL in the U.K.
forthcoming are a 30,000 word mry for
a Night Vieions volumej & nove
Ziesing Books called GIT BACK Aty
¥iion b s veiting nov; doss aosis book work, tnd » tiead Soetalaect of
the DRIVE-TN series of sto Looki ead to next year, Pulphouse are
£oine to release snother et ot Joes .nun fiction from his early yesrs,
though 'a few surprises’ has not been rule:

Byl pigelf et g b e TE meaiiy mts b s My
of hia best atories Beck to dery categorisation and seem all tne berier

© it Terhaps people should just be bappy to call thes staries. Afte
a1 b what seems to have mattered to Joe.

In this piece T vanted to try and dispel the notion that Joo Lansdale
writes horror and nothing else. Joe Lansdale WRITES. He gives us what the
story needs, which should be enough for anybody. Take him or leave him,
Joe Lansdale is here to stay

I just hope he stays for another ten years now that he seems to be
getting the acclain he has for so long deserved.

The following bibliography is far from complete.
For instance, Joe's first fiction sppeared in the
late '70's, though this bibliography only covers
stories written aince 1980. And there at least
nother two pseudonyns under which Joe has written.
If you do have any information which can further
complete this bibliography, then please send

to the editorial address.
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‘ROOTS OF A WRITER'

featuring
%Mm?ﬂ%}é&

I can remesber the first time that I ever went to the cinema. It
to e U OTLE DOWN THE WIND. with Hayley Mille. I don's mean that T went
Vith Haviey Milles T mean that she was in it. Unfortunately there's v

went to see, we get to JASON AND THE ARGONAUTS and we're up and running.
Vhen I look back to a7 childhood, this 1s how it eluaye ies The usual

memories, of course - beaches and caraven holidays and the weird landscape

5 the 16cal dump that drew us like a magnet, the time a lizard cravied up

out of one of the drains in the next street and a big crowd of k:

Satnered around to vateh i1, achooi playe, the firat time I cav snow st

Christmas - but there sre certain recollections that tower over everything

about the things that grab us and fascinate us and open up inmer doors
Whose existence ve hadn't even suspected. Key memorable events are a part
of our lives these we call autobiography. Others sre from the realm
of the issgifation, and these we tend b0 call iafluesces
n think of plenty of those, some of which you may even share.

Like he gigamtic Taloms mih head creaking as he turns o 100k dovn on
Hercules and the other wimpish little Argon-ut wholve Just boosted &
couple of king-sized jewels out of the statue'

¢ clockvork flying horse in THE TRIEF OF BAGDAD, ssseabled in
parts amd then epringing into suden ) te

here's an example of how autobiography and influence can

e same with the first DOCTOR WHO Dalek story, watched alone in my

front room on an series of
And then later on Saturday nights, the first black and white Diana Rigg
son of THE AVENGERS.
These, as the song goes, have always been a few of my favourite things.

Aud there vas uhat T ves rending, of c
Somewher Xong 1 ot hold of TRE COAPLETE SHORT STORIES OF HG WELLS,
and gt ne er left uy side thereafter

o entie veignty mmnon, tvo stories made a profound and
lu\geﬂng impression - THE DOOR IN THE WALL and THE MAGIC SHOP. Even then
I was being araen oo the area that I'n most interested in today;
et runge  inaginative mo-man's-land created where the utterly real and
the utterly fantastic rub up againet one snother. I suppone 144 hu
identiied this aa ihe Tuilignt tone it only so many of the stori
net series hadn't been s worthy and so pedestrian Ti te singers
padded out with tventy minutes “oF supertious dislogues and oatly pespied
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by those dull and two-dimemsional beings who seem to live only in

felevision drams and whose offspring now inhabit EOWARD'S WAY. I much

preferred THE OUTER LIMITS; I1'd lie in bed whistling the theme music until

Eomebody called upstairs and told me to stop. Or a studio-based series of
uT

BBCh and seemingly forgotten by most; this has always lingered in my
o1 the occasions on which Auntie got the tone exactly right,

here I'm sware that I'm inviting
coneiderable approbrius - like a performance by cargo cultists who once
STAR WARS and then tried to recreste it dressed in cardboard boxes and
tinfoil.
Apart from vhat smeaked into the house via the TV set, I reckon that I
me tvo or three sources.

Seekend. The former offered the kind of varied Saturday morning children's
Jrogramme of which the Multicoloured Swep Shops of thas world are but pale
Teitations, and from there I graduated to Sunday double-bills of Heamer
and Roger Cormen and a sprinkling of Willisn Castle, I gradusted kind of
early, but it was & family-owned plece and they knew me and alvays used to
ook the other way when I presented my thirteen-year-old self for the

And the bookstall... God, T wish I could find something like that
booketall mow. The stuff was all put out in open suitcases under a canvas
owning right mext to the loudmouth who sold towels from the back of an
open van, and you could turn up absolutely anything there.

Nowadaye you just don't see an interesting secondhand book until it's

Bom think he mede 1t arcund to Eccles very much at the time - and with
he prose style of leslie Charteris, whom 1'd take over PG Wodebouse for
Ligniness of touch any day.

mev 4l of this in together with Gerry Anderson’s 60s output, o few
imporied copien of FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMLAND (through which 1 seemed to
O e know movies 1ike KING KONG and METROPOLIS inside out long before I

n reading material.
was a pretty broad definition B
DEMOLISHED MAN; and the cradle of my interest was a number of marked-down,
quence copics of ANALOG and GALAXY that made their way onto the
Packe of o local mewsagent alongside the aforementioned FANOUS MONSTERS
Wnat I aidn't realise at the time was that this stuff was
rgo ships and

it turned up like flot,
incomplete echoes of a far-off culture that I then tried to
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integrate into my own view of the world.
is probsbly going to sound odd to anyone who knows them only by
their more recent work, but the two writers for whom I developed the
hony

greatest enthusiasm were Piers Anthony and Larry Niven, Niven for his

nSPlike vay with character and dazaling ability to Tiip an ides around to
the in
hic

4 to the extent that I
) =y first BEC

Iadte play, without resction frow smom. I reslly dou't kiow et
happened to the two of them; both seemed to undergo a radical char
style after A VORLD OUT OF TIVG and the BATTLS CINCIS triloey res}aectuely.
vith Niven's books resesbling the later worke of Mictair Macles
{tovortn-is? nature of their idess and execution, whilst Anthony
Yarned into something reoenbling o busan Laserprinter

When, at the 5 year st University, T sat dovn
vtk ay o34 portabie’ typevriver and by nu,,;».na,pm trping sivle (uhone
speed hus iaproved while sothing else about it has altersd) in an etfort
O Enock o story. conpetitios encry for SCTENGE FIOTION MONIRLY, what
vas essentinlly doing was producing & pastiche of all thet I'd read and
been possessed by in the past few years.

CTENCE FICTION MONTELY is still fondly remembered by many, and was

or-less duff novelisation of SATURN 3 that represented a few weeks' paid
writing during the lomg ITV strike of 1979, and through all of it T was

slowly beginning to realise that SF wasn't exactly the path that 1 really
my own vork and 1 sav too many recycled echoes and mot much
of me. I was growing up, 1 suppose; I was fortunate in that 1'd been able

but T Btill didn't feel that 114 found  voice thet vee entirely ay ovn.

crackpot peeudoscience ané yet I couldn't handle the kind of edor-league
physice that were coming to prevail in the late '70s and early '80s. I
don't think it's much of a defence of a story to say that the characters
may_be cardboard but the maths is all solid.

But where else was I to
Straignt realiom didn't sypeal - transitory social values didn't strike me

more 'real! than invented ones - and to write 'pure’ fantasy seemed
too much like cheating at cards to win toy money.

It wes in this frame of mind that I came up with CHIMERA which,
vhatever its faulte and virtues and the uncertainties of its main
character, 1 could recognise a6 mine, It had its debts, not least to THE
ISLAND OF DOCTOR MOREAU, but it had its strengths as well - some of which
I'm only now coming to appreciste after witnessing its surprising
durability over the past decade.

CHIMERA sold well, but mot terrifically well. But the advance gave me
the wherewithal to leave my job and become a full-timer, making it = major
landaark in my life

FOLLOWER, my second novel, has to be one of the best-kept secrets in
British publishing, It cane out ¥ith & vhisper, appesred mowhers received

pubiicity and no revievs 811 1 know nobody other than STEPHEN
TAVE read it (at e'11 also tell you t
esons brosniowes hin bTErand that really he's & spy)s Toter that the
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Telationship vith Gyhere that had etarted with SATURN 3 uas wore or less

Vost of my ver the next thrae or four years wers of radic plays
and short fiction; royalties from world sales of the two DOCTOR WAC
gtectes) vont givauthe bank macouat) & elcome hike svery now and again,
but my heart was in the novels and the novels didn't seem to click with

ing. on determinedly vith By mmbition o predics
Tealistic thrillers with fantastic subterts, yut publishess’ were looking
at the material and saying, 'Well, I'm sure it's good, but it's not for
s,

I'm not exactly sure how I kept going. I don't mean financially - my
wife kept on working and somehow we steered through the thinmest patches -
but in the way that I was driven to refine and polish the same obsessions
without encourage
sense of hope. I seemed to embody the antithesis of the entire study-the-
market mchocl of professionslis; T hat tvo novels backed-up, unpublished
and apparently unpublishable, and my response to the situation wae

anyone

Something weird was happening around that period, and it was happening

me as a reader.
There bad been u tine, 1a you've probably been sble to gather, that 1
could read any old crap that came sy way this is the important
Part =~ Stila yet someching out of 10, T con wel) remsuber the’esy miter
finishing my final exams, going down to the SF bookshop on Springbank in
Hull and buying every Bantam DOC SAVAGE novel in the place, and them
taking theo back to gy Toom and reading thew sll, one after another

suppose it was a mental to 411 the besvyveight atuts :m: By
head had been filled with, ...a the pleasure of it vas tremendous.
little at  time, as I felt my grip on my own nutpul improving, I found
that ay tolerance vas getting narrover. 1'n not saying Phat I vas coming
to exist on  pure diet of Jane Austen and Gabriel Garcia Marquez; simpl.
that if a book didn't seem to address concerns that I was trying to
acdress, and if it didn't do 1t in & way that gave me some new kind of
insighty then my attention vould start to vander

5 why, the further along the line we go, the list of influences

ia added to less and 1 know this is specific to me, but I'm tempted
to vonder if it isn't a valid general point about a writer's career. In a
way it's a good thing, because it means that you listen harder t
voices inside instead of browsing through the supermerket of everybody
else's fiction, But then I think back to the pleasure of reading that I
can now only sporadically recapture, and I feel a certain sense of loss;

T can imagine is that it's somehow transferred itself over from the
reading into the writing, and so hasn't vanished altogether.

The book that made it mo financial sense to write was VALLEY OF LIGHTS,
and 1% broke the puttern. & year later, OFTOBER - rajected by every
publisher in town, some m twice - gave me Tot legitimate entry
Tato tne top ten bescaclier Tistinges DOGR RIVER Folloveds chen PAIN.

no more account for their success than I could for their apparent
faddure. M1 1 do kmoy in that asything that shaped thes cun Lo traced
back, not to currest fashions or aarket study or anything half s
e s that caught me and fascinated me way back
at the very beginnin

he early part of this yesr has been taken up with meetings and

planning, and rewrites for a CHINERA TV minseries. During ome particular
Toek T provided a couple of mew cencs to expand shightly the roles of the
two children who give the creature shelter on their pa far

ponse 1 got an .nmn..n: memo.

new material, d. Very affecting. Just like WHISTLE DOWN




THE GINGER BEAR

Gup £. Smith

The villagers called her the Ginger Bear. Few of them knew her real name
and to those that did it wes of no consequence.

Michelle Wildig had bought the old stone cottage high up on the hillside
overlooking the tiny village several years prior to her

there permaneatly. A huge woman with & mane of bright chestnut h
was approaching sixty. Fer broad freckled features might have been deemed
attractive had it not been for her perpetual scowl of discontentment, her
pouted full lips primed to let forth a vitriolic torrent of abuse at any

A daunting gientess, she attempted to turn back hikers and dog-walkers,
a Colossus in baggy trousers hitched above her wrinkled ankle socks , her

them. Sometimes the children came to taunt her, threw pebbles up on to
the slate roof to bring her charging from her hermit abode, their
fleetness of foot ensuring their safety as she blundered after them .
Once P.C. McEwan was summoned, parked his small white police car at the
end of the hard road and walked the rest of the way. Basy going, he was
within a year of retirement, he had no wish to exert his authority in
these peaceful surroundings. But this hermit woman had telephoned with a
complaint and it had to be investigated for the records. A stern word, it
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would go mo further because he had no desire to write lengthy reports.

o e got to stop, officeri" Her face was suffused with blood,her hair
‘ohe was shaking visibly with rage as she ushered him through to the

enfortably furnished living room.

“What's the trouble, thent" He noted with some surprise the expensive

stereo, the television and video, the highly polished antique furniture.

having people walking their dogs daily pog i it

thick Tinger, gardening grine beneath the ragged pail.

Nor an I standing for hooligan children using the track as a playground.

T'don"t know their names, but I can deseribe them to you in & smal

5.
"The track is a bridle path," the policeman experienced a twinge of
nervousness, "a right of way that can be used by the public st any time

A shrill shout, he saw how her green eyes
"ALY 1

"Then they can stop using 3
glinted with liquid fire, her complexion darkened still further.
“sk is to be left slome, to live my own life. There are dozens of other
slaces in theae hills where they can go and foul the grass with the
dogs, where those brats can run riot.
W11 see what I cen do." McEwan felt a pang of cowardice. He should have
1aid the law down firmly, but he did mot. Instead he departed husbly,
hurried back to his car, wes glad to be away from this place and
approaching the village before it was time to switch on his headlights.
It was right vhat folks sald, the Cinger bear ves crezy. More than that,
il

up there ond stirring it up! It she telephoned another complaint he would
1 her, over the telephone, to stop wasting police time.

The ancient stome circle stood on a small hillock above Michelle Wildig's
ce, too,

grass and undergrowth. An oasis on a stretch of farmland, an island
Tourists tredied up to it, forged o
path through the barley to reach it, came away disappointed because there
was nothing to see, Just a few westhered boulders that would sink out of
Sight altogether in a few years, marked on a map but not meintained. A
waste of everybody's time.
Collette had come to Bratain during the college summer vacation. Petite
with short dark hair, she would be returning to Paris at the beginning
of September in time for her eighteenth birthday. Having studied English,

S Tasormy 4T frightened you.n, Michelle Wildig smiled fleetingly.

Wlhere's nothing left to see here, you know. Just the sacrificial stone
y that tree!

Collette glanced where the other pointed, could just make out a

Jarge square stone smidst the mass of pink wild willow herb. "Oh, 1 see."

You can't possibly see from herel" There was @ note of reprizand in the
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older women's voice, an annoyance that merged into dominance over the
student. "Core over here and see for yourself.

Collette followed the woman, her mouth suddenly dry, fought against a
desire to turn and flee. That would have been stupic.

WThere it isi Michelle stabbed s finger at the weathered stone. "Placed
co that the first ray of the rising sun falls on it. And them..." A harsh
lough, a cutting motion with the flat of her hand across her Ghreat.
UTherets probably o good neny had the chop on that stone:

1Onin Collette's sweas chilled, she stepped back s pace. She had been
enoying herself quietly until this woman hed sppe eared, just Tike the
she be the one the locals called the Ginger Bear, had... crept up
e Ihe hiri7s fieen goocepinpied, there was definitely something
sinister sbout this giont of 4 woman in her soiled working clothes.

"The druide didn't like people poking avout ip their dosash the Ginger
was & harsh, threatening whisper, "any

Collette svallowed, stepped back a pace. "The villogers say the stone
", she wonted to sound defisnt but her voice ouavered,
Somevody tested it

d out. "Ignorant peasants just like their
Fitch-nunters, bt they wonti drave B out with their doges and
t astard childre
Soneunere in the distence Collette heard the first rusble of thunder 1ike
the old gods were becoming angry at her intrusion, her doubts.
hmsnts Syes vere fives on hes burning deep into her. Fating her with a
frightening intensity.
1 have to be going.", Collette began to back awa
ving don't you look at the stone prope:ly nov thet “yourve taken the
trouble to come all the way up here?" Vichelle Wildig shrieked. "Go on,
look, And if you lock hard enough you']l see the bloodstains of the
sacrificial victims! Go on
Bot Coliette drdns look, Sne Timed, stusbled avay across the umeven
ground, blundered into the waist high corn beceuse she had lost the peth.
Running blindly, the ears swishing around her, slapping angrily st her,

splatted on her bare arms and face. A clap of thunder almost directly
overhead, a jagged fork of lightning that seemed to earth in the stone
circle. She ran heedlessly, turned her head away from that old stome
duelling ax she passcd it.Look cloacly and you'l) see the blood of the
icial victims

GoTTette dids't wart to sec the bloodstains, did mot ever want to cose up
here again.,

Carl Tweed had ecked & living from this stony hill fara ever since his
father had died and left hin the hundred acres above the Cum. At forty he
was stooped and weatherbeaten, the living wrinkled image of his father
and his father before hin. A dying breed that would resist the march of
progress whilst there was still breath in their lungs. You grew cor:
DD e he.government paid you a subsidy so that they could stockpile
bsidy on every head of scraggy sheep and cattle. Nobody wanted
ither, but they still paid you for them. You sowed and harvested
your fields, tended your livestock and took them to market. A cycle that
lasted until you died and then somebody else took over. Except that Carl
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had no_children, 50 wife to besr them. Fe had often thought sbout thought

vas too busy farming.

e oeb e nesraster nad chenked ite vay up the otecp tra
threatened to overheat, Carl had borrowe from Mister Williams at th
Guilden, like his father used to do each hAvasits Chr as Mcttuis Oiin
might be its last se

large avess of the gulden barley lay flat
and battered. It should have been combined last week but Williams wes
using this sachine to harvest his own grain crop vhen you borroved farm

ad to wait in the queue. And the grain was going to be
it was going to be a lean wint

the that would take him in a direct line to the old

Carl would not
risk interfering with it because the snooping buggers were sure to by
vatching hi

A11 the

aame, ne hated the place. Not becsuse he was scared of ity simply
that it robbed him of half an acre of corn or pasture. He dr
lose to it as possible so that n

go unharvested. And that was when he saw the girl.
His first reaction was one of embarrassment, averting his gaze because she
was stark naked. Her body was draped across the big square stone, legs
lewdly spread and dangling, head back as though she was poised to mate
with a lover who skulked in the tall weeds out of
Then a second, sideways gl y a voyeuristic instinct. And

was when Carl Tweed noticed the blood splashed on the smooth white
skin, drie¢ by the fresh westerly breeze. Even then, he did mot scream
until he saw the gaping wound in the slender meck.
Leaping from the combine harvester, leaving the old engine ticking over
Jerkily, he fle¢ downhill to summon help.

e the
ow of ears should

"'Er vouldn'a open the

told a stoic-faced plain clothes

detective for tne eniravine doun st the smeal viliage police station,

U15r shouted to me to bugger off becasee it u
tom

eren't mone o' my busin
80 seein' as T

ess,
1"1ad b0 walk 411 the vay doun
e it SLiigac Evs s bt ey jou sl waykaly »Avenumna, A

if you asks me, it's ‘er what done iti

[Theak you fox your nely, Hister Tweed", the policeman appeared mot to
han . "Now, u'11 be good enough to sign this statement...here,
v e TERi ek e Emant oh Thi, pbaper an &w komh

INe may need to tall to you again but in the seantise you can g0 end
inish combining your barley

"No bloody feari The farner stood up, a bow-legsed caricature of his
ancestors, replaced his ragged cap on his shock

sirt

of iron grey hair. "I

ain't goin' up there agin, no Thet corn can stop, whether they paye

me for it or not. That woman
lot says, and I ain't takin' no chances of ‘el
the village, they'll tell you. The
"Thank you, Mister Tweed, you've
flourishec his hand with an air of finality. "I'a sure P.C. MoBvan i
awvare of all the local gossip. Good day o you.!
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£ the rumours that were spreading from the
Michelle Wildig had threatened
A variety of threats

rong
in the act of either slicing bread or carving meat,
one of her uncontrollable rages, bread or meat knife in hand, to
cemonstrate with the student. And in the heat of the moment the older
Yomen had cut the other's throat, carried the body up to the stone circle
and hoped to pass it off as a human sacrifice by the spirits of the druids.
Crazy. But the Ginger Bear was crazy! And mow she had gone missing from
her hom
The CID men had called at the cottage three times since the day before
Yesterday when the body had been discovered. They had knocked the door,
Yapped the windows, but nobody had answered. Naybe the old coot had gone
aps she had suffered @ cardiac arrest or a stroke
rages, and was lying dead on the floor. The curtains
were always kept closed so it was impossible to see inside.
o on up there, George, see if you can make her hear. If not , you'd
better force an entry.
“"Jesus Christ, the honest copper on the beat always got the lousy jobst
A1) rignt, 1'11 see whet I can do."
Michelle Wildig did not answer to George Nchwan's authoratitive knocking.
The constable stood listening, heard only the mewing of a circling buzzard
over the distent stone circle. He sighed, knew what he had to do, and
snicked the lock with a piece of pl
The cottage was empty, he had mo doubt about that as he stepped hesitantly
Gour of mustiness greeted him as if the place had been empty
the rooms

Telief when he was back vutside in the lete suamer

and breathed a sigh of

Sunlight with the door closed behind him. Wherever the Ginger

she certainly was not at home

e had no reason to walk through the field of uncut storm-lashed corn up

%o the stone circle. The Scene of Crime detectives had spent the whole of
village constable to find.

Bear

Nothing at all. All

ehying away from thet area of undergrowth and p

brow of the hill. It was like something was calling him on and

Unable to resist, swesting profusely inside his uniform.

Perhaps, subconsciously, he vas killing time so that he did not have to
on and run any more errands for those t

0 he was nearing his destination.

he vas

moment of madness and th
Eventually. It wasn't his problem directly but he cou
er on his beat. Blaming it on druid spocks vas the essy
Shuddered and wished he could have gone along with the idea.
Re parted the tall weeds, eased his wey up on to the ancient place of
vorhip. And that vas when his brain refused to accept what his eyes sev,
when he tried to scream and couldn't.
For from the age-old sacrificial stone the gashed throat of the Ginger

Bear grinned up at him.

way out, he



BRITISH FANTASY SOCIETY

The British Fantasy Soclety vas formed in 1971 to provide
coverage of the fantasy, SF and horzror flelds. To achieve
this, the society publishes its Newsletter, packed vith

Best Novel, Best Short Story and Best Film. Amongst those
vho have enjoyed the benefits of the British Fantasy soclety
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ke st Pt sttt e, L il
& Vaguer, Kaaly Yade Tellnan, Gese Tolie.

British Fantasy Society membership is open to everyone. The
subscription is only £10; $24 in the USA; £13 in

Fantasy Society" and send to the Soclety's
secretary:

Di Wathen, 15 Stanley Rd, Morden, SM4 SDE, UK.
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A GUY WITH A TALE
TO TELL
& Olovitt Fclogpo

In recent y.

rs' several publications have run articles on Guy N.
o uncovered bis uriting career. From the early begianings
& published in the LONDON MYSTERY MAGAZINE; through
the succesatul paperback publications; and omvard to look at t
Smith in the genre. Most notable in this categor:
tnd wore recently, the Juse
be time for you to read (and
Lty sinialy ntr-cing the areas already covered
both thoroughly and cnmpe('nt]y by the abor other, publications.
Tet slthough most artiales are very derined with their facts, they are
devoid of an; ¢ behind thes, Tending to skis ligntly
Siviage rather than desving decper io search out Anewerss S here, in this
srticle, T wieh to sitenpt ut o tiAR Fue Wingi ERswtipns
Guy N. Smith achieved such a phenomenal impact with novels
rike nm-u- OF THE CRABS, THE SUCKING PIT and BATS ODT OF KELL?
horror novels as 'bad

tante fraah s rea
more in c outer packaging of breakfast cereal comp:
the rosd vorla, That M- plote for ste o far-fetche:

ries e
© SLTMF BEAST, KILLER CRABS and THE WALKING )

titles, fast moving dotion inatesd of lengthy yages of character buildine,
and wildly usiandien plots that n Guy N. Smith so popular in this

country and abroad.

Reading o Guy W, Smith novel can be compared to the foslings
ide at th ou vant to be
T eanilerated snd have fun at the came. tine to see what's coning
nnot prevent it from happening, Your mot there to
t 11 your fellow passengers and find out their most intimste
A

later atage in no
entertuioment, not sducation, It may ot be the soet pepular etrle
“riting, but there is a market of avid readers out there buying and
Teading Swithla sovels, And, et the end of fne day, thet's WheC publichers
are slvays inter
You have to .m consider what 1 can only describe as - 'the Guy N
smien production 1

1974 nmu -ixty Smith novels have been published by a
aesortnent of pobiishers, vet e hew Bngaien Library. n 1977 and 1981
e bohe vers published, thoush 1982 still holds the record with mo less
e ae vooks sppearing for the first time on the shelves. And only one
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year since 1977 has Guy K. Smith failed to produce more than two books
or publication (1985 - THROWBACK). Whether this comstant writing and
publication of novels is a deliberste policy is unknown. But it does mean
that & new paperback will be found on the bookshelves, on sverage, every
four months, thus giving the avid reader a new tale to consume.

Some publications, however, have
failed to make any impression. They
quickly diaappearsd Tnto obscurityy amd
onto the 'most wanted' lists' of the

The four

o
certain publications that have achieved
great success, as well ss a great many
reprints.

THE SLIME BEAST, THE SUCKING PIT,
THIRST and Cuy N. Seith's most popular,
NIGHT OF THE CRABS have each sold many
thousands of copies, Though it's
interesting to mote that the earlier
works' have given Guy N. Smith greater
fame compared to his vast nuzber of
publicetions issued throughout the

eighties,
The mid-aeventies saw un upsurge in
the reading of horror literature whes
New English Library published debut
novels by two aspiring writ Stephen King anc James Herbert. Suddenly
had been vhetted, and their desire to read othe
& there, on the sheivea, vith
Guy N. Smith, You could even say h
litersture of the

several booke already published, was
was the 'third! member of New English Library's 'horror'
the nusber of books been published and mew writers! trying to
break inte the field has increaged enormously. So Fining muccess in this
particular genre reTaiTTiculs sompared Co"the serenties when

demand suddenly outstripped supply.
if Guy N. Smith had been trying to break into the field of horror

(sounds 1ike any new writer
at's exsctly what it ia). knd srywer, “this 4

weys,
on 'what could have happened', and no consolation for the Guy N. Smith
reader.

i sou canmet

Whatever your own thoughts are on Guy N. Smith's novels

deny that he dn not popular, During the earler part of this year,
cripts, copy typescripts and Srest captes

handwritten and unpublished thriller from
unpublished novel with a football background written a year lster; and
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PULP. A collection of horror/sf stories, privately duglicated
published 1a o lone-off: faste by Guy K. Suith in 1972, Fhase thras dtens
£30-00 and £15-00 respectively. What pr

calculate

though you can at least expect them to double in value.
Other collectable items include all

e, R
HAD BEEN LANCED O the most sought after, And slso, thy

OF THE WEREWOLF), which vas only issued
in Geraany during the mid-ssventies b

Another aspect to Guy N. Smith's
early euccess has been the quality of
the front covers.
1 writers, the front cover is

a vital part of their publications as
it's the first visual image any
potential reader will see.
can have an adverse effect on the
overall sales of any book. A here again,

from certain exceptions like
ACCURSED and CRABS' MOON during the mid-
cighties, it's the earlier front covers

fron hapsy at the quality of the covers
over recent years. He even describes the
cover to THE CAMP (Sphere 1989) as "the

"It's just a guy in bed." remarks
Guy. "I presuse he's supposed to be screaming.He could be yawning for all

this, Guy has recently taken total control over the front

novels, So if @ cover of similar inferiority to that of TEE

you now know who will be blameworthy.

doubting that the most successful series of published stories

Smith has been the 'Crabs'. From the original appearance of NIGHT
in 1977, no less than five sequels and a number of short

stories have transpired. And, most recently, it's these tales that have
taken America by sto

teresting to note that Dell, the American publishers, would like
more mainstream horror y

With Guy N. Smith you either like what he writes, or you
little 'middle’ ground through which readers and critics

taking a new direction. Unless, of course, he
decides to write under a pseudonym.

Whatever happens, there will always be a place on the book shelyes for
Guy N. Smith and his style of writing. And as long as readers still want

to such
¥ill be coming

to your nearest bookshop.



DREANS FOR SALE

Mlichael Reed

It all started in the old market place. It was a dusty old square, full
of bustle, barter and bargaining., Vendors of food, jewellery an
innumerable other commodities called out an exciting cocktail of shouts:
“Vegetabl
“Chickens, plump and freshi"
irls, see thisi Sparkles at low pracest"
Shouts in the dust.
Hordly a place to mset such a quiet old men, 1 treueht,
He was sitting behind a large wooden box, on which lay several
interestang-looking old books. 1 moticed & sangular quadity in bis eyesi
Kle,  vitality that 1 had never seen bes
"Dreans," he seid, watching me, as his voice "ot calaly through the
clagour of the merket.
1gued, 1 walked over to his stall. He watched me as I approached,
Chrough the bustie of huge-breasted wonen, children with chocolate mouths
and hagglang men, Hio eyes danced, and I had the queer feeling that even
this old fellow's eyes would spar
he said sgain, his voice perfestiy sudible in the din.
Something odd was happening, 1 felt.
seemed to be suppressing some inner laughter, and though his mouth
remained @ thin line, some of the mirth seemed to be escaping through his
eyes, like air hissing through the pinched neck of a balloon.
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WDreams are older thanm the enigmatic Sphinx, more ancient than the
gardens of Babylon. Where do they come from? To where do they go? What
e croatures that lurk in the shadows of  nightmare? Nobody knowe,

5ir, nobody knows.
He bppeared to be speaking “to himselr, as if reciting a strange personl
catechism. Indeed, I might have believed this, were it not for thos
mesmerising eyes, vhich gazed intently into me the whole time. Not once
4id 1 see hin blink.
The raucous market sounds were forgotten.

WWhat price for a drean?" he asked then.
Price? What could he mean?
T amiled wnconvincingly.
are you selling?

Was he wad?

T frowned.

"I am a collector, you see.
He was making me a little nervous, but by now I was sure he must be quite
mad, and 1 decided to humour him

"What would you pay for mine? ke
hels oat vbiid Sepend on what you dreased. What was it last mignt? -

As @ matter of fact, I did.

"1 dreamt thet 1 was the Commender of an army, and all my seldiers

ade plain. Then, cuddenly, 1 vas in a ditch, snd

1" the men vebe staniing over sing knives. 1 tried to cry out,

but my mouth was full of sawdust. I awoke just as the kmives begen to
descend. It disturbed me a little, I must say.
Ke nodded, seeming to contemplate it, then said

4 like to buy it."

1," 1 answered, "how much?"

"Fafty guiness, 1 would
Fifty guincas! If 1 could get fifty guiness a dream from this poor nsene
fellow, I could make a small fortune!

"Do’ you have that much?" 1 asked,

Wand more," he said, and produced a small puree, which

nstantly agreeing to

for 1 could not believe t.
he opened to
his

he said, standing up na folding his small stool.

Mihere are you going? 1 aske
" he sa1d, and made an aﬂnuyed gesture at the crowds. "We will

din

do business 1n a ouieter place
He led me to & small house and we climbed a rickety staircase up to a
top room. There was a small table, draped with a dusty clothi two chairs

and_an 011 1,
Ke 13t the lamp ans the shadove flanched back, ve 11 scalded. Then
and 1 obeyed. e sat down opposite, his face pale

"Give me your hand," 16

¥ 414 g0, rather enjoyang the eerie, Eystic atmosphere.
to my eyes

1 obeyed.

"Do not let your eyes leave mine," he amid. "Now, resember your dress.
- Do you have 3t

"Yes," 1 said, recalling a3 seldiers.
He studied my
"o not ook awey from my eyes. Ignore everything else.”
1 did not look away, but 1 remember all that happened as if 1 hed watched
it directly.
The lamp blazed up, and @ grimning face appesred in the glass.

15 the Dreamsi" he said, "Do not look mway!"
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The teble cissotved, deaving our ends and the lamp suspended in mid-air.
eyes! he cried, "my FYES"
Tnen 3ae) fove melted avay. s1ipping off like hot tallow, to lesve his eyes,
gouted from the lamp, splashing across the

cealing, which now stre
The face laughed silently in the glass, and the soldiers of my dream
marched across the room, with skeletal faces. A man whose face was a

, and blood dripped upwards from the floor. Huge sounds

Then it was gone, all g
He relaxed and 16t g0 of 3y

"Desr God," 1 said.
"1 now have your dream
money."
Fe gave it to me and 1 ran down the stairs, into blinding sunlight, into
reality.
"IL's over," T asid to myself, listening to the market rov. "It wes

awful, but it's over

T stare st the coins 1n my hands, and reslised that I Gren't vant thes.
back, and wanted no reminders of that hellish episod:

1 turex the soney mah nto the air.

And 1t fle

The market stalls became piles of sand, and I was standing in a raver of

blood.

TALISMAN BOOKS

42 Town St., Marple Bradee, Stockport SK6 SAA
(061) b49 9271
Stephen King
Dark Tower, Gunslinger; .. Tnseribes wns
signed by King. e £325-00
Firet arart of the fila script for sper
Sematary's Inscribed and signed by King.
Fine £60-00
Other King material available.
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