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| envy those lucky people who can start a novel at Chapter
One, line one, and keep going, chapter by chapter, until
they get to the end. I’ve never been able to do that.
Stories turn up in my head in totally random snippets

and chunks. I've got no control over the process and
sometimes it can take years for the bits to link up
together. I'm always working on four or five ideas at once.

| nearly always seem to begin with a place: Antor in
The Ship that Fell Like a Star; Nantyceirw in the
Bwgan-Wood books; a tropical beach, a hot stony
desert, a foggy suburban backyard. At this point
there’s no story, just somewhere waiting for a 0
story to happen. j

Then, if the place is real enough in my mind, I'll begin
to see pictures of people - short action clips and fragments
of dialogue like the ones you get when you fli
the television channels - except that in this case t
programmes haven’t been filmed yet! Sometimes the
images crop up on the edge of going to sle
they’ rg&genume memories; sometimes the mp up
out of nowhere. I'm puzzled and intrigued. Who are these
people? What are they doing? How and wh they get there
and what’s going to happen next? : .

Eventually, with enough of these 1'_ "'es the plot takes shape.
_ | get to this stage, | can't stop | just have to find out what
. happens. And finally, havmg a notebook full of sketches, maps and
random scribbles, | can get down to fitting everything together in
aw y'that makes sense.. -

It’s a low process; it’ s random it’ disorganised - but it's
also exciting, infuriating, hard work and fun. And it'’s why
Iw __ge stories. -
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