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dedication to
Mythago Wood (1984) and Avilion (2009)

As youngsters we just couldn’t wait for school term to finish and
summer holidays to begin. It meant that we were to be shipped
off for the duration to our grandmother’s house at Tenterden,

a place we all adored. Rob, being the eldest — about ten years old —
was entrusted to get us there safely by bus from Chatham —
all of us in knee-length corduroy shorts, gabardine macs and
carrying a duffel bag. He was the leader of our little gang and

I saw him as my protector.

The next day we would be up at the crack of dawn. An old red
deer stag would come to the five-bar gate at the back of the house.
Whilst Pete and I peered out from the woodshed Rob would
approach it quietly and feed it stale bread until, startled, it would
turn and race off down the field and out of sight. We would
hurriedly follow — Rob streaking ahead to the old railway line where
he would stop, wait for me and help me across as I was scared of
the cattle train that used to steam around the bend where we crossed
— through the kissing gate, across the deep-cut stream, then Rob
would sprint ahead again into the wood where after 10 minutes
or so Pete and I would find him by the millpond, now deep in the

oak woodland.
One only has to reach up, take a book of his from the shelf,
open it, and the smell of those early woodland forays is as clear

now as it was then.

— Curis Horbstock
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. Rob and [ met in the early "70s. We drank together,
were once in the same writers’ group (when I had the =

remarkably silly idea that I might be a writer) and worked
on three novels — he as writer, me as publisher. He was
a great friend for almost forty years and a great writer,
whom I was privileged to publish, and most of all an

irreplaceable, lovely bloke.

— JOHN JARROLD
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For many of us the writing profession is lonely,
confidence-sapping and a place full of self-doubt, but Rob
was always there to shore up the worried author. He was

a pillar of encouragement, enthusiasm and inspiration.
Rob had the ability to drive away any demons within the
first few minutes of speaking and I would put the phone

down fired with new energy. I was not the only one.
Rob was the hub for a whole circle of writers. In earlier
years we would go for long treks, to Mam Tor, Froggat’s
Edge and along Offa’s Dyke. Rob loved being out in those
wild and windy places, which enlivened his mind and were
so much an inspiration for his work. In Spain too, he drew
from the spirit of the landscape, from the pinewoods
and crags of the Sierras, to produce his wonderful novels.

He was those forests, he was those mountains.

— GARRY KiLwORTH
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When [ stumbled into the world of SF and Fantasy,
over 25 years ago, as a young journalist, Rob, already
a successful and award-winning author, was absolutely

friendly, welcoming and encouraging. A big, affable

man, with a knack for putting people at their ease,
he was always one of the Good Things about the British
SF world. MythagoWood was one of my favourite

novels of the 1980s.

— NIEL GAIMAN
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I saw Rob as my closest friend, but because he had
so many other friends I was never sure if he felt the
same way about me. It didn’t matter. We now real-
ize he was at the centre of a vast network of closest
friends. At least two or three times a week the
phone would ring and Rob would say, ‘Chris, mate
... justa quickie’ That was usually an hour of the
day used up. Other times he would say, ‘Chris, mate
... just a real quickie.’ That was about half an hour.

The phone has been very quiet recently.

Like most of his friends I have hundreds of vivid
memories of him. All of them are about funny
incidents involving Rob, or sudden jokes, or weird

or insightful things that Rob would abruptly say,

or they were odd or touching or Charming insights
into his gentle side. We always laughed with Rob.
He was the best company imaginable.

— CHRIS PRIEST



All of Rob’s work was a revelation: his many domains share a visceral, palpable sense of actuality; you could smell,
taste and touch them. His passionate love for the Land was the heartblood of his work and his life. No one spoke
about woods and walking in them like Rob. I was astonished when Sarah told me that their home was not full of forest
debris, that he was in fact quite tidy. He profoundly knew that the Land is the physical repolﬁtory of human myth and
that the power we imbue in sacred objects exists forever, even if we cease to understan@'cﬁeir function or purpose;
something he contemplated as we viewed Celtic ritual objects one day at the British Museum. Myth was not an
intellectual idea or concept for Rob; it was alive, radiant, wild and a thing to be quested an ncountgred with humility -

and honour. Rob surrendered to his world and its expression in all of its primal majesty angﬂferom g'lory I W}‘ll miss

his brave and valiant adventuring, his inspiring courage and fortitude, his deep gener051ty
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This is overwhelming news. Rob was that fairly rare
combination of fine writer and immensely likeable
person. I had great respect for him and admire his books.
As Robert Gould has suggested, nobody had Rob’s
sense of the ‘wild wood’ and its echoes in our deep
consciousness. Jim Cawthorn and I included Mythago Wood
in our 100 Best Fantasies all those years ago and I have
been pushing it on to people ever since. Not one reader
has ever been disappointed. Rob wrote in the
tradition of some fine English writers, including
Charles Williams and G. K. Chesterton. His sense of place
and mystery extended to the city as well as the country,
yet he never imposed any theories or ‘philosophy’ on his
friends and the main impression one got from him was
of a sweet-natured, interesting man in whose company
time was never wasted. Even if you had never read
a word of Rob’s fiction, your life was brightened by

ing him. A man of great substance and a nice,
--'~_ bloke _a_t.the_ sé'rili,_tirzne.
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Rob was .a great-hear rld sﬁemii-t_o h a3

have a crush on him, a W ¢ he so clearly
ad an irrepressible

or the world around -
v&ers. He was bursting

with unwritten books. We spent much too much time

had a crush on evegone el
laugh; an almost manic enth
him; and soul enough for any t

together on the phone while he rhapsodized about novels
yet unwritten. I thought there was time enough to get
them all written. None of us could have known that he
would be taken from us so young,
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Rob was my godfather and a beloved uncle to ]oshué’; ,

Callum, Loui\s",-\liory, Toby and me. In all my life Rob never

words, he was ‘the friendi&"b‘ear’. He was funny, and great

company, and we al\l\}o_y:ed him a lot.
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had a bad word ‘E'('}Qg_ly about anyone or anything and that *

%, . '
was one reason why wesall loved him so much. In Callum’s
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At Easter, our regular Easter egg hunt was always
o OO
organized by Rob, who wrote lovely little poems
and messages as clues for us to follow as we ran from
tree to garden shed, to stile, to watering can until we
came to the carefully hidden eggs, often in very funny
places, where he always made sure there were more

than enough to go round.
g

We shall all miss his wonderful imagination,and we

will keep ‘the fricndly bear’ in our hearts for ever.

— MATILDA VERRELLS
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e As one of his-translators I had the good fortune to work
g' o Wlth th trying to follow the paths of his unique
1mag1natibn I Wll]I mlss hlmrlmmensely Thank you for
- every Word you ‘ever WI‘OtC,-dI' spoke, Rob. Hope to meet
il S you in one of those otherland forests

— PETR KOTRLE |
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[ first met Rob in 1977. To the 19-year-
old kid that I was then, being offered the
friendship of this young author who looked
like a Viking was a stroke of luck. I realize
today how long it is since we last met, how
many times I promised myself to try and
see him the next time I'd go to the UK.

I thought we had all the time in the world.
How can we make that same mistake

again and again?

— CHRISTIAN LEHMANN
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go toiconventions, and has
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than I can say.

— PauL McAuLey
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I first met Rob in 1976. A number
of people have said how kind he was,
R _ and that’s 100% true, but he was
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I met Rob for the first time in 1991.
Although I'd published a couple of stories
and sold a couple more, I was still
effectively a nobody as far as the wider

s SF world was concerned. Despite this,

Rob (who was at the bar with Chris Evans)
waved me over, bought me a pint, and
talked to me like I was one of the gang.
I never forgot that. I was out of the

# country for mogst of the next 18 years so

we only met on a couple of subsequent
occasions, but he remained that nice,
approachable, generous bloke I met all
® those years ago.

— ALASTAIR REYNOLDS




All of us who were lucky enough to know him as family
or friend also know what a great sense of humour he had
and how he could get everyone laughing with wild
exaggerations about his misfortunes as a writer or gleeful
stories of how he had embarrassed himself and everyone
around him by committing some dreadful faux pas.

e all loved him for it. He never had any misplaced sense
of his own dignity and was as happy behaving with very
few inhibitions as he was joking about it afterwards.
He was someone who could literally be the life and soul
of any party, with no side to him and just a desire to
be with his friends and help them enjoy life as much as
he did. A lovely man, a great friend, a terrific writer

and a very special person.
— Roy KETTLE
The world will be a poorer, greyer place without Rob:

without his warmth; his huge, generous enthusiasm.

As a writer and as a friend he was always the best

company: inspiring and whole-hearted. In a way neither

of us could ever have expected, he helped change my
life when he took me for a pint and a plate of rabbit
stew at the Nag’s Head in Edale.

— CoLIN GREENLAND
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memories fe while we can. But we are always

Jad that we knew each other, and seeing we all

me fro m g PC at makes

Thanks to everybody who contributed — sometimes
unwittingly — to this keepsake, and apologies to everybody
whose memories couldn’t be included for reasons of
time and space.
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