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The discovery of mystery. |

writer Robert Wilson

By MICHAEL GILTZ

he Hritish. seem 1o
breed terrific Mystery
and - thriller - writers
with astonlshing ease
== think of everyone from
Sir Arthur Conan Duylf,
e Agatha Christie, to John
Le Carre and P [ames.

The latest import about
to catch fire-in the 153
Robert Wilson.

"He's gathering a follove-
ing here, definitely.,” de-
clares Susan Hanson, the
manager, of Manhattan's
specialty” bookstore *Part-
ners o Crime. “His “Last
[last.: year's] *a

wak - pedl] “happy deht- 1o
highly . re “Raymond -
arded a5 ong Chamdler.
of “the  best <L loved writ-
thrillers: that i those
many - peophe books,” . say
had nlz:ul ina - Wilson of l]‘ir:
Tong time:" ‘crime | novels
Mow, with featuring . the
the rélease of “fixer™  Bruce
“The = Com- Medway. “The
Ln:ny, Ed of 'Tﬁlﬁﬂl'l-j 1
Strangers, StOppe Wils
'\\’il'lu:i'l. Innl_'::_x j Ihaj:jlh :m:hm.ig
podsed to hit wad [nereste
the bect.  Harcourt in them. It's as
seller . lisg -~ 480 pages, $25 simple as that.”
thanks o Ewen his own
strong early reviews'and a ' UK publisher  wasn't

hefty first printing.
“Company” is a complex,
entertaining  thriller that
beglns i~ Lisbon . during
World . War IT and cli-
maxes in'England in the
Late 'ﬂthWilM:n nimbly
creates (his' first female
protagomnist — a

headstrong ‘spy with an

able mathematical mind —,

and - the 'most sweeping
tale of his career.

I thecimidst of his first
U5 book-tour: — Wilson
did rake & low-life” tour
of ihe . States via Grey-
hound whenhe Vs youn-
ger = the 4d4-year-old au-
thor ook some time o
discusgs the delights of see=
ing a publikher gear up to
turn him into a howsehold
namE. .
~ Wilson, who' now lbves
in: Portugal, had “enjoved
critical acclaim in England
for-his first four books —

noir-ish. thrillers st in
Wesi Africa
that . owed a

wholly sold' on his break-
oul potential.

“The marketing director
didn't even read one of my
books until number four,”
says Wilsan, who knew
not to expect -much in-
come feom writing at the
beginning.

1 S
“Hy
hit the

“My agent said to me,
It's going to take a long
time before you have am
cosh flow at all." That's all
he said, ‘a lopg time! A
long time to me was a cou-
ple of years. Three years,
maybe. But it was some-
thing like six years before
I made ARy sart of reason-
able money wherebhy 1
could just write! That was

peat. himsell with "“The

agmtuhi.'lt‘awiwlumhnﬂﬂmumiiﬁ:
hawe any cash flaw,' ® recalls Wilson, a Brit senzation who
tima with “The Company of Strangers” (lefi).

when I got the contract to
do A Small Death In Lis-
o "

A . clewer, . classicall
shaped.  thriller, “Small
Death™ garnered rave re-
views and the Gold Dag-
ger Award as Best Crime
Novval fresm Hritain's
Crime  Writer's: Associa-
tion.

But Wilson doesn't re-

Company. of | Strangess.”
Even th-:u%h it. too, is.set
in Lisbon, His new book is
ng  mmach, about - the lowves
aned: betrayals of his hero-
fne, Andrea Aspinall, as it
s “about the | numerous

" puzzles that come her way

\l._'h'l|.e trying to uncover
Nazi spies who are desper-
ately trying to get inform-

i athon and material to aid in

the building of an atomic
bamb,

Wilson,  who'  studied
English at Oxford Univer-
gity, took on a series of
jobs — ship contractor, ad-

vertising executive =— be=
[ore Enally < knuckling
down o the hard work of
learning * the” craft  he
wanted  to s~ all
along. He and his wife de-

o elded to live ina very iso-

Lated farmbouse in Portu-
gal  where  they  could
survive - quité’ " cheaply
while he pot better and
beater at his work:

Mow, Wilson gets up at
five in the morm nmads
a few pages of a —
currently  he's  finishing
Michael Ondaatje, and be-
fore that he read Mabokov
— and then plunges into
his work, confident be can
tackle the task at hand

“Before, when “ T wasn't
wrilings, T was ‘ofl ‘making
mapey,” says Wilson, wha
didn't kave a break for six
yeiars.

Mow- he can ﬁna.U].- al=
ford to turn down adver-
tising work, though he's
still  too  cautious to be
cheeky about it.

“l never managed (o sa
‘met with any arrogance,
a8 Wilson, laughing. *1
.'||.w:|.1.'5 sort of said, T cig’.q:-n't
need to do thar just yet
But - don’t  eross - me  off
your list." *




