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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were — and remain — landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







SURVIVING


FOR nearly eighteen years I’ve been keeping a secret to honor the memory of someone, now pretty certainly dead, who didn’t want it told. Yet over those years I’ve come gradually to feel uncomfortable with the idea of dying without recording what I know — to believe that science would be pointlessly cheated thereby, and Sally, too; and just lately, but with a growing urgency, I’ve also felt the need to write an account of my own actions into the record.


Yet it’s difficult to begin. The events I intend to set down have never, since they happened, been out of my mind for a day; nevertheless the prospect of reexperiencing them is painful and my silence the harder to break on that account.


I’ll start, I guess, with the afternoon an exuberant colleague I scarcely knew at the time spotted me through the glass door and barged into the psychology department office calling, “Hey, Jan, you’re the expert on the Chimp Child — wait’ll you hear this, you’re not gonna believe it!”


People were always dashing up to inform me of some item, mostly inconsequential, relating to this subject. I glanced across at John from the wall of mailboxes, hands full of memos and late papers, one eyebrow probably raised. “What now?”


“We’ve hired her!” And when I continued to look blank: “No kidding, I was just at a curriculum committee meeting in the dean’s office, and Raymond Lickorish in Biology was there, and he told me: they’ve definitely given Sally Barnes a tenure-track appointment, to replace that old guy who’s retiring this year, what’s his name, Ferrin. The virus man. Raymond says Barnes’s Ph.D. research was something on viruses and the origin of life on earth and her published work is all first-rate and she did well in the interview — he wasn’t there so he didn’t meet her, but they were all talking about it afterward — and she seems eager to leave England. So the department made her an offer and she accepted! She’ll be here in September, I swear to God!”


By this point I’m sure I was showing all the incredulous excitement and delight a bearer of happy tidings could possibly have wished. And no wonder: I wrote my dissertation on Sally Barnes; I went into psychology chiefly because of the intense interest her story held for me. In fact the Chimp Child had been a kind of obsession of mine — part hobby, part mania — for a long time. I was a college freshman, my years of Tarzan games in the woods less far behind me than you might suppose, in 1990, when poachers hauled the screeching, scratching, biting, terrified white girl into a Tanzanian village and told its head man they would be back to collect the reward. Electrified, I followed the breaking story from day to day.


The girl was quickly and positively identified as Sally, the younger daughter of Martin and Hilary Barnes, Anglican missionary teachers at a secondary school in the small central African republic of Malawi, who had been killed when the light plane in which they and she were traveling from Kigoma had crashed in the jungle. A helicopter rescue crew found only the pilot’s body in the burned-out fuselage. Scavengers may have dragged the others away and scattered the bones; improbable survivors of the crash may have tried to walk out — the plane had come down in the mountains, something less than 150 kilometers east of Lake Tanganyika — and starved, or been killed by anything from leopards to thieves to fever. However it was, nothing had been heard or seen of the Barnes family after that day in 1981; it was assumed that one way or another all three had died in the bush.


No close living relatives remained in England. An older daughter, left at home that weekend with an attack of malaria, had been sent to an Anglican school for the children of missionaries, somewhere in the Midlands. There was no one but the church to assume responsibility for her sister the wild girl, either.


The bureaucracies of two African nations and the Church of England hummed, and after a day or two Sally was removed to the Malosa School in Southern Malawi, where the whole of her life before the accident had been lived. She could neither speak nor understand English, seemed stunned, and masturbated constantly. She showed no recognition of the school, its grounds or buildings, or the people there who had been friendly with her as a small child. But when they had cleaned her up, and cropped her matted hair, they recognized that child in her; pictures of Sally at her fourth birthday party, printed side by side in the papers with new ones of the undersized thirteen-year-old she had become, were conclusive. Hers was one of those faces that looks essentially the same at six and sixty.


But if the two faces obviously belonged to the same person, there was a harrowing difference.


A long time later Sally told me, gazing sadly at this likeness of herself: “Shock. It was nothing but shock, nothing more beastly. On top of everything else, getting captured must have uncovered my memories of the plane crash — violence; noise; confusion; my parents screaming, then not answering me — I mean, when the poachers started shooting and panicked everybody and then killed the Old Man and flung that net over me, I fought and struggled, of course, but in the end I sort of went blank. Like the accident, but in reverse.”


“Birth Trauma Number Three?” We were sitting cross-legged on the floor before the fireplace in my living room, naked under blankets, like Mohicans. I could imagine the scene vividly, had in fact imagined it over and over: the brown child blindly running, running, in the green world, the net spreading, dropping in slow motion, the child pitching with a crash into wet vegetation. Helplessness. Claustrophobia. Uttermost bowel-emptying terror. The hysterical shrieks, the rough handling…Sally patted my thigh, flushed from the fire’s heat, then let her hand stay where it was.


“No point in looking like that. What if they hadn’t found me then? At University College, you know, they all think it was only just in time.”


“And having read my book, you know I think so, too.” We smiled. I must have pressed my palm flat to her hot, taut belly, or slipped my hand behind her knee or cupped her breast — some such automatic response. “The wonder is that after that double trauma they were able to get you back at all. You had to have been an awfully resilient, tough kid, as well as awfully bright. A survivor in every sense. Or you’d have died of shock and grief after the plane crashed, or of shock and grief when the poachers picked you up, or of grief and despair in England from all that testing and training, like spending your adolescence in a pressure cooker.” I can remember nuzzling her shoulder, how my ear grazed the rough blanket. “You’re a survivor, Sal.”


In the firelight Sally smiled wanly. “Mm. Up to a point.”


Any standard psych text published after 2003 will describe Sally Barnes as the only feral child in history to whom, before her final disappearance, full functional humanity had been restored. From the age of four and a half until just past her thirteenth birthday, Sally acted as a member of a troop of chimpanzees in the Tanzanian rain forest; from sixteen or seventeen onward, she was a young Englishwoman, a person. What sort of person? The books are vague on this point. Psychologists, naturally enough, were wild to know; Sally herself, who rather thought she did know, was wild to prevent them from turning her inside out all her life in the interest of science. I was (and am) a psychologist and a partisan, but professional integrity is one thing and obsession is quite another, and if I choose finally to set the record straight it’s not because I respect Sally’s own choice any less.


From the very first, of course, I’d been madly infatuated with the idea of Sally, in whose imagined consciousness — that of a human girl accepted by wild creatures as one of themselves — I saw, I badly wished to see, myself. The extreme harshness of such a life as hers had been — with its parasites, cold rains, bullying of the weak by the strong, and so forth — got neatly edited out of this hyper-romantic conception; yet the myth had amazing force. I don’t know how many times I read the JUNGLE BOOKS and the best of the Tarzan novels between the ages of eight and fifteen, while my mother hovered uneasily in the background, dropping hints about eye makeup and stylish clothes. Pah.


So that later, when a real apechild emerged from a real jungle and the Sunday supplements and popular scientific magazines were full of her story, for me it was an enthralling and fabulous thing, one that made it possible to finish growing up, at graduate school, inside the myth: a myth not dispelled but amplified, enhanced, by scientific scrutiny. The more one looked at what had happened to Sally, the more wonderful it seemed.


Her remarkable progress had been minutely documented, and I had read every document and published half a dozen of my own, including my dissertation. It was established that she had talked early and could even read fairly well before the accident; and that her early family history had been a happy, stable one; all we experts were agreed that these crucial factors explained how Sally, alone among feral children, had been able to develop, or reacquire, normal language skills in later life. She was therefore fortunate in her precocity; fortunate, too, in her foster society of fellow primates. Almost certainly she could not have recovered, or recovered so completely, from eight years of life as a wolf or a gazelle. Unlike Helen Keller, she had never been sensually deprived; unlike Kaspar Hauser, also sensually deprived, she had not been isolated from social relations — wild chimpanzees provide one another with plenty of those; unlike the wolf girls of India, she had learned language before her period of abstention from the use of it. And like Helen Keller, Sally had a very considerable native intelligence to assist her.


It may seem odd that despite frequent trips to England, I had never tried to arrange a meeting with the subject of all this fascinated inquiry, but in some way my fixation made me shy, and I would end each visit by deciding that another year would do as well or better. That Sally might come to America, and to my own university, and to stay, was a wholly unlooked-for development. Now that chance had arranged it, however, shyness seemed absurd. Not only would we meet, we would become friends. Everyone would expect us to, and nothing seemed more natural.


My grandfather used to claim, with a forgiving chuckle, that his wedding night had been the biggest disappointment of his life. I thought bleakly of him the September evening of the annual cocktail party given by the dean of arts and sciences so that the standing faculty could make the acquaintance of their newly hired colleagues. A lot of people knew about Sally Barnes, of course, and among psychologists she was really famous, a prodigy; everybody wanted to meet her, and more than a few wanted to be there when I met her, to witness the encounter. I was exasperated with myself for being so nervous, as well as annoyed that the meeting would occur under circumstances so public, but when the moment arrived and I was actually being introduced to Sally — the dean had stationed himself beside her to handle the crush, and did the honors himself — these feelings all proved maddeningly beside the point.


There she stood, the Chimp Child of all my theories and fantasies: a small, utterly ordinary-seeming and -sounding young woman who touched my hand with purely mechanical courtesy. The plain black dress did less than nothing for her plain pale face and reddish hair; history’s only rehabilitated feral child was a person you wouldn’t look at twice in the street, or even once. That in itself meant nothing; but her expression, too, was indifferent and blank, and she spoke without any warmth at all, in an “educated” English voice pitched rather high: “How d’you do, a pleasure to meet you…” There she actually stood, saying her canned phrase to me, sipping from her clear plastic container of white wine, giving away nothing at all.


I stared at the pale, round, unfamiliar face whose shape and features I knew so well, unable to believe in it or let go of the hand that felt so hard in mine. The room had gradually grown deafening. Bright, curious eyes had gathered round us. The moment felt utterly weird and wrong. Dean Eccles, perhaps supposing his difficult charge had failed to catch my name, chirped helpfully, “Of course, Janet is the author of that fascinating book about you,” and beamed at Sally as if to say, “There now, you lucky girl!”


Only a flicker of eyelids betrayed her. “Oh, I see,” she said, but her hand pulled out of mine with a little yank as she spoke, and she looked pointedly past me toward the next person in the receiving line — a snub so obvious that even the poor dean couldn’t help but notice. Flustered, he started to introduce the elderly English professor Sally’s attention had been transferred to.


We had hardly exchanged a dozen words. Suddenly I simply had to salvage something from the wreck of the occasion. “Look — could I call you in a week or two? Maybe we could get together for lunch or a drink or something after you’ve settled in?”


“Ah, I’m afraid I’ll be rather busy for quite some time,” said the cool voice, not exactly to me. “Possibly I might ring you if I happen to be free for an hour one afternoon.” Then she was speaking to the old gentleman and I had been eased out of the circle of shoulders and that was that.


I went home thoroughly despondent and threw myself on the sofa. An hour or so later, the phone rang: John, who had witnessed the whole humiliating thing. “Listen, she acted that way with everybody, I watched her for an hour. Then I went through the line and she acted like that with me. She was probably jet-lagged or hates being on display — she was just pretending to drink that wine, by the way, sip, sip, sip, but the level never went down the whole time I was watching. You shouldn’t take it personally, Jan. I doubt she had any idea who you were in that mob of freak-show tourists.”
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