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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.



      
      BOOK ONE






      
      I

      
      THE GIRL who came out of the university’s Biology Hall was heroically built. From a distance, her body might have been called slim,
         even slight. But beside the two ugly pseudo-Greek statues which flanked the building, her height showed.
      

      
      She was at least eight feet tall.

      
      She looked indecisively down the long rank of wide steps, her eyes slitted like a sleepy cat’s against the morning sunlight.
         At the foot of the steps, a small knot of students stopped gossiping, and heads turned toward her. Sena knew the hostility
         in that silence.
      

      
      She went down the steps, mincing over them like a dandy. They had not been laid for such a slender goddess; the risers should
         have been two inches higher for her, the platforms nearly that much broader. As she approached them, the students pointedly
         turned their backs and examined the state of the weather.
      

      
      “Damned lummoxes—” somebody muttered.

      
      “Everybody over nine feet tall please leave the room,” said someone who had read his Carroll.

      
      Sena had heard it all before, but it still hurt. It was hard not to say “Out of the way, pygmies,” or in some other way make
         a virtue of difference.
      

      
      Some of the giants had done that, in their hot-headed youth: a group that had gotten notions of superiority not only to ordinary
         diploid human beings, but to Dr. Fred himself. Their end had not been pretty, but it had been edifying. Dr. Fred told that story often.
      

      
      “Don’t get the idea,” he said, “that you’re above your diploid fellows just because you can look down on them physically.
         The day may come when chromosome-doubling will be commonplace. If that day comes, it will come because the process has real
         advantages over normal reproduction; but those advantages are yet to be proven. If you want to see them proven, don’t give
         yourselves airs—or you won’t survive to see.”
      

      
      These days the giants listened to Dr. Fred. He had made the giants. He was very old now, and could be expected to die before
         the year was out, for his high blood pressure had lately turned malignant; but somehow the giants did not expect him to die.
         He was a man apart from the other diploids; it seemed impossible that their physical limitations could apply to him—
      

      
      Careful, careful! The shortness of the diploid lifespan was not necessarily a drawback. That kind of thinking led to paranoia.

      
      Sena passed the students, allowing herself the useless defense of pretending that she hadn’t seen them. Like most of the giants,
         Sena felt vaguely uneasy among them, like a parent in Toytown.
      

      
      Yet it was more than that. The tallest buildings in the world were not tall enough for her, for even the tallest of buildings
         had doorways—doorways which would not admit a giantess unless she stooped. The whole of human civilization seemed waiting
         to be rebuilt, bigger and better, cleaner and higher.
      

      
      And the time! The giants had so much of it. Their lifespans had not yet been measured, for, thus far, none of them had died
         except by violence. (That qualification always, so far, meant the Pasadena pogrom—the entire insurgent group on the West Coast, whose pride did not go before their fall or after. The enormous installation
         they had built cooperatively and without diploid aid as their home turned out to be their funeral pyre and their monument.
         Laid out in the shape of a gigantic Greek cross, it flamed throughout their crucifixion and smoked for days afterward. That
         long-shafted T had brought them nothing but hatred and destruction. Dr. Fred kept photographs around to prove it.
      

      
      (He had had occasion sometimes in the fifteen years since Pasadena to remind his more biddable children that mere existence
         was ostentation enough, beyond which they must be circumspect.)
      

      
      Dr. Fred estimated that-unmolested-they should live to be a minimum of 150 years old, more than twice as long as the average
         diploid human. The one-in-a-thousand tetraploid adult organisms produced by nature, mostly in Lamarck’s evening primrose,
         lived six times their normal span; and the first synthetic tetraploids had proven to be almost as long-lived.
      

      
      Of course, the very first synthetic tetraploids had been plants—Datura, the common chickweed, developed at Smith College in 1937. The U. S. Department of Agriculture had later extended the process
         profitably to food plants of many kinds. It was the work on rabbits and pigs conducted by Haggquist and his associates at
         Stockholm’s Karolinska Institutute, however, which had proven artificial polyploidy possible in animals; from that momentous
         day in 1950, the road leading to Sena was clear.
      

      
      For Sena, who was not yet thirty, the whole small world was in the throes of an endless spring-tide: a youth that would last
         more than a century, with toy bridges and houses and roadplanes clustered at her feet, and more than time enough to learn everything one needed to know, and the high-browed, god-like figures of lovers striding through the narrow streets of
         diploid man.…
      

      
      The world waited, flooded with delicate greenness that would never die.

      
      “Sena!”

      
      She turned. Sam Ettinger, the young, black-haired radiation expert, was running after her, traversing the cement squares in
         long bounds. The students scattered up the steps to watch him pass.
      

      
      “Hello, Sam.”

      
      He pulled up, smiling. His eyes crinkled at the corners. He had a way of looking at people as one might look at a sleeping
         tiger cub—with curiosity and admiration, yet with a certain wariness.
      

      
      “You’re very aloof these days,” he said. “One would think we weren’t committed to each other for this cycle.”

      
      She reached out for his hands.

      
      “Sam, don’t. There is always so much to think about; you know that. How was the house?”

      
      His mouth drew down at the corners, and he looked uneasily away. It was not, probably that he wanted—or needed—privacy any
         less than she did, but that notions of privacy differ. He was wholly at ease with the tetras’ vacation arrangements, himself,
         but he did not believe that Sena ever would be. Well, there it was. He had grown up a Williamsite, she had come to it late
         and self-conscious. Because of her scruples and because he wanted to please her, he must have gone to look at twenty houses
         (and she at twenty more) but the outcome was always the same.
      

      
      “Not for us, Sena. When I got to the development, they had a sign up.”

      
      “ ‘Built to Scale’?”

      
      “Yes. To their scale, as usual. The agent said he was willing to let me rent if I could pay three times the tariff, but I wouldn’t.”
      

      
      She shrugged. “If you had agreed, there would have been an ‘unfortunate’ clause in the lease, or something.” She released
         his hands abruptly, all the pleasure she had taken in the morning sunlight seeping out of her. “Sam, what are we going to
         do? I don’t want to spend another summer in a tent. Dr. Fred can afford to be patient because he’s old. But we’ve got to live in this damned
         society.”
      

      
      “It has its drawbacks,” Sam said. “But we can probably outlive them. In the meantime, I hate to say it, but if we don’t find
         a house within a week or so, we’d better put in a reservation at the Gathering Ground, just in case. There are half a dozen
         new tetras released to come to Dunhill next year, and the Society always urges them to join the congregation even before they
         hit the campus.” Under the aegis of the Williamsites, many tetra social problems had solved themselves. The enormous summer-long
         gathering was made to order for tetra schedules and the sect’s ideal of “perfect religious tolerance” included tetra marriage
         customs without heckling or restraints.
      

      
      Sena nodded, abstractedly. Her need for a hearth and a chimney to go with it, instead of a comradely campfire, was the same
         as her desire for a ridgepole and walls instead of a tent. It was part of being human and inexorably female. So was the ability
         to submerge her romantic desires in a rush of practicality. “By all means, make the reservation right away, Sam. Let’s not
         take the chance of being forced back into the cornfields, again.”
      

      
      “Oh, I don’t know,” he said gently. “That wasn’t so bad.”

      
      “Just the same, I keep hoping that one of these ads will turn out to be for a lovely ramshackle old place left over from the
         days when they didn’t mind thinking big. Ten-foot ceilings, and thirty-foot rooms … ! When you come right down to it, a pygmy development is no good
         for us, even if we had the money—”
      

      
      “Money,” said Sam. “Well, I got the outside job I told you about—”

      
      “I still don’t quite see that. I thought we were explicitly forbidden to take any part in diploid sports, by SPEECH rules
         if nothing else:” SPEECH was the Society for the Prevention of Exploitation of Exceptional Children, and it had loomed large
         for most of every tetra’s young life. A trust fund and congressional backing (modelled on the state’s stepping in to protect
         the children in an old case of multiple birth somewhere in Canada) created SPEECH: a well-intentioned, penny-pinching group
         of right-minded pygmies. The Society watch-dogged tetras from conception on. They cheeked the facilities on the chosen maternity
         hospital and stood by in emergencies, they contracted for and issued regular bundles of clothing perfectly suited to the climate
         of the individual giant child and guaranteed to be as unbecoming and institutionalized-looking as prison-stripes. Over and
         above the child’s own family’s desire to remain as inconspicuous as was compatible with a garage-sized playpen, SPEECH loomed
         with an endless list of ‘thou shalts’ and ‘thou shalt nots.’ Tetra children fell into blaming all their ills on the Society,
         and the more rigidly the Society adhered to its narrow purposes, the more justified tetra resentment became. An occasional
         malcontent had broken away, but it was extraordinarily difficult for a tetra to find a bushel to hide his light under; most
         of them simply endured their childhoods and … waited.…
      

      
      Even after they departed their homes for Dunhill on the twenty-first birthday that set them technically free of the Society’s
         octopus-like protection, they found a legal tentacle or two entwined among their adult activities. Sena, in grade school, had been barred from all games
         and equipment, and she was sure that the prohibition was general, forbidding all tetras at all times to engage in group sports.
      

      
      “That’s right,” Sam said, “as far as it goes. But there’s already an exhibition football team of tetras, and some exhibition
         teams in other sports. Strictly spectator sports: hockey, for instance, and boxing. Basketball, too. We’re to play in armor,
         with a twenty-five-pound football, against another tetra team, and the crowds duly come in to watch us murder each other.
         Ought to draw pretty well.”
      

      
      “Sam, Sam,” Sena said. She began to cry and tried to stop, furious at herself, but the slow tears would not stop rolling.
         The students watched, whispering interestedly. “What a beastly thing to have to do—even the ditch-digging was better—”
      

      
      “Ditch-digging?” Sam said quietly. “Sena, you know what happened when I tried that. I wouldn’t have quit. They fired me. And
         I tried to get a job as a stevedore. And a hod-carrier. And some other things of that kind. But the unions won’t have it.
         Maybe by the time I get my doctorate there’ll be a particle physicist’s union, too!”
      

      
      He looked abstractedly at the bright blue sky. Automatically, Sena looked up too, but there was nothing to be seen there,
         not even a cloud. She tried to swallow the lump in her throat, but it seemed that nothing would ever rid her of that sense
         of having to live every minute of her life on display, like a revolving lay figure in a second-story showwindow. If they did
         have to spend the summer at the Gathering Ground again, she would try to recapture. that careless rapture of their first times
         together-but it was entirely hateful to spend their intimate coin so publicly. She could not bring herself to take his hands
         again in hers as a silent pledge, although that was her first impulse. The sniggering pygmies were still fascinated, watching the notoriously celibate
         “married” couple having a pillow-talk on the public path.
      

      
      For the tetras at Dunhill, even the most harmless of the pleasures of campus life, the late-night revelations, confidences,
         and attempts at ordering the universe over a last beer at the corner tavern, were stringently restricted: the tetras did not
         fit in the booths, and had better sense than to patronize juke joints. They had to be particularly careful about drinking
         in public, in any event, since their enormous tolerances almost always provoked a challenge from one or another career alcoholic—a
         sure path to a fight, followed inevitably by a riot. Their most intimate conversations always seemed to be carried on in the
         middle of a sidewalk in broad daylight.
      

      
      Sam seldom seemed to mind. His attitude was that the situation was certainly unpleasant, but not intolerable, since much of
         the talk was—literally—over the diploids’ heads. At least, he could point out, tetras were seldom spied upon in lovers’ lanes
         any more: in such darkness and isolation several diploids had gone looking for easy amusement, forgetting the acuteness of
         tetra eyes and ears. A few broken bones, underlined by bruises and contusions, had put an end to the practice.
      

      
      “But they’re right, by their own lights,” he said at last. “Where muscles still count, we’re labor-saving machines. We can
         do more heavy work, and do it faster, than the diploids can. If the unions admitted us, sooner or later the diploids would
         be out of work. But this exhibition football team doesn’t do any economic harm to the diploids, because we aren’t allowed
         to play against any but our own kind. Do you know what Methfessel—that’s the promoter—wants to do next?”
      

      
      
      “What?” Sena said in a small voice.

      
      “He wants to stage tournaments. The real thing; he wants to put tetras on big brewery Percherons, give them spears, swords,
         all the rest of the medieval armory. If he can get police approval, he’ll pay up to a hundred bucks a day.”
      

      
      “For murder!”

      
      “Not necessarily. Maurey says molybdenum steel would make a strong enough armor against a light spear, aluminum for instance,
         or even dural. And of course swords would be just a joke—”
      

      
      “Sam, don’t you see? They’re making us fight each other! How long would it be before we began to take these tournaments seriously?
         Before we split up into rival groups like the Roman charioteers, with betting, bribes, assassinations and all the rest? Maurey
         must be mad even to consider it!”
      

      
      “Well, Maurey’s pretty bright,” Sam said neutrally. “Anyhow I’m not in on the tournament deal, Sena. I’m just playing this
         armor-plated football. It’s rough, but it’s extra income for us. Maybe we’ll find ourselves that house after a while.”
      

      
      “Maybe,” Sena said. She had herself back under control, more or less. They linked arms and began to stroll toward their next
         scheduled class. The students, disappointed, began to trickle away. “In the meantime we’ll just have to go on living in the
         dormitories, I suppose. I envy people like you and Kelland, with parents living near the University. That must make it easier.”
      

      
      “It doesn’t,” Sam said, with some surprise. “I don’t know how it is with Kelland, but my folks are afraid of me; they wouldn’t
         let you see it, but it’s the truth. Somehow they thought the paracolchicine treatment was just a sort of health tonic. They
         didn’t understand ten per cent of Dr. Fred’s explanation, they just thought tetraploidy was a sort of guarantee that I’d turn
         out big and strong. Now it’s ‘oh, not so damned shaggy!’ You know how that goes. I think perhaps they expected the subsidy from the Society to be extra income, too, instead
         of being all used up for the big beds and the special dungarees and all the testing routines. And my older brother hates my
         guts. I make him feel puny—and he still claims it hurts his business connections to have a tetra in the family. He made it
         sound like my father kept a live crocodile on a leash—until good old SPEECH stopped paying the bills.”
      

      
      “I know,” Sena said somberly. “But Sam, it’s worth it. We’ve got to believe that—otherwise, where are we?”

      
      “Where, then?” Sam said. “I wish I knew.”

      
      “There’s an old Indian legend about the horned devil caterpillar,” Sena said. “Ernest Seton-Thompson tells about it in one
         of his books. Mother Carey offered the devil a drink from the Double Cup. One half held wine, and the other half held, I forget,
         something unpleasant; anyhow there was only one place to drink, so you got a little of each. That was how the horned devil
         got to be so ugly as a caterpillar, and so beautiful as a butterfly.”
      

      
      Sam snorted vigorously, though his eyes were tender.

      
      “I know that business,” he said, “that’s just pie-in-the-sky—the old Emersonian compensation. I’m out to make things better
         for us poor damned caterpillars. You don’t soothe me by promising me that I’ll be a pretty butterfly in the sweet by-and-by.
         That’s a diploid bill of goods.”
      

      
      “All right,” Sena said. “I don’t believe it either. But all the same, it’s something to think about.”

      
      “Maybe,” Sam said.

      
      Sena’s long stride matched his, but what she said was: “Sam, I’m going to spend this weekend with Polly. I want to pretend
         I’m a butterfly. It does something for me to sit in an armchair that makes me feel delicate and feminine.”
      

      
      “And enthroned?”

      
      “I said pretend, Sam! She paid too high a price for what she’s got, but I don’t have to pay a thing.”

      
      He thought about reminding her that no other tetra woman would consider it worth the risk. Tetras mentioned Polly, if at all,
         in terms of loathing. Sena had befriended the headstrong beauty in little girlhood, however, and was her only friend since
         the respectable marriage that had, paradoxically, ruined her. She did not waste her breath defending Polly, or Polly’s built-to-her-scale
         wing of the Boyston mansion. Instead, Sena went openly to visit the tetras’ only black sheep, and Sam had sometimes found
         himself wondering a little why.
      

      
      “Well,” he said slowly, “as long as I can be sure of that—” He sighed. “You’re very loyal, Sena!”

      
      “Don’t admire me, Sam! It isn’t only her armchairs, you know. Do you realize that hers is the only bathtub in the world I
         can stretch out in and really be luxurious?”
      

      
      They clung together, laughing, when he said superciliously, “I’m a shower man myself. Me and all the other tetras.”

      
      —Making a virtue of having to stand all hunched over in the shower stall. Some of us. routinely get down on our knees to get
         clean. Will there ever be room enough for us to flex our muscles without actually making a fist?
      

      
      To that suddenly wordless communion, Sena added: The sweet privacy of love, and doorways to stride through together.

      
      They stooped instinctively to enter the Humanities Building, although, as it happened, the archway was quite high enough to
         have accommodated them.
      

      
      The university chapel’s carillon began to chime: it was playing Bortnianski’s Ich bete an die Macht der Liebe. “Hey, just in time,” Sam said. “We were almost late for Philosophy.”
      

   



      
      II

      
      THE PUPPY was now five weeks old. She was able to stagger about the laboratory floor, and to essay a tentative bounce or two, but she
         was given to frequent collapses of the rear section, and unexpected subsidences into sleep in the middle of some grandiose
         project. She had a bed of her own, but preferred to sleep in the overturned wastebasket, which was far too small for her.
      

      
      Dr. Fred—Frederick R. Hyatt, Sc. D., on formal days—looked at her critically while she chewed on a leg of his desk. Maurice
         St. George watched them both, with an expression which seemed to indicate that he didn’t know which of the two amused him
         more.
      

      
      “But why a dog, Dr. Fred?” he said. “Surely you must have finished all the experimenting with animals before you asked for
         human volunteers. Something new?”
      

      
      “Hmm?” Dr. Fred said. “New? No, not very. It’s a line I abandoned temporarily in the early stages of the work. A question
         of longevity. Most of the higher mammals—dogs, cats, and so on—have short childhoods and long adult lives, except man himself.
         I was wondering just what that had to do with chromosome parity. So I tried it with her. She’s a test-tube baby; her mother
         was artificially inseminated, with spermatozoa in physiological salt solution plus a dollop of paracolchicine and a little
         DNA-desoxyribonucleic acid. The ovum wasn’t treated.”
      

      
      
      “Only the sperm chromosomes doubled, then?” Maurey said.

      
      “That’s right,” Dr. Fred said. “She’s a triploid, not a tetraploid. Looks like she’s going to be a horse, though, just like
         the rest of my children. And she’s retarded for her age. I’d been hoping for that, but I hadn’t really expected it.”
      

      
      The puppy toppled over, blamed Maurey for it, spread her legs to do battle, and released a deafening yap of exasperation.
         Dr. Fred heaved her up and put her back in her box, throwing the dog-hairy blanket over her head.
      

      
      “Go to sleep, Decibelle.”

      
      Finding it suddenly dark, Decibelle grumbled and obediently—if involuntarily—fell asleep.

      
      “She’ll make. a fine pet,” Maurey said.

      
      “Don’t you believe it, Maurice. We don’t dare spring gigantic animals on the public at this stage of the game. She’s going
         to be the world’s biggest mutt—bigger than any possible Great Dane or St. Bernard. We’d have an injunction slapped on us at
         once. You know how constantly the diploids grub after that kind of opening.”
      

      
      Maurey stood up. Dr. Fred noted interestedly that he did not duck his head as he did so, a gesture that was habitual with
         the other tetraploids. Of course the normal room ceiling offered ample clearance for even the tallest of them, but the feeling of being boxed in was hard to battle. Maurey, evidently, had conquered it. He seemed generally to be the best adjusted to
         his status of all the giants; and inarguably he had the highest IQ.
      

      
      Well, no reason to be surprised at that. Despite its inducing of doubling in the chromosomes—or, more accurately, its inhibition
         of reduction-division during mitosis—the paracolchicine treatment did not really have any genetic effect; that is, it did
         not affect the genes themselves. What it produced was called a “mutation” because it was a change of form which, once fixed by DNA, bred true. But it was not a true mutation, a
         cataclysmic mutation springing directly from chemical change in the heterochromatin of the genes. Instead, it simply made
         it possible for the ultimate somatic expression of the individual’s inheritance to come through on a tremendous scale. If
         there were brains in that great dark head, it was none of Dr. Fred’s doing.
      

      
      Still, high intelligence did not imply superior ability to come to terms with one’s social environment; indeed, there seemed
         to be some sort of rough correlation between high intelligence and the accumulation of aberrations. That was part of the price
         one paid for a society which put a premium on mediocrity, and there was no way one could choose not to pay it—changing the
         society was a job for generations, and in the meantime one had to survive somehow. There wasn’t a tetra alive who hadn’t had
         a crushingly difficult childhood, most of them in total isolation from their peers.
      

      
      Dr. Fred sighed inaudibly. The pioneering experiments in polyploidy hadn’t had such bafflingly complex overtones; neither
         chickweed nor rabbits are much bothered by emotional upsets. He wanted badly to know the nature of Maurey’s adjustment, but
         he was not a psychologist and had no training in that field, and a lively sense of the personal inviolability of his “children”
         would not allow him to require them to submit to analysis. In the decade and a little more since the second batch had reached
         adulthood and been released from the “protection” of the Society for the Prevention of Exploitation of Exceptional Children,
         he had offered to take them all, without exception, under his wing. Most of them had settled in willingly enough; a very few
         had chosen the wide, wide world instead of Dunhill.
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