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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.
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MUCH later, Robert Fairlie was to remember the simple act of boarding the evening plane at Boston airport as the moment when he first began to move into a new, frightening universe. But at the time, it seemed to him only a pleasing break in his quiet academic routine.


Right after take-off, he opened the newspaper he had bought in the terminal. He spared only a glance at the front page, with its headline of SOVIET ACCUSES U.S. OF VIOLATING MOON AGREEMENT. He was not much interested in that continuing controversy. He went through the inner pages, searching the columns.


“Of course,” he thought a bit self-consciously, “there’s likely to be nothing about me at all. But there might be.”


There was. But it was only a paragraph buried opposite the woman’s page, and it misspelled his name. It informed that Doctor Robert Farley, professor of linguistics at Massachusetts University and noted authority on Carian “hieroglyphics”—he winced at that word—had been called to Washington to assist the Smithsonian Institution in a matter of philological research.


Not much, Fairlie thought disappointedly. But a newspaper wasn’t very important. There would be more about it in the Journal of Philological Studies. For a young scholar—thirty-three was young, in his field—it was a thing that would definitely add prestige.


He wondered what the Smithsonian had for him to do. They had merely written that his work on the Carian inscriptions had convinced them he could aid them, and would he make arrangements for a temporary substitute and come down and consult? He would, and he had.


Night came, and Fairlie put down the newspaper. Then he dozed until a stewardess touched his shoulder and said they were coming down into Washington airport.


When Fairlie walked down the steps from the plane, he hastily scrambled into his topcoat. A raw March wind was driving across the airport and had scoured the starry sky clean and glistening. He went into the bright crowded terminal and was starting for his luggage when a man came up to him and held out his hand.


“Mr. Fairlie? I’m Owen Withers, representing the Smithsonian.”


Fairlie felt surprised, and then flattered. “I didn’t imagine anyone was going to meet me.”


Withers smiled faintly. He was a vaguely dusty-looking little man of perhaps forty who looked like a small-town lawyer.


“You’re more important than you realise. I’ll see to your suitcase. And I have a car.”


The car was a dark sedan and Withers drove it expertly away from the terminal. They were not going towards the glow of downtown Washington, but Fairlie assumed that the other was taking a less congested route.


His assumption was shattered when Withers said casually, “Yes, we were lucky enough to get you a ride right out there, so you won’t have to stop over in Washington at all.”


Fairlie turned and stared at him. “A ride out where?”


“Why, out to New Mexico,” said Withers. “Where your work will be.”


“No one told me that!”


It was Withers’ turn to look surprised and a little dismayed. “They didn’t? Oh, Lord—another example of bureaucratic bumbling.”


“But why New Mexico?” Fairlie asked. “Why does the Smithsonian want me to go out there?”


Withers made a shrugging movement without taking his hands off the wheel. “I don’t know—I’m just administrative hired help.”


Then he added, “Here we are.”


In the darkness off the road was a far-flung pattern of lights, and a tower with many lights on it. A high fence of chain-link closed all this away from the road, and Withers was turning into an entrance that had a small guardhouse. He stopped, and a serious-faced young man in uniform came out and looked at the papers Withers handed to him.


“Okay, you can go right on through to the flight line,” he said.


Withers drove on through the gate.


“What is this—an Air Force field?” asked Fairlie.


Withers nodded. “That’s right. As I said, we were lucky enough to hitch you a ride on an AF plane going out there tonight. Saves your time, and our money. Our appropriation isn’t unlimited, you know.” He drove past a long, low building and on to the dark tarmac.


Fairlie looked around. There were lights stretching far away in lines, and an occasional small jet dark and silent on the flight line, and not much else.


He felt upset. He had expected a visit to the Institution tomorrow, a quiet office, a leisurely discussion with fellow scholars. Instead, in the most offhand fashion, he was to be passed on to New Mexico, where probably some problem in Indian languages was all there was. Whatever it was, Fairlie thought resentfully, they might have made sure somebody told him. It seemed like sloppy procedure for a scientific institution.


Withers stopped the car near one of the small planes. Fairlie was vague about aeroplanes, but this looked like a fast jet.


“This is it,” said Withers. “I’ll take your suitcase.”


Fairlie stared. “This plane? But I thought—”


“Get you out there in just a few hours,” Withers assured him heartily. “It’s an R-404—a reconnaissance job going West with an empty seat.” And as a man came down out of the plane, “Ah, here’s Captain Kwolek. Captain, Mr. Fairlie.”


Fairlie felt a revulsion. Good Lord, this was one of those crazy tin skyrockets that went hooting and screaming across the sky at insane speeds. He didn’t want to ride a thing like this.


But both Withers and Kwolek seemed to take it all as a matter of course. Captain Kwolek, a broad-faced young man with a button nose, gave him a hard handshake and an appraising stare that made Fairlie suddenly conscious of his own lank, weedy and undynamic appearance. He stifled the protest he had been about to make.


“Thanks for giving me a lift, Captain,” said Fairlie, with what he hoped was a convincingly casual air.


“No trouble,” said Kwolek. “Climb up, will you? I’ll take that case. So long, Mr. Withers.”


Fairlie climbed up and poked and scrambled into a bewilderingly crowded interior that smelled of oily metal. Another young man in uniform, dark and good-looking and tough-looking, came deftly back and helped Fairlie squeeze into a bucket-seat beside which was an odd metal framework.


“I’m Lieutenant Buford,” he told Fairlie. “Here you are—better strap right in. This is the photog’s seat but we’re running without Charlie tonight.”


That meant very little to Fairlie. He had trouble getting the strap around his topcoat, and meanwhile Kwolek was squeezing past him and taking one of the seats up front.


Presently a hellish roar exploded and Fairlie would have jumped erect if it had not been for the strap. Kwolek did something with his hands and the roar lessened. The pilot turned and said, “We’ll get clearance in a minute, Mr. Fairlie.”


“Oh, yes,” said Fairlie. He felt angry because they treated him like a nervous elderly passenger on a transport.


The roar became loud again and the plane lurched and Fairlie felt things happen to the pit of his stomach. He clutched the camera-standard beside his seat and tried to look unconcerned. They went up fast, the lights dropping away, and oddly the roar seemed to diminish as the plane ripped through the night on the leading edge of its own screeching fury.


Kwolek looked back again and raised his voice. “All right?”


Fairlie nodded. “All right.” After a moment he asked, “Where do we land in New Mexico?”


“Morrow Base,” said Kwolek, without turning.


Fairlie stared at the back of a neck and cap that were all he could see of the pilot. After a moment, he said, “There must be some mistake.”


Kwolek shrugged. “No mistake.”


But there was! Fairlie thought. He knew about Morrow Base. The whole world did. It was that area of arid land in New Mexico from which the rockets of the American lunar expedition had risen, and from which the supply rockets still went out to the base in Gassendi. And it was a guarded place. Especially now with the angry international controversy about the American and Russian lunar bases going on.


Fairlie unstrapped and went forward, scrambling and slipping, and held on to the back of Kwolek’s seat and spoke emphatically into his ear. “Listen, there’s been a mix-up somewhere. I’m Professor Robert Fairlie of Massachusetts University, Department of Linguistics. I have no business at Morrow, and I don’t want to go any farther with this error that someone has made.”


Kwolek shook his head. “No error. Please strap in again, Mr. Fairlie.”


“But use your common sense, man!” said Fairlie. “They wouldn’t want a linguist at Morrow.”


Kwolek shrugged. “I’ve got my orders. Pick up passenger Robert Fairlie at Washington and bring him to Morrow fast.”
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FAIRLIE sat cramped in his bucket-seat and worried. His rump ached, and the belt chafed his middle, and he was cold. “Why in the world would they want me out there? It doesn’t make sense!”


The study of language was a science. To Fairlie, it was a thrilling one, the delving into man’s known and forgotten tongues, the shape of human speech and thought for ages. But what could it have to do with Morrow?


He puzzled over it, trying to remember all that he could about the whole lunar project. Like most people he’d been startled when the first Sputnik went up, back in 1957. The newspaper headlines had kept one informed of the race for space, the American Atlas rocket of 1958, the Russian New Year’s moon-shot that missed, the first manned satellite flights, and finally the first landings on the Moon.


Russian and American parties had made it almost simultaneously. Now the Soviets had two bases, one in Kepler crater and one in Encke crater, and the Americans had one base, in Gassendi crater. It had been, of course, a tremendous sensation at first. But just as had been the case with atomic energy, the wonder of it had soon faded out in a dull and dreary mess of charges and counter-charges. There had been a Neutralisation Agreement in which all nations promised not to use the Moon for military purposes. And the Soviets were filling the UN with charges that the United States was fortifying Gassendi as a missile base. If they weren’t, why wouldn’t the Americans allow qualified observers to inspect Gassendi?


That was about all Fairlie could remember, the colourful stories of the first landings and the wrangle about Gassendi that had been going on ever since. He had not been too greatly interested. He had always believed, like the chap in Scott Fitzgerald’s novel, that life was best seen through the single window of your own special interest and that the most limited of persons was the all-round man.


He flushed a little when he remembered how he had said that at a discussion of the landings and what old Hodgkins of Psychology had said to him in answer.


“You know what, Fairlie? You retreat into your nook of scholarly research because you dislike and fear the real world, real people.”


Fairlie had resented that. He wasn’t a scholarly prig, just because he liked his work and was absorbed in it. But he wished now that he had learned a little more about this lunar business. It might give him some clue as to why they had sent a fast jet to bring him to Morrow.


Time passed. And finally Kwolek turned his head and nodded, his lips forming a word.


Morrow.


The door to the Moon, the gateway into space. From here men stepped off into the cold black vacuum to take supplies out to Gassendi. Fairlie craned forward to see.


The jet tilted and turned and then through the cockpit transparency he saw a pattern of lights in the darkness below, rushing past and falling behind them. The lights clotted and clustered more brightly around long barny metal buildings that looked like aeroplane hangars, and then a tall control tower with many-coloured lamps on it flashed by them.


Darkness again, then far ahead a glimpse of a skeletonal tower, a looming scaffolding of girders and behind it, touching it, the sheer shining curve of something tall and arrogant and awesome. That too dropped back out of sight and as Kwolek swung the jet down on a sharper turn, Fairlie saw two other distant glittering towers far, far, in the darkness. Of a sudden he realised that they were rockets and their gantries.


He felt an unexpected electric thrill of excitement. It was one thing to read newspaper stories about the lunar project. But to swoop out of darkness and glimpse the majesty of the rockets themselves, poised for their leap into infinity, that was another thing completely.


When the jet touched ground and he finally climbed down out of it, Fairlie turned to look back. But the towering rockets had receded miles away in those few moments and were now only distantly visible. Closer to him were the barny structures and their lights. Closer still was a small cluster of lights around several low, flat buildings.


Fairlie turned to Kwolek. “Now what?”


Kwolek nodded toward the headlights of a car that was coming toward them. “Now it’s up to them. All I have to do is deliver you here.”


The headlights were those of a jeep that pulled up beside them. A civilian, a blond, alert young man, got down from it and said “Okay” to Kwolek. Then to Fairlie he said, “Hello, Mr. Fairlie, my name’s Hill. I’ll take you on in.”


“I’d like,” Fairlie began stiffly, “some explanation of why—”


“Of course, they’ll explain everything,” Hill broke in soothingly. “My job is just to check you in. Get in, please.”


As the jeep took them away from the plane, Fairlie asked, “Check me in?”


“Security, you know,” said Hill. “But since Withers checked you at the other end, it’s only routine.”


Fairlie, clinging to the edge of the seat as the jeep bounced over the field, felt a little shock. “Then Withers was a Security man? But I thought—” Withers had said that he represented the Smithsonian. Why would the Smithsonian lend itself to such a thing?


“Administration,” said Hill, nodding ahead.


He stopped the jeep in front of a long, low stuccoed building with a veranda in front.


“This is a building for special personnel,” he told Fairlie. “Now if you’ll just come along with me.”


He opened a door and light poured out. Fairlie walked inside and then stopped. He had expected some kind of an office. This was a not-too-large and rather ratty-looking lounge room. There were three men talking in one corner of it and they turned as Fairlie entered.


“Please wait—they’ll be over from Administration in just a little while,” said Hill, behind him.


The door closed, and Fairlie turned around but Hill was gone. He turned back as his name was spoken.


“Bob Fairlie. I’ll be damned, they got you in on this too?”


One of the three men in the lounge was coming toward him. Fairlie knew him at once. Jim Speer. Doctor James Speer of Pacific University, Department of Linguistics. They were good friends although they saw each other infrequently. Speer was fortyish, stocky and plumper than Fairlie remembered him. His face was creased with lines of surprise.


“Got me in on what?” Fairlie said, as he shook hands. “What’s this all about, Jim?”


Speer laughed. “What a question. I’ve been asking it for six hours now, since I got here. So have Bogan and Lisetti since they got here. But wait, do you know them?”


Fairlie felt a shock. He recognised the other two men now. He had watched them and listened to them at more than one philological convention. They were big men, in his field. The biggest.


Doctor John Bogan was the dean of American philologists, and he knew it. A massive old man with a saturnine face and a great mane of white hair, he had all the arrogance of a “grand old man” of anything. He merely grunted at Fairlie.


But Lisetti was a different type. He was a famous linguist who looked like the polished villain of an old stage melodrama. He was over fifty but his dapper black hair and moustache made him look younger, and he almost hissed in theatrical fashion as he asked Fairlie, “What did they tell you—I mean, to get you here?”


Fairlie, still bewildered, told about the Smithsonian.


“Ha!” said Lisetti. “We all got a fairy story like that. Important research problem, need you at once—and then we find them bringing us here to Morrow. And nobody tells us why. Now why would they want four linguists at Morrow?”


“I still say it’s a code,” said Speer.


Fairlie looked at him. “A code?”


“It stands to reason,” said Speer. “There’s a big tiff going on between us and the Russians over Gassendi. All those charges. They’d want to know what instructions the Russians are sending out to their lunar bases. Ten to one we’ve been brought here to crack a Russian code.”


The rumbling voice of Bogan interrupted them. “Three hours. And not a word from anybody. I shall have something to say about this high-handed—”


Bogan, in turn, was interrupted by the opening of the door. Hill came back in and said hastily, “Gentlemen, let me introduce—”


But the foremost of the two men behind Hill shouldered past him, saying, “That’s all right, Hill, I’ll take it from here.”


Hill went out and shut the door, fast, as though he was glad to get out of there.


The man who had spoken to him told them genially, “I’m Nils Christensen, the chief of Lunar Project. This is Glenn DeWitt, formerly of the Air Force, now my assistant in charge of Special Research.”


Christensen’s face was perfectly familiar to Fairlie, as it had been to everyone since he had been taken out of his place at the head of a great electronics corporation to become the czar of Lunar Project. But Fairlie hadn’t expected the man to be so big. He was well over six feet and looked like a ruddy, cheerful Viking, but a Viking who wore glasses and who was getting just a little grey at the edges.


DeWitt was younger, and beside Christensen he was rather ordinary-looking, a chunky, dark man of forty with a tight face. Suddenly Fairlie remembered that face too, it had been in the newspapers a few years ago. Colonel DeWitt, who had angrily resigned from the Air Force to protest against its slowness in developing space-missiles, or something …


Christensen shook hands with each of them, repeating their names, and then said, “Please sit down. You are entitled to an explanation, and I’ll give it to you fast.”


Bogan began a premonitory rumble, but Christensen went on quickly. “To get right down to it, you know the row the Soviets are making over Gassendi, their charges that we have a military missile-base up there?”


They nodded, all except Bogan. Christensen said, “Maybe you’ve wondered why we simply don’t let a Soviet inspection-team look at Gassendi to disprove the charges?”


Lisetti answered him. “I have wondered. Everybody has wondered.”


Christensen said, “Well, I’ll tell you why we haven’t. We haven’t because we can’t. There is a military base in Gassendi.”


The information was stunning. Speer was the first to speak, and he said incredulously, “You mean—we’ve broken the Neutralisation Agreement and built a missile base there?”


Christensen shook his head. “I didn’t say that. I said there is a military base, or what’s left of it, in Gassendi. But we didn’t build it. It was there before either the Americans or the Russians reached the Moon.”


They stared. Lisetti asked, “But who—how long ago?”


Christensen paused. “As nearly as we can estimate, it’s been there for around thirty thousand years.”
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HE was falling fast, very fast, towards the surface of the Moon. It revolved rapidly underneath him in a blur of dark maria and craters and mountain-ranges, but with every revolution of the scene it was closer.


The illusion was so perfect that Fairlie forgot he was watching a screen and hunched forward tensely in his chair. In the darkened room there was no sound except the clicking of the little projector, until Christensen spoke up from beside them.


“That’s it, right on the eastern edge of Mare Humorum.”


“The big oval-shaped crater?”


“It’s not a crater—It’s a mountain-walled plain, strictly speaking. Yes, that’s it. Gassendi.”


And the vast misshapen oval rushed up towards their eyes, on the screen. No films from this close had been released to the public, and it was fascinating to see this first American landing as the men in the rocket had seen it.


The plunge slowed, and the scene revolved less rapidly. Now to Fairlie’s eyes the great crater—he could not think of it as anything else—leaped clear. Most of it was in shadow, for this was the lunar dawn, but the fierce, stark peaks of ragged rock that walled it caught the sunlight and blazed. Great valleys, wells of inky shadow, ran back into the ramparts south and west.


“When our first probe-satellite orbited the Moon,” Christensen was saying, “it had a better metals-radiolocator in it than the Russian probe had. Either that, or we were lucky. It spotted metal deposits in Gassendi, and that’s why our first landing was there.”


Abruptly the screen went dark.


“This next is two days after landing,” said Christensen.


The view was a steady one this time, from the floor of the crater. Fairlie saw a bulging dome in the foreground—Dome One of the Base—and beyond it the mountains like bright fangs against a black sky of brilliant stars. Men in vac-suits and helmets were running clumsily back towards the dome.


Almost as soon as he took in the scene, it was gone. The next scene was wholly different.


“That was when the first survey party came back,” said Christensen. “With the first news of the find. This is twenty-four hours later.”


The viewpoint now was the mouth of one of the valleys that ran back into the mountain rampart. It was brightly illuminated for the sun had lifted above the crater wall behind them and its rays searched the valley. It was more like a great chasm than a valley, and it seemed to run right into the solid cliff and stop there.


Then Fairlie made out a huge opening in the cliff, and something odd about it. “That opening,” he said.


But Christensen’s voice interrupted. “Wait. This next view is closer.”


It was closer, indeed. Fairlie stared with unbelief.


Where the chasm met the cliff there was a gigantic hole or doorway into the rock beyond. Estimating by the comparative size of the vac-suited figures near it, it was at least fifty yards high. It was, or had been, of the shape of a circle with a flattened base, but great forces had been at work here and it was riven and torn. From one side of it hung a vast, buckled slab of dully gleaming metal. Another flat metal mass, that looked as though it had been partly melted, lay sprawled half inside the opening, amid a litter of broken rock and detritus.


“Doors,” said Christensen quietly. “Or they were, once. There’s a big cavernous space inside the cliff, and there were sliding doors to close it—two sets of them, a giant airlock, in fact.”


The projector had stopped on that scene. Now it started whirring again. Christensen said simply, “This is inside.”


Floodlights vaguely illuminated a bewildering scene. It had been, once, the symmetrically shaped interior of a vast hollow in the cliff. But it too had been riven and wrecked. There were great splits and gouges in the smooth rock walls, and tumbled masses of broken stone on the floor, and in the foreground amid the rock fragments were gleams of twisted metal plates and girders. Men stood looking at these, their helmets glittering in the light.


“Last, a close-up,” said Christensen. “These things were in the wreckage.”


This final scene was an anti-climax. It was a close view of two objects—one of them an ordinary-looking metal chair whose standard was badly bent, the other a rod that looked like the broken-off end of a lever, with a grooved grip at its end.


The switches snapped, the lights came on, and DeWitt turned off the small projector he had been operating. They looked at Christensen, and for once even Lisetti was dumb.


“You understand,” Christensen said, “these are just a little bit of the filmed material we have. We put these bits together to give you a quick idea of the thing, first.”


“And that—all that—has been there in Gassendi for thirty thousand years?” Speer said, finally.


“Yes.”


There was a silence, and Fairlie tried to take it in, and could not. The mind baulked at it.


We were all too sure, he thought numbly. The Moon was to be the first step, the lifeless sphere where we would set up our bases, and then the planets one by one, and for the first time space would be conquered, to the glory of us, forever, amen. And who was to dream that conquest had been achieved by others long ago? Nobody in the world even yet dreamed such a thing, except a handful of men here in Morrow and up in Gassendi. And the secret they guarded was a bomb that would blow human complacency and pride to rags, when it got out.
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