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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.





      In Memory of Gil Orlovitz: 1919–1973

      ‘Therein the milky eclipse of the sun,

      and no blindness; the roaring and we are not deaf;

      and the acid, and we have not been eaten away.’

      7 April, 11 pm.

   



      PROLOGUE

      Here we are in Disney Land/Disney World. Disney Land or Disney World; hard to make the changes on these – one in California,
         the other in Florida – but the continent has become spliced, as we know, and Disney, God rest him at the age of sixty-five
         and through eternity, believed in the controlled and timeless environment, stripped of any conception of space. Disney was
         right. This is the concept that must be held at all costs, unless, of course, you hold that he is wrong, which is also a possibility.
         Right. Wrong. California. Florida. Here we are: this is the point.
      

      Here we are in Disney Land/Disney World; clutching the strange hands of those with whom we came, we move slowly through the
         ropes under the chanting of the attendants, swatting at the insects of habitation, toward the exhibit of the martyred President.
         The martyred President has become a manikin activated by machinery, tubes and wiring; he delivers selected portions of his
         famous addresses, stumbling back and forth upon the stage, his plastic joints trembling off-rhythm, and this proves that history
         can be not only educational: it can be genuinely entertaining. There is a certain anxiety. It is near closing time, and we
         fear that the exhibit will be shut before it is our time to pass through the lines; how could we return to our homes, our friends, without being able to say that we have seen the exhibit of the martyred President? It is impossible
         for us to make this admission; we would be the laughingstock of the neighborhood if we admitted that we had gone to Disney
         Land/Disney World without seeing that for which he is most famous (having already ridden the monorail, which is a very distant
         second choice), but lying about it would be most difficult. We would be quizzed on details very closely, as are all returnees
         from the Disney exhibitions, and sooner or later our ignorance would be shown; we would stagger up against the recollection
         of one who knew better … and what then would there be to say? One can hardly come to grips with this.
      

      The sky, a dense inverted bowl, falls tightly over the World or Land of Disney tonight. At all costs Disney wanted a controlled
         environment, but he was not able, up to the point of his death from cancer, to figure out a way to keep the atmosphere itself
         out; given a little more time, he would have worked out something … but now the air, laden with insects and small heat flashes,
         presses on us closely; for a moment there is that discommoded sense of a certain lurch toward collapse; irreality seems to
         embrace us … a small explosion of fatigue at the end of a long day. Not to think of it. The line is moving now, the attendants
         whisking us along, and just as we think that we will not get into the exhibit this time but will surely make it on the next,
         we are allowed through – the very last, in fact, of the throng to get in – and as we move through the ropes into the passageway
         the feeling of fatigue passes. It is impossible that we could have ever felt faint. It was merely the anticipation. Now that
         we are in, now that we are going to see the exhibit, that weak sensation goes away, and we sense little burbles of laughter
         beginning to move viscously inside. We feel fine. Everybody feels fine. Children are smiling. Over us is the smooth bulkhead
         of the building; the cooling climate system of Disney whisks its way through us. Strangers and family, friends and acquaintances
         jostle around us as we move down the ramp and into an auditorium, take a seat at a high place in the last row. We look through
         the auditorium and see that every face here is that of someone we know, if not from a long time ago, then from quick meetings
         in the corridors of the other exhibits. Nods are exchanged, little waves, greetings. Fingers prod at our hands, and we prod
         them back. The lights glisten, then fall away, and we are in the darkness. Far down on the stage the curtains part. The dead President shuffles forward. The dead President raises his hand. The dead President begins to move
         on the stage, side to side, and from behind him comes the sound of anthems. He greets us.
      

      We listen to him. The darkness draws us together, and truly never have we felt so close; never have I felt so close – I must
         admit this – to myself, to some sense of the nation which joins me together as the President begins to speak. Phrases roll
         limpidly from him; his gestures are rather mechanical, but then again, bathed in the spotlight, his visage is very lifelike,
         his flesh of an excellent hue. The music rises. He continues.
      

      Listening to him, we feel that we are on the verge of an insight; an insight so deep and strange, true and final that it will
         eclipse everything that we have known before, every portion of our lives, and in this attitude it is easy to understand Disney’s
         genius as well; his ability to give us the past in a way that will become our future. And so, in perfect harmony, accord,
         we listen and listen, the little figure yanking itself around the stage and, as the rifle fire begins, leveling at his neck,
         then temple, in the old and accustomed way. It is with a sheer outcry of love that we watch him fall toward the stage as the
         cleansing fires begin … and the walls of the exhibit fall away from us; they dissolve utterly, leaving us in Disney Land/Disney
         World forever, and as the insects come over us, it is as if we too have become artifacts, the insects muttering secrets into
         our ears that will in turn activate us someday so that we, actors, may create new histories for the future.
      






      
      PART 1

      DANCE

   



      
      
      I

      
      Accelerator to the floor: make the engine wail. From the tapes, I hear what seem to be the glossy sounds of copulation, although
         they are only – I must know this – songs from the past carrying me home. Down the abandoned corridor of 1-80 we whisk like
         bugs, Sherry and I, one of her little hands pressing the pit of my groin, the other raised to the panels of my cheek, her
         gracious teeth imprinting a pattern upon my earlobe which neatly augments, addresses those sounds, although it is difficult
         to separate impressions. Life is a totality. Like a great hunk of meat, it hangs loose and flapping against the wall of consciousness.
         Try to take out one part, examine it, and the blood spurts.
      

      
      A rabbit, maddened as if in refraction of my own heat, scoots from one side of the road to the other. I pick him up for an
         instant in the lights, little steam vapors coming from the animal as he is locked into frieze; then, with a dull splat, a
         diminished and diminishing seventh of the spirit, I hit him, send the body spinning high to the grasses. It becomes another
         part of the dark.
      

      
      Sherry shakes in her seat, catches her breath – frozen little bitch – and then exhales coolly, evenly, my eardrum baking to
         her temperature. The speedometer of the Cadillac is at seventy; a fair reading this: I have it calibrated for error at no more – no more, mind you – than five miles per hour out
         of the first sixty. The system worked out with the Cadillac up on blocks in the hidden enclosure, huffing gray at me, the
         vapors exciting. Once again she presses. The heat is building; my lust is atmospheric but no less real for all of that.
      

      
      ‘Sid, oh, Sid,’ she says. My wizened genitals respond to her pressure with a heartbeat of their own – whisk, whisk, whisk
         under the tapestry of cover. ‘Oh, Sid, you shouldn’t have done it to that poor little thing,’ and impulse seizes me, or perhaps
         it is merely some lyric poured from the radio, something about loving and craving. I jab on the brakes irrhythmically, the
         vacuum stoppers hissing, the car beginning to tremble into a long, slow glide, and then we are bouncing and rattling on the
         shoulder of 1-80, the dead stones coming under the ornament of undercoat, devils slinging little pellets at the base of the
         car. In her gasp is astonishment. ‘What are you doing?’ she says. ‘What are you doing to us now?’
      

      
      Silly. Silly, silly, wretched little bitch, what does she think I am doing? But I conceal my tongue within the damp corridor
         of mouth even as her hand dodges, and the car – all two and a half tons of wasted, gnarled metal, a true and cunning artifact
         resurrected by me – settles to collapse on the side of the road. I extend a fist, then splay it into a hand, and bring her against me, feeling
         the thin steam again coming from a thousand pores of her body, her empty little breasts darting up and down my arm like insects.
         Always at the moment of imminence I am obsessed by scatological images; someday I will confide this to the Group.
      

      
      ‘What do you think I’m doing?’ I say. ‘What do you think this is, anyway?’ and cut the headlights instantly. Now we are in
         a dark, deep cubicle, some compartment of the spirit, the engine dead, the radio dead, my heart alive and filled with necessity.
         And I say, ‘I’m going to take you, that’s what I’m going to do,’ feeling at once the treacherous contraction of her flesh
         as she moves from me, leaning now on the door opposite, her eyes two spots in the darkness. Momentarily I hit the transfer
         point and am deep within her head; I know exactly what is passing through her mind, and it is as if the words are imprinted
         on some teletype of the synapses. Fear, disgust, loathing, uncertainty fall against one another like clowns as the strips
         come from the teletype; holding them together is that bright red string of mindless desire which controls her life. Which controls all of them, for truly, truly, they are receptacles and can be
         seen in no other way.
      

      
      ‘No,’ she is saying now. ‘Sid, you can’t do it; we can’t do this now,’ and that is all I need to hear. I am now inflamed,
         monstrous, leveled by strength – to say nothing of conviction – and I move across the seat on the pedestal of buttocks, feeling
         them jutting into the seat as though they were little legs carrying me home (I am liable to sudden lurches of insight such
         as this – it is a condition of my brooding, rather visual intelligence – but undue credence should not be placed in them),
         and my hands strike forward in impromptu salute: one! two! arcing to touch the dull planks of her shoulders, her body all wood and planes within my grasp; but no matter, no matter
         at all: she will soften yet.
      

      
      ‘Ah,’ she says, ‘ah God, no,’ and I seize a breast, touch it underneath the cloth; then, in a rending motion, tear her blouse
         aside and hold the other in my free hand. Her little hands twitch and flutter against the roof panels as I feel that turgid,
         familiar rising below, and then, at the moment of presumptive entry, there is –
      

      
      – A sudden reversal of impulse, a falling away, contraction, woe and dead below the waist, my groin feels imploded as if slivers
         of metal had been pierced. It has all happened before. I hold myself in that frozen posture against the window, allowing her
         to bang and rattle against me. Suddenly not interested, my eyes turn to the now-accustomed dark, and I look out upon the vast,
         deserted plains of New Jersey, seeing imaginary curls of brown filth come from the stacks of refineries long departed, industry
         that now seems bucolic. Strange: it is strange, but at this moment of ultimate connection, I feel myself no longer to be a
         man but a machine, some creation of the departed age of technology dreaming amidst the loops and wires, the barrels and refuse
         of the culture.
      

      
      ‘What’s wrong?’ she is saying. ‘Sid, oh Sid, what’s wrong with you now?’

      
      Little bitch, I think, the little bitch was waiting for it all of the time; even her terror contrived, some necessity of the
         glands to heighten her own excitement, some outpouring keyed by metabolism to make her slicker, darker, hotter and emptier.
         And I say Nothing, jabbing against her, Nothing is the matter, my thighs moving emptily in some parody of the spasms of intercourse, making their own dull comment … And I can see, moving close against her, that she is looking at me with interest
         and concern, with even a bit of awe. She must know that I am strong; she knows that I am really crazy, and I can see her add
         my newly discovered madness, another gleaming bead, to the rosary of her apprehension. She is working things out.
      

      
      ‘Interstate 80 was abandoned hundreds of years ago,’ I say, pieces of the tapes coming back to me. The federal highway lobby
         fell apart. Mass transit temporarily replaced the old private means of access; the passenger automobile was outlawed. Interstate
         80 is planked over in most of the country; that which isn’t has weeds. This is one of the few sections that still exist, probably
         illegally, and we are driving in one of the last operable automobiles of our sector. We are alone. No one has the means to
         find us. We could not be detected by search parties for days, it is just the two of us, lost out here.’
      

      
      I have said this, I think, to excite her, but there is no response I continue mindlessly. ‘We are an artifact on an artifact,’
         I say; ‘we perform the anachronism of connection in a wasteland where connection truly does not exist.’ There is a little
         twitch, and, rising now, I feel it.
      

      
      ‘In the old days, people used to go out in motor cars to do this,’ I point out. ‘People like us, people of our age, did not
         have units of their own, quarters in which to mate. Mating was important to them, however, and so they were compelled to go
         out in pairs or quarters in motor cars to fashion the instant of copulation amidst layers of steel and glass, plastic and
         rubber. We have been reconverted to our past. We have become our past. We are the past, you silly bitch.’
      

      
      And now, even as she gasps, I am tumescent, excited. ‘Come here,’ I say then. ‘Come here to me.’

      
      ‘Sid,’ she says, ‘oh, Sid, you’re crazy, you really are,’ as I drop my hands once more to her breasts, ringing them like bells,
         their gong and clatter pouring through the car, the sound of their ringing enchanting me, another anachronism. Enormous, fully
         potent, I corner her against an armrest, yank at her skirt and pull her hands toward me to pull me through, to assist in the
         difficult task of conjoinment. For all of our desire, I have decided that it is really not a natural act, not at all: like
         the workings of machinery itself, it comes from certain pressures and tensions cunningly applied.
      

      
      ‘Come on,’ I say, ‘Come on, now,’ beginning to grunt like a pig in the swill of excitement … and perhaps she assists me, perhaps she does not; it is difficult to be quite sure of this
         in the welter of increasing sensation. All that I know is this: something long and porous springs from me, something with
         many holes and openings which needs fulfillment, and somehow in the clustered space of the car then it is filled. Those empty, aching, groaning spaces are suddenly overtaken by a clear substance which plugs me up; strange and ominous
         reversal, since, as far as I know, it is the woman who is filled, the man who has access in the actions of intercourse; but
         then –
      

      
      – Oh well, I have always had homosexual elements – all of us do; why deny them? – and they are working in the compound here.
         In any event, here I am on 1-80 in a ruined Cadillac, taking another round of passion, hard to tell, hard to tell indeed exactly
         what this is going to lead to, although I am willing to partake of whatever may happen. Experience, then, is its own reward:
         I am willing to make this golden, shrinking pursuit, just as I was willing to seek its very initiation on the dull, darkened
         corridors of 1-80, and this insight comforts me. It does indeed, homosexual tendencies or not; it becomes a wedge to lever
         me from my own darkness as I ring the bells –
      

      
      – And the sound of bells is all around me, filling the air with its density and perfume. There we are, purring like dangerous
         animals against each other, entering and reentering the opened engines of self as the fog rolls in and the ignition of the
         dead car ticks out counterpoint to the sound of the insects, until I penetrate her to her deepest point.
      

      
      And this, then, is but one of the events of one of the days; there are many others, to be sure, many other occurrences, and
         it would be wrong to consider this even as a metaphor, for it is not. It is merely a simple bit of love-making, as almost
         anyone who has ever performed it should know.
      

   



      
      II

      
      Later there is the dangerous business of sliding the old car into its hiding place without detection. Sherry, in the aftermath,
         has become giddy; little giggles burst from her open lips like dribbles of saliva from the overdosed, and her body shakes
         under the blanket. ‘Quiet, bitch, quiet,’ I say, pushing the snorting length of the car into the blocks beckoning to hold it, but her laughter increases, and I am forced to hammer in the foot
         brake, turn and hit her across the face once, hard, bringing white in the creases from which the blood has retreated, and
         then her head cracks against the power window; she is sobbing as I continue my task, squeezing the unresilient metal like
         a loaf of bread into the sheath. At overheat the dial swings dangerously; I smell the odors of corruption within the car.
         Finally it is done and we sit in the enclosure, a perfect darkness overtaking, and I look at her. She has ceased sobbing,
         is sitting stunned under the blanket in a posture of tenderness, and I am overtaken suddenly by a feeling of tenderness so
         profound that it might be mistaken for compassion if I did not know the difference.
      

      
      ‘Stop it,’ I say, ‘stop it,’ and slide over the seat to hit the door release, prying open the button, and the door falls away,
         opening into the enclosure, a single shaft of light pinning her, stricken madonna, on the seat. ‘Get out,’ I say ‘Get out
         now.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Sid,’ she says, ‘Sid, you do not understand; you understand nothing.’

      
      ‘I understand all of it,’ I say. ‘I understand what is necessary,’ and jab my fist into her thigh. Slowly then she begins
         to move, beating like a heart in the blindness, and finally she is out of the car. I come out on her side, panting. The two
         of us stand for a moment in that emptiness, seeing nothing, and then I feel the touch of her hand seeking mine. I feel overwhelmed
         by a sensation I cannot give a name. She makes that contact; we stand there in the strangeness, and for a moment I feel that
         I have understood something, but I know as always that this will go away, and all, in the morning, will be as it has been
         before.
      

      
      ‘What will you do if they find your car, Sid?’ she says to me in the fields outside the complex.

      
      ‘I will get myself another one, then,’ I say.

      
      ‘But what will you do if you cannot get another?’

      
      ‘I will do what is necessary,’ I say, and she laughs swiftly in the cold lights from the complex, turns to kiss me like a
         moth, and then is gone. Slowly, I turn toward the place of my own devising.
      

   



      
      
      III

      
      Later, or perhaps this on a different day – it is hard to say; everything blurs together – I have a dream, and in this dream
         I am visited at bedside by Ludwig van Beethoven (1770–1827) and John F. Kennedy (1917–1963). I am often haunted by similar
         figures from the imagined or real past; the celebrated dead have made my cubicle a listening post. Beethoven and Kennedy appear
         to have been engaged in intense conversation before they entered the cubicle, something to do, perhaps, with the many similarities
         between political manipulation and the composition of the choral symphony, both of them exercises in megalomania, absolute
         control of the ideal, something like that anyway, and the conversation must have been good-humored, perhaps even festive,
         because both of them are in high good spirits, giving each other many private nudges and chuckles, Kennedy cackling away,
         Beethoven in good humor … because, although they turn serious when they see me, it is a false attempt, almost as if they were
         acting out of a sense of obligation, because all of the celebrated dead with whom I deal are here on solemn missions and attempt
         to furnish me with guidance and a good example.
      

      
      Still, as they settle in, it is easy to see that didactic elements are not foremost in their minds. More than anything, Beethoven
         and Kennedy seem to want to leave the room to continue their often scatological conversation. ‘In time, gentlemen,’ I say
         to them obscurely – they do not understand what I am saying, of course – ‘in time you will.’
      

      
      ‘Nevertheless,’ Kennedy says unresponsively, ‘nevertheless, you are wasting your life,’ jabbing his forefinger in that characteristic
         way which I recollect from the old tapes. Kennedy also had a brother – two brothers; one of them was also killed, but I cannot
         approach this material now. For that matter, there is a respectable school of thought holding that the brothers, even the
         one who was killed, are merely an extension of the myth: one Kennedy is not enough for us; one death too inexplicable; therefore
         there must be a doubling; but I am not sure of this. Beethoven is also a mystery, although I do know about the symphonies.
      

      
      ‘You must be disciplined,’ Kennedy continues. ‘You must gain control of the elements of your life; you must put them together. You must remember that our time on Earth is limited, but in that brief span there is much to accomplish.’
      

      
      ‘Is there?’

      
      ‘Oh, indeed, much to accomplish; wouldn’t you agree with that, Ludwig?’ he says with just a trace of uncertainty, turning then to Beethoven,
         and Beethoven, the warts on his pockmarked face congealing in some explosion of eagerness, or perhaps it is only deep thought,
         says, ‘Yes, that is exactly true. Wouldn’t you think that I of all people could attest to that? Our time is indeed limited,
         and also, syphilis lurks to corrupt the incautious.’
      

      
      His eyes wink and blink away in compulsive patterns; his frockcoat, infested with small foreign lice, sways as he gestures
         vigorously. There is no trace of accent in Beethoven’s voice, which is surprising, since I had expected there would be. But
         there are certain imponderables in all of these dream-dialogues, and I am in no position to say whether or not they have much
         basis in reality. I am fully aware at all times that this is a construction, of course. ‘Indeed,’ Beethoven says, ‘of course,
         quite, very definitely, much to accomplish, no doubt about it,’ and he nods vigorously.
      

      
      The nod unsettles his balance; unlike Kennedy, the musician does not seem to be at the peak of physical condition as he staggers
         against a wall, the tails of his coat flapping. ‘Besides,’ he says, ‘it’s not only a matter of wasting your life; John is
         quite right about that, but you’re wasting the lives of everyone you’re having dealings with. Instead of being for them the
         person that you could be now, and bringing out the best in them, What you’re doing is making them worse,’ and his head begins to jerk, one insane convolution upon the next, the twitches piling together in a way to make him seem
         quite energetic, although I know that this is not the case: actually he is suffering from dropsy, as I recall from our last
         interview.
      

      
      Even though I have no inkling of what Beethoven is talking about, he, at least, seems enormously pleased with himself. If
         I did not know all through that this was a dream and that both K and B (as I will subsequently refer to them in a shorthand
         of the spirit, dreams enabling one to splice information and reassemble it in quite a cunning way) were reconstructions of
         my faulty retrospection, existing patches from scraps of knowledge, popular impressions, the image of film; even if I did
         not know this, I would still take their protestations with doubt, because a sense of certainty was drained out of our lives at about the time that the unfortunate K was killed. This much at least
         is clear.
      

      
      ‘And anyway,’ K says, leaning back against the wall in a contrived posture which does not quite conceal, try as he may, the
         trembling of his left hand as he slips it into a pocket, the accusing shake of fingers which always belied him at critical
         instants, ‘– anyway, what you did with that girl on 1-80, Interstate 80 I mean, was absolutely inexcusable. We can’t go along
         with something like that, Sid.’
      

      
      What’s that?’

      
      ‘You raped her,’ K says. ‘You very definitely raped her, Sid. Anyone could see that.’

      
      ‘I did not rape her.’ I stand, agitated. ‘She was cooperating, pleading, in fact. There was nothing at all forcible about
         it.’
      

      
      K gives me one of his shyest and best smiles. ‘You most certainly did,’ he says. ‘In the society from which I come, in the
         code of conduct which I accept as a gentleman, any entrance of the female without her full and final consent is rape.’
      

      
      ‘You understand nothing,’ I say. ‘You understand nothing at all, not even the mechanics.’

      
      ‘In Vienna,’ B says reminiscently, crouching on the floor, ‘– in Vienna this was not entirely true. It is well known that
         many of my affairs were scurrilous and ill managed. Still, which of us is qualified to pass judgment –’
      

      
      ‘I am,’ K says sternly. I can sense that their relationship, so amiable up until now, may be showing little signs of strain.
         ‘There are certain prerogatives, certain judgments which are constant and understood. This would be one of them.’ He gives
         B quite a menacing glare.
      

      
      ‘I wasn’t going to say a thing,’ B says mildly enough. ‘I was just listening.’

      
      ‘Don’t interrupt, in any case. I’m trying to straighten out Sid here, show him the ways of discipline and force before his
         indolence undercuts him totally.’
      

      
      ‘What would you know of Vienna?’ B says petulantly, but he rubs his palm together with a hip in a defeated gesture and slinks
         against the bed, as I, by some counter-action, spring to my feet, begin to pace quite restlessly. In certain ways this dialogue
         has shaken me, but in other ways, more profoundly, it has not. I am quite aware that all of it is imaginary, and at this point
         I would like it to stop.
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