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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.


      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      The science fiction world of the late 1950’s was an odd place, a kind of fallen empire that had collapsed into eerie provincial
         decay. There had been a big publishing boom in s-f from about 1949 to 1953, with dozens of new magazines founded, the first
         rush of paperback science fiction, and even some activity on the part of large hardcover houses like Doubleday and Simon &
         Schuster. Then most of it fell apart. The magazines died in droves, because there simply weren’t enough readers to go around.
         (In 1953 alone there were 39 s-f magazines, which was about 35 too many.) The paperback houses, having madly overextended
         themselves in their first hectic period of expansion, sent hundreds of millions of unsold books to the pulping machines and
         cut back drastically. And the hardcover people who had dabbled in science fiction found that sales were trifling; Doubleday
         stayed in the business, but nearly all the others dropped out.
      

      
      Against this background of retreat and retrenchment I began my career as a professional writer, circa 1955. I would much rather
         have been starting out during the Golden Age of 1949-53, when new writers were desperately needed to fill all those blank
         pages, and spectacular careers were launched overnight by such beginners as Philip K. Dick, Robert Sheckley, and Algis Budrys.
         But I was too late for the gravy train, and I had to make do in the very much reduced circumstances of the next era.
      

      
      Strange things went on during those pinched, dark years, and the publishing history of the book you now are holding provides
         a revealing look at how young writers coped with the situation that existed then.
      

      
      THE SEED OF EARTH began as a short story, some 9000 words long, called ‘The Winds of Siros.’ I wrote it in March of 1957 for
         a magazine called Venture, published by the same house that published Fantasy & Science Fiction and edited by Robert P. Mills. Venture, which had come into existence late in 1956, was an interesting project that deserved a better fate than it met. Its aim was
         to publish strong, hard stories, intense and robust; unlike all the rest of the science fiction magazines of the time, it
         was unafraid of the erotic forces, indeed wanted its writers to acknowledge that human beings did other things beside pilot
         spaceships and invent time machines. And yet it was not just a magazine of sexy slam-bang pulp adventure fiction. It demanded
         literacy of its contributors, grace of style, intelligence of story construction. Since it was free of the taboos against
         sex and forthright characterization that afflicted its competitors, many writers who felt constricted by the timidity of the
         other magazines gladly offered outstanding work to Venture for a very modest fee. During its lifetime of only ten issues it ran such splendid fare as Theodore Sturgeon’s ‘Affair with
         a Green Monkey’ and ‘The Comedian’s Children,’ C. M. Kornbluth’s ‘Two Dooms,’ Walter Miller’s ‘Vengeance for Nikolai,’ Algis
         Budrys’ ‘The Edge of the Sea.’
      

      
      Venture was very much to my taste, for even as a fledgling writer I was concerned with such things as narrative intensity and emotional
         depth. In ‘The Winds of Siros’ I did a story that combined a standard s-f theme – the struggles of a bunch of human colonists
         against hostile and bewildering alien beings – with something that was a bit new to the field, a study of human psycho-sexual interactions
         under circumstances of stress. The original story began at a point in what is now Chapter Eleven of the novel THE SEED OF
         EARTH, and took place entirely in the cave where the four captive humans are penned. I liked the story and so did editor Bob
         Mills, who used it in Venture’s fifth issue.
      

      
      And then I set out to make a novel out of it.

      
      By the summer of 1958, when I began seriously thinking of expanding my short story to book length, I had already written eight
         or nine novels, though I was still in my early twenties. Nearly all of those books had been Ace Double Novels – a publishing
         curiosity in which two novels were bound in one cover, upside down relative to one another, so that whichever way you turned
         the book you were at the front of somebody’s story. Donald A. Wollheim, the progenitor of the Ace Double Novel, had seen some
         promise in me and had encouraged me to the extent of a book contract every three or four months all through 1957 and 1958.
         But I was growing restless with Ace. I was tired of having my books published with someone else’s book tacked to them. And
         Ace, valuable market though it was for a hungry young writer, offered little prestige compared to Doubleday, or to Ballantine,
         the only other paperback house doing science fiction at the time. Doubleday and Ballantine published books by Asimov, Heinlein,
         Sturgeon, Bradbury, Clarke. Ace generally published books by – well, kids like Silverberg, Phil Dick, Alan Nourse. Ace also
         published books by Asimov, van Vogt, Simak, de Camp, and others of that rank, but nevertheless there was something vaguely
         minor-league about the whole operation then. I wanted to get into the big leagues.
      

      
      I remember taking a long walk before dinner through upper Manhattan one amazingly humid evening in July or August, 1958, wrestling
         with the unfocused ambitions and yearnings that were troubling me; and by the time I returned home from the restless stroll
         I knew what I would do. I would turn ‘The Winds of Siros’ into a novel and sell it to Doubleday. Although when dealing with
         Don Wollheim at Ace it had been sufficient to turn in three chapters and an outline in order to get the next contract, I would
         take the risk of writing the entire novel before I showed it to any publisher. I felt that the big-time publishers would scorn
         to deal with the likes of me on the basis of a portion and outline.
      

      
      (About this time, I wrote a short story entirely unrelated to ‘The Winds of Siros’ called ‘Journey’s End,’ and sold it to
         another of the short-lived magazines of the day, Super-Science Fiction. When it came out in the April 1958 issue, the editor had changed its title to ‘The Seed of Earth.’ I liked the new title
         so much that I appropriated it for my expansion of ‘The Winds of Siros.’)
      

      
      I wrote THE SEED OF EARTH in October, 1958. It differed from my previous novels in its greater concentration on the exploration
         of character. You may not notice all the searching, probing details of character revelation that I thought I was putting into
         the book, because there really aren’t a lot of those things in it, but I thought there were, and certainly my characters were a lot more real than any I had created before. I took the book downtown to my
         agent, told him it was going to be my breakthrough novel, and instructed him to sell it to Doubleday.
      

      
      Doubleday turned it down.

      
      That hurt. But they were publishing only one book a month of science fiction at Doubleday, and I decided they were just too busy doing Heinlein and Asimov to have room on the
         list for me. Well, there was always Ballantine. This time, instead of relying on my agent, I took the manuscript to Ballantine
         myself. I had a long and amiable chat with Betty Ballantine, told her all about my ambitions and yearnings, and gave her the
         book.
      

      
      She turned it down, too.

      
      I still thought it was a pretty good book – but obviously the big-league publishing companies were simply so preoccupied with
         the outputs of their big-league writers that I wasn’t going to break into that charmed circle. Okay, I resigned myself to
         seeing THE SEED OF EARTH appear as one more Ace Double Novel.
      

      
      But just then one of the outstanding s-f magazines, Galaxy, inaugurated a companion line of paperback novels that was designed to follow the old Venture policy: strong s-f adventure with a generous component of sex. THE SEED OF EARTH fit their needs exactly, and so my agent
         let them have the book. The advance was the same as Ace would have paid – $1000 – but the big difference, to me, was that
         Galaxy’s edition wouldn’t be a double novel. I’d have a whole paperback all to myself. I had never had that privilege.
      

      
      I collected a down payment of $500 in February, 1960, and waited for the other half, which was due on publication. And waited
         and waited, and never got it, because the Galaxy paperback series sputtered to a halt and terminated without ever publishing my book. Eventually Galaxy, with my permission, recouped its $500 investment by running THE SEED OF EARTH in the issue for June, 1962.
      

      
      There are a lot of oddities about that. For one thing, stories in Galaxy are supposed to be previously unpublished, but a good chunk of THE SEED OF EARTH had been used in Venture only five years before. For another, there had already been one ‘Seed of Earth’ by Robert Silverberg in a science-fiction
         magazine, the unrelated story in Super-Science; this one confused all the indexers. And, too, when Galaxy had bought the novel for its paperback series I had been asked to add a few graphic sex scenes to the original manuscript.
         This I did; but when the magazine ran the story, it had to be cut for reasons of space from 50,000 words to 35,000. The 15,000
         words that went out did not include the inserts I had been asked to supply, which meant that Galaxy had first asked me to expand and then drastically to cut the same story, and had ended up publishing an abridged but unexpurgated
         version!
      

      
      Amid such confusions did my novel finally see print – some of it, anyway. With Galaxy’s ownership of the book discharged through the magazine release, I was again free to seek a book publisher, and shortly my
         agent found one: Ace. Don Wollheim, who probably would have bought the book willingly enough in 1958, gathered it in finally,
         after all these adventures, late in 1961, and in the summer of 1962 it reached the newsstands. Yes, as part of an Ace Double
         Book, but there was one consolation for me: the flip side of the volume was also a Silverberg title, a story collection called
         NEXT STOP THE STARS. At least I didn’t have to complain that some other guy’s book was riding with mine.
      

      
      And here, fifteen years later, is THE SEED OF EARTH again, at last published in solitary splendor. I realize now that it’s
         not the profound mixture of adventure and human insight that I thought it was in 1958, but I still think it’s an okay book.
         And it’s interesting to see how many of my later literary themes and obsessions turn up in it – notably the aliens who place human beings in a condition
         of stress for hidden purposes of their own, which shows up again in Thorns, Man in the Maze, and a good many other works of mine. I enjoyed reading it again and I’m not overly embarrassed at loosing this very early
         novel of mine on the newsstands. I hope you’ll find pleasure in it not merely as an historical artifact.
      

      
      Robert Silverberg

      
      Oaklands, California

      
      April, 1976

   
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      The day was warm, bright, sky blue, thermometer in the high sixties – a completely perfect October day in New York – needing
         no modification by the Weather Control Bureau. At the weather station in Scarsdale, glum-faced weather-adjustment men were
         piling into their planes and taking off for Wisconsin, where a cold front was barrelling in from Canada, and where their expert
         services would be needed. Twenty thousand miles above Fond du Lac, the orbiting weather control satellite beamed messages down. In Australia,
         technicians were completing the countdown on a starship about to blast off for a disstant world with a cargo of one hundred
         reluctant colonists. In Chicago, where the morning mail had just arrived, a wealthy playboy stared at a blue slip of paper
         with wide-eyed horror. In London, where the mail had arrived several hours before, a shopgirl’s face was pale with fear. She,
         too, had received her notice from the Colonization Bureau.
      

      
      Around the world, it was an ordinary day, the ninth of October, 2116 A.D. Nothing unusual was happening; nothing but the usual round of birth, death and, occasionally, Selection.
      

      
      And in New York, on that perfect October day, District Chairman David Mulholland of the Colonization Bureau reached his office
         at 0900 sharp, ready if not precisely eager to perform his routine functions.
      

      
      Before he left his office at 1400 hours, he knew, he would have authorized the uprooting of one hundred lives. He tried not to think of it that way. He focused his mind on the
         slogan emblazoned on blue-and-yellow bunting wherever you looked, the slogan of the Colonization Bureau: Do Your Share for Mankind’s Destiny.

      
      But the trouble was, as Mulholland could never forget, that mankind’s destiny was of only trifling interest to the vast mass
         of men.
      

      
      He entered his office, drawing warm smiles from the clerks and typists and secretaries as he passed their cubicles. In the
         office, everyone treated Chairman Mulholland with exaggeratel affection. Most of the bureau employees were sufficiently naive
         to believe that Chairman Mulholland, if he felt so inclined, could arrange their exemption from the world-wide lottery.
      

      
      They were wrong, of course. No one who met the qualifications was exempt. If you were between the ages of nineteen and forty,
         had health rating of plus five or better, could pass a Feldman fertility test, and were not disqualified by one of the various
         social regulations, you went when you were called, in the name of Mankind’s Destiny. There was no way to wriggle off the hook
         once you were caught – unless, of course, you could prove that you were disqualified by some technicality that the computer
         had overlooked. The remaining child in a family which had lost four or more children to selection was exempt. Mothers of children
         under two years of age were exempt. Even mothers of children under ten years of age were exempt, if their husbands had been
         selected and if they had not remarried. A man whose wife was pregnant was entitled to a single ten-month delay in departure.
         There were half a dozen more such technicalities. But, whatever the situation, sixty ships, six thousand people, left Earth
         every day in the week. Someone had to be aboard those ships. Somewhat more than two million Earthmen headed starward each year.
      

      
      Two million out of seven billion. The chance that the dark finger would fall upon your shoulder was inconceivably remote. Even with the figure winnowed down to the mere three and a half billion eligibles, the
         percentage taken each year was slight – one out of every eighteen hundred persons.
      

      
      Do Your Share for Mankind’s Destiny, said the blue-and-yellow sign that hung behind Chairman Mulholland’s desk. He looked at it unseeingly and sat down. Papers
         had already begun to accumulate. Another day was under way.
      

      
      His so-efficient secretary had already adjusted his calendar, dusted his desk, tidied his papers. Mulholland was not fooled.
         Miss Thorne was trying to make herself indispensable to the chairman, as a hedge against the always-to-be-dreaded day when
         the computer’s beam lingered over her number. In moments of cruelty he thought idly of telling her that no mortal, not even
         a district chairman, had enough pull with fate to assure an exemption. It was entirely in the hands of Clotho, Lachesis and
         Atropos.
      

      
      Clotho put your number in the computer. Lachesis riffled the cards. Atropos selected, and selected inflexibly. The Fates could
         not be swayed.
      

      
      Mulholland lifted the top sheet from the stack on his desk. It was the daily requisition form. Five of the sixty starships
         that left Earth each day were manned by Americans, and one of the five American ships each day was stocked with selectees
         drawn by Mulholland’s office. He read the requisition form with care.
      

      
      REF. 11ab762-31 File Seven.

      
      10 October 2116, notices to be sent.

      
      Assignment: starship GEGENSCHEIN, blasting 17

      
      October 2116, from Bangor Star field.

      
      Required: fifty couples selected by Board One.

      
      The form differed only in detail from hundreds of forms that Mulholland had found on his desk at the beginnings of hundreds
         of days past. He tried not to let himself think of days past. He had been chairman for three years, now. It was of the essence
         that the high-ranking members of a selection board should not themselves be subject to selection, and Mulholland had received
         his present job a few weeks after his reaching the age of forty had removed his name from the rolls of eligibility.
      

      
      He was a political appointee. According to the pollsters, his party was due to succumb to a Conservative uprising in the elections
         next month. Mulholland faced his party’s debacle with remarkably little apprehension. Come January, he thought, President
         Dawson would be back in St. Louis practicing law, and a few thousand loyal Liberal party hacks throughout the country would
         lose their jobs, being replaced by a few thousand loyal Conservative party hacks.
      

      
      Which meant, Mulholland thought, that come January someone from the other side of the fence could sit in this chair handing
         out selection warrants, while David Mulholland could slip back into the obscurity of academic life and give his conscience
         a well-needed rest. It was a mere seventy days to the end of President Dawson’s term. Mulholland shut his eyes tiredly. Barring
         a political upset at the polls, he would only have to pass sentence on seven thousand more human beings.
      

      
      He buzzed for his secretary. She came at a gallop; a bony, horse-faced woman of thirty who ran the office with formidable
         energy and who never tired of quoting the bureau slogan to visitors. She probably believed the gospel of Mankind’s Destiny implicitly, Mulholland thought. Which didn’t give her much comfort when she pondered the ten years
         that lay between her and freedom from selection.
      

      
      ‘Good morning, Mr. Mulholland.’

      
      ‘Morning, Jessie. Type out an authorization.’

      
      ‘Certainly, Mr. Mulholland.’

      
      Her agile fingers clattered over the machine. In a moment or two she placed the document on his desk. It was strict formality
         for him to request and for her to type the paper; mechanically, Mulholland scanned it. This had to go to the computer, and
         any typing error would result in loud and unpleasant repercussions.
      

      
      As chairman of the District One Board of Selection of the Colonization Bureau, I hereby authorize the selection of one hundred
            ten names from the roll of those eligible, on this ninth day of October, 2116, in order to fulfil a departure quota of one
            hundred for the starship GEGENSCHEIN, blasting 17 October 2116. David Mulholland, Chairman District Board One.

      
      Mulholland nodded; it was in order. He signed it in the space indicated, then provided crosscheck by pressing his thumb down
         against the photosensitive spot in the lower right-hand corner. The authorization was complete.
      

      
      He handed the form to Jessie Thorne, who deftly rolled it and stuffed it into a pneumatic tube. Mulholland took the tube from
         her, affixed his personal seal, and popped it in the open pneumotube vent under his desk. The little morning ritual was over.
      

      
      The tube, Mulholland knew, would drop twenty storeys into the bowels of the building. There, Brevoort, the vice-chairman,
         would ritualistically open the seal, check to make sure that everything was as it should be and then would place the authorization form face-down on a pickup grid in his
         office. A photocircuit would relay the contents of the form instantaneously to the computer, that sprawling network of tubes
         and complexity hidden in the ground at some highly classified location in the central United States.
      

      
      Activated by the arrival of the authorization, the cryotronic units of Clotho, Lachesis and Atropos would go to work, selecting,
         by a completely random sweep, the names of fifty-five men and fifty-five women from the better than two hundred million eligible
         Americans. All five District Boards – New York, Chicago, St. Louis, Denver, San Francisco – selected from the same common
         pool.
      

      
      The one hundred ten dossiers would be relayed immediately across the country to Mulholland’s office. During the day, Mulholland
         would go through the dossiers one by one, checking personality indexes and compatability moduli to see if his victims for
         the day would be able to work together at the job of colonizing a world. Mulholland had learned through experience that he
         would have to discard about ten per cent of his pick, not exempting them but merely tossing them back in the hopper for another
         chance. The computer’s records were kept scrupulously up to date – a whole beehive of clerical workers handled the job of
         filing the countless change-of-status applications that came in – but Mulholland could be certain that of each hundred and
         ten names scooped up by the computer, two would have become ineligible for reasons of health, one of the women would be probably
         pregnant, one of the men would be psychologically unsuitable. At least once a week it happened that a selected person died
         between the time of his selection and the time of his notification. Three years of district chairman had taught Mulholland a great deal about vital statistics.
      

      
      At 0930 hours his names for the day began to arrive over a closed-circuit transstat reproducer. The cards came popping out,
         five-by-eight green cards with a name and a number at the top and forty or so lines of condensed information typed neatly
         below.
      

      
      He gathered them up, stacking them neatly on his desk. Behind him, the slogan warned silently, DO YOUR SHARE FOR MANKIND’S
         DESTINY. To his left, a gleaming window opened out onto the blue cloud-flecked sky. It was a lovely day. District Chairman
         Mulholland looked through his names for October 9, notification to be sent by October 10, departure scheduled for October
         17.
      

      
      The selectees had only a week’s notice. Fifteen years back, when the star-colonization had begun, they had been given twelve
         weeks to tidy up their Earthly affairs. But that policy, instituted with the praiseworthy intention of making selection a
         little more humane, had backfired. Instead of making use of their twelve weeks to tend to loose ends, transfer possessions,
         pay farewells, some of the selectees had behaved less constructively. A startling number suicided. Others wrought damage on
         their persons to make themselves ineligible, lopping off hands or feet or putting out an eye or performing even more drastic
         self-mutilations in their desperate fear of the unknown stars. Still others tried to escape by hiding in remote parts of the
         world. The three-month period of grace simply did not work. After several years, it was shortened to a week, and selectees
         were watched carefully during that week.
      

      
      So Mulholland leafed through his hundred and ten cards, knowing that in eight days most of those people would be heading out
         on a one-way journey. Mankind’s destiny would brook no sentiment.
      

      
      He buzzed Miss Thorne again. ‘I’ve got the cards, Jessie. Do we have any volunteers today?’
      

      
      ‘One.’ She gave him the card. Noonan, Cyril F. Age thirty, unmarried. Mulholland read through the rest of the data, nodded, tossed Noonan’s card in a basket on the right side of his desk, and
         made a sharp downstroke on a blank tally sheet in front of him. Now there were only forty-nine men to pick for the voyage
         of the Gegenschein. Volunteers were uncommon, but they did turn up from time to time.
      

      
      Mulholland ran through the men first. He picked out his forty-nine without any trouble, and stacked the six leftover cards
         in his reserve basket. Those six names would be held aside until it was determined whether or not the other forty-nine were
         still eligible. If Mulholland could fill his quota without recourse to the reserve basket, the six men would automatically
         become first on the next day’s selection list. Mulholland had no one left over from the day before, as it happened; there
         had been some trouble filling the October 9 quota, and he had used up his reserve completely yesterday.
      

      
      With the men’s half at least tentatively finished, he skimmed through the fifty female names. Here, occasionally, the computer
         tripped up. Mulholland winnowed one name out immediately; Mrs. Mary Jensen, 31, mother of four children ages two to nine.
         She had as much business being in the list of eligibles as the President’s grandmother. Mulholland initialed her card and
         buzzed for Miss Thorne again.
      

      
      ‘Have her name pulled from the list,’ he ordered crisply. ‘She’s got a child born in 2114.’

      
      Fate had been kind to Mrs. Jensen. Since her husband had never been selected, her only claim to exemption was that she had
         a child under two. If her number had come up a month or two later, she would no longer have been entitled to that exemption. But now, because she had been called today, she would most likely never be called again. Probability
         was against it. Mrs. Jensen was safe, even if she had no more children.
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