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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.


      









1


‘Will Mister Todd Wells please come to the Aeronaves de Chile counter. Mister Todds Wells.’


Todd jerked away. Had that been his name he heard over the speakers? Or had he just dreamed it? He had fallen asleep sitting in the chair. Yes, there it was again. A little hard to understand because the man who was talking said the words in a different way. He made them sound like Spanish. But it was his name all right.


Todd grabbed up his flight bag and hurried to the counter. It was close by. Everything was close by in this little airport. Punta Arenas Airport, right down at the tip of South America. The land ended here. After this there was only ocean, stretching right down to the frozen Antarctic.


‘One moment please,’ the man behind the counter said.


Todd looked around at the now-familar airport where he had spent most of the day. The big jet that had brought him from home had landed early that morning. Instead of anyone being there to meet him, there had been only a message to wait. He had waited. Maybe now something would happen.


‘Todd?’


It was a booming American voice that bounced off the ceiling and walls, too big for the small airport. Todd turned quickly to see a tall man wearing a stained leather flying jacket. He was walking fast, as fast as Todd could run. His face was sunburned and peeling, his red hair in a tangle. He looked as though he were on fire. But his blue eyes were warm and his big smile friendly – and he reached out a hand as big as a dinner plate.


‘I’m Bert,’ he said, shaking Todd’s hand very hard. ‘I do most of the flying. You look like your father, I could tell who you were right away. Great man, your dad. Let’s go.’


Todd’s hand was numb from the shaking and he felt as though he were being rushed along by a whirlwind. Bert the pilot was a man who was always in a hurry. Todd’s suitcases appeared from somewhere and Bert tucked them both under one arm, as if they were feather pillows. With a quick swing he had a giant mailbag over his other shoulder, then was out of the door and away. Todd had to run to keep up.


It was hot crossing the concrete airfield and Todd was out of breath by the time they reached the plane. Not Bert. He rushed up the steps, waved Todd after him – then pressed the button to bring in the steps the instant Todd was inside. Then he closed and sealed the door and was away, even as Todd was still looking around.


A few metal seats were folded down from one wall, but it was more like being in a van than a plane. Big wooden boxes were tied down to the floor and walls. Smaller boxes and bags were in among them.


There was a whine, then a roar, as the engines started. Todd was sitting down on one of the hard metal seats when the friendly shout stopped him.


‘In here, Todd!’


Bert was in the pilot’s seat, his hands flashing over the controls. He took an instant for a friendly wink at Todd and a quick jerk of his thumb at the other seat.


‘You can be co-pilot this flight. Buckle in.’


This is more like it, Todd thought! The flight in the big jet had been fun, but had been more like a bus ride than a plane trip once they were in the air. But now he was sitting in front of the controls, seeing everything that the pilot did, looking out of the front window the same way. He could even touch the controls if he wanted to – but he knew better than to do this. And Bert had not warned him to stay away from the controls. He liked that. He wasn’t being treated like a silly kid.


‘Hang on!’ Bert shouted. Could he talk quietly, Todd wondered? ‘You’ll see something now I bet you never saw before.’


As the throttles were pushed forward the roar of the two big engines grew louder and louder. Then the plane stirred and moved. But it did not move forward. Instead it started to rise straight up into the air like an elevator. But it had looked like a regular jet, not a helicopter. Bert saw the startled look in Todd’s eyes and laughed loudly.


‘Bet you weren’t expecting that.’


‘No,’ Todd said, then frowned in thought. ‘Is this plane a VTOL?’


‘One hundred per cent correct! Vertical Take Off and Landing. Vee, Tee, Oh, El. The names comes from the initials. The engines turn down to lift us into the air. As soon as we are high enough they turn back and away we go!’


He worked the controls as he talked. Following his words the plane stopped going straight up and began to shoot ahead, faster and faster. Moments later the shore vanished behind them and there was nothing but blue ocean to be seen.


‘Is it a long flight?’ Todd asked, looking across the water and squinting into the afternoon sun.


‘A real short one. The train is going a little faster every day. We should be seeing it soon.’


Todd looked even harder, but the low sun hurt his eyes. It did not seem to bother Bert. He worked the controls easily, the small wheel swallowed up his big hands. He pointed suddenly at the distant horizon.


‘There they are – dead ahead!’


Todd squinted and rubbed his eyes, then made out a row of little white specks. At first they did not look like very much. But as they came closer the specks grew into mountains – and Todd suddenly understood just how big they were.


‘That little dot in front, is that the Stormqueen?’ he asked.


Bert nodded. ‘She sure is. Almost as big as an aircraft carrier. But she looks small because that first berg is two miles long, and the others not much smaller. The whole train is over seven miles from front to back.’


Icebergs! Five seagoing mountains of ice. They had been captured in the Antarctic and tamed by science. Now, obedient as a string of mules, they moved steadily north under the guidance of Stormqueen, the atomic tugboat. All at once Todd was very, very happy. And just as proud.


His father was captain of the Stormqueen.


As the plane dropped lower, Todd realized just how big the ship was. He had a photograph of the atomic tug on the wall over his bed at home. But it is hard to tell the size of a ship from a photograph.


Stormqueen was over a city block long. The VTOL plane drifted the length of her, starting at the high bow, then going back over the decks. The island and the bridge were midships, then more deck and finally the fantail with the landing platform. A big circle, like the bullseye on a target, was painted here. With easy touches on the controls Bert dropped the plane right into the centre of the circle.


Todd was so excited that this time he moved faster than the pilot. He unbuckled and ran as the engines shut down, and was at the door two steps ahead of Bert. Bert threw the handle on the stair controls and pushed the door open. Todd grabbed up his bag and was down them as soon as they hit the deck.


‘Dad!’


For the first time in a long time, Captain Wells did not act like a captain. It had been almost a year since he had seen his son. The hard lines around his eyes softened and he grinned with happiness. Then he was squeezing Todd, holding him tight.


‘You’ve grown, boy, you know that?’


‘Well, you haven’t shrunk any, Dad – so you must be right!’


They laughed at that, then moved aside, still laughing, to let a motor-crane get close to the plane. The cargo hatch was already open and the crane reached in to grab up the cargo. Other men were tying down the plane. Everything was very busy. The big ship rocked up and down on an easy swell, moving slowly and steadily north. Behind them, the seagoing mountain of ice followed in their wake. It was so large that the other four icebergs could not be seen.


‘Come on below and I’ll show you your compartment,’ the Captain said. ‘You’ll want to unpack and wash. We eat in about an hour.’


The last thing Todd wanted to do was go below decks. There was just too much to see. When his father turned to answer a question from one of the sailors, Todd ran quickly to the aft rail. The boiling white wake was just below him. Thick cables stretched back from the stern to the following iceberg. He looked at them and wondered how steel cables, even cables as big as these, could move seven miles of icebergs. Sun glinted from the ice that rose above them like a wall.


‘It really is something to see,’ the Captain said, coming up to the rail.


‘Dad, how can the Stormqueen tow all those icebergs? I mean she really looks strong – but not that strong. That one berg alone must weight tons and tons.’


The Captain nodded. ‘Just about six thousand million tons, if you can imagine anything that big. Two miles long and over six hundred feet deep. And there are four more bergs behind her, almost as big. That’s a lot of ice.’


‘That’s what I mean,’ Todd said. ‘How can you possibly tow something that big?’


‘Well, first, we don’t do all the work. The Stormqueen only helps tow. Most of the work is done by the icebergs. The push themselves.’


‘How?’


‘I’ll show you tomorrow …’ Captain Wells looked down into his son’s eyes, at the excitement mirrored there, and knew this would not do. ‘No, we’ll do it now. I’ll have your gear sent below and you can come with me. In a minute you’ll see just how they push.’
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