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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.







HENRY KUTTNER
by
L. Sprague deCamp


Henry Kuttner (1914-1958) was a small, swarthy man with a small mustache, a weak heart, and a quiet, mousey manner: nervous, shy, sensitive, reserved, and retiring. Kind and gentle in personal relationships, he also had a talent for deadpan humor. He applied himself to his writing with a ferocious intensity; when immersed in a piece, he would refuse even to see friends who had come from a distance for the purpose.


Reared in California, Kuttner went from high school into a job with a literary agency and soon began writing stories on his own. His first sale was of a well-remembered horror story, “The Graveyard Rats,” in WEIRD TALES for March 1936. For some years this magazine was his main outlet. His stories of this time were heavily influenced by H. P. Lovecraft; he used some of the places and entities of Lovecraft’s Cthulhu Mythos. He became one of Lovecraft’s correspondents, as a result of which Lovecraft put him in touch with another young WEIRD TALES writer, Catherine Lucile Moore. Like some women writers of the time, Miss Moore concealed her sex in the byline of “C. L. Moore.” She and Kuttner began collaborating and in 1940 were married. The marriage was happy, but their hopes for children were disappointed.


Kuttner proved extremely prolific and versatile. He wrote fantasy, space epics, humor, tales of atomic doom, and verse with equal facility. One of his names or pseudonyms appeared on over 170 imaginative stories in all lengths. Some were mediocre potboilers; but others were outstanding. When, thirty-odd years ago, Isaac Asimov and I tried to list science fiction writers according to the numbers of stories of various kinds they had published, Hank Kuttner came to the top no matter what criteria we applied. He would then have had a strong claim to being the leading science fiction writer.


Recognition lagged, because of Kuttner’s addiction to pseudonyms and his imitativeness. His stories appeared under at least sixteen names, such as Kelvin Kent, Keith Hammond, and Paul Edmonds. He rationalized this practice by the dubious argument that he hoped to use different names for stories of different kinds and build up a set of separate reputations.


Kuttner also seems to have suffered from excessive adaptability. Hence he imitated, often very successfully, the writings of whatever colleague was momentarily popular and whatever kind of tale was in vogue. Thus his “Baldies” stories of the 1950’s were patent imitations of A. E. Van Vogt. Hence he failed to find a distinctive voice of his own. After he married Catherine Moore, practically all their work was in collaboration, usually under the names of Lewis Padgett and Lawrence O’Donnell.


Kuttner’s two Prince Raynor stories were among several attempts by writers to fill in the hole in fantasy left by the suicide of Robert E. Howard in 1936 and the end of Howard’s Conan stories. The Raynor tales appeared in STRANGE STORIES in 1939. Kuttner had also sold four stories in the genre to WEIRD TALES, about a prehistoric adventurer, Elak Of Atlantis.*


In the late 1930’s, Kuttner lived alternately in Southern California and New York. He hated New York but sojourned there to be near his markets. He took part in the informal group of young science fiction writers, including Otto Binder, Arthur Burks, John Campbell, Edmond Hamilton, Otis Kline, Manly Wellman, and Jack Williamson, who without formal organization met monthly for talk and refreshments.


We played a game called “Hezekiah Plantagenet,” in which one person starts a story, gets the hero into a frightful predicament, and passes the tale to the next player. Kuttner insisted on introducing flagrantly unscientific concepts, as by having the hero escape through a convenient “hole in space.” We howled that one down; but we adopted his suggestion of an assistant villain, a sinister Oriental named Doctor Snatchatcha.


Of the two Prince Raynor stories, the second, “The Citadel Of Darkness,” is the only fantasy I can recall that makes good use of the pseudo-science of astrology. Whether there would have been any more Raynor tales, STRANGE STORIES folded after a two-year run with the issue of February 1941. Later came Pearl Harbor, and soon Kuttner found himself in the Army.


He served in the Medical Corps but in 1945 received a medical discharge, when it became evident that Army life was driving the sensitive Kuttner literally crazy. He returned to writing with his wife, commuting between New York and Los Angeles. In 1950, with laudable enterprise, he entered the University of Southern California on the GI Bill of Rights. Catherine Moore entered with him, and both earned their bachelor’s degrees in 1954.


Not yet satisfied, Kuttner began the studies for a master’s degree. He had completed his master’s thesis when a heart attack slew him, still in his mid-forties, in 1958.





Cursed Be the City
by
Henry Kuttner



This is the tale they tell, O King: that ere the royal banners were lifted upon the tall towers of Chaldean Ur, before the Winged Pharaohs reigned in secret Aegyptus, there were mighty empires far to the east. There in that vast desert known as the Cradle of Mankind—aye, even in the heart of the measureless Gobi—great wars were fought and high palaces thrust their minarets up to the purple Asian sky. But this, O King, was long ago, beyond the memory of the oldest sage; the splendor of Imperial Gobi lives now only in the dreams of minstrels and poets…


The Tale of Sakhmet the Damned




CHAPTER I: The Gates Of War


In the gray light of the false dawn the prophet had climbed to the outer wall of Sardopolis, his beard streaming in the chill wind. Before him, stretching across the broad plain, were the gay tents and pavilions of the besieging army, emblazoned with the scarlet symbol of the wyvern, the winged dragon beneath which King Cyaxares of the north waged his wars.


Already soldiers were grouped about the catapults and scaling-towers, and a knot of them gathered beneath the wall where the prophet stood. Mocking, rough taunts were voices, but for a time the white-bearded oldster paid no heed to the gibes. His sunken eyes, beneath their snowy penthouse brows, dwelt on the far distance, where a forest swept up into the mountain slopes and faded into a blue haze.


His voice came, thin piercing.


“Wo, wo, unto Sardopolis! Fallen is the Jewel of Gobi, fallen and lost forever, and all its glory gone! Desecration shall come to the altars, and the streets shall run red with blood. I see death for the king and shame for his people….”


For a time the soldiers beneath the wall had been silent, but now, spears lifted, they interrupted with a torrent of half-amused mockery. A bearded giant roared:


“Come down to us, old goat! We’ll welcome you indeed!”


The prophet’s eyes dropped, and the shouting of the soldiers faded into stillness. Very softly the ancient spoke, yet each word was clear and distinct as a sword-blade.


“Ye shall ride through the streets of the city in triumph. And your king shall mount the silver thrown. Yet from the forest shall come your doom; an old doom shall come down upon you, and none shall escape. He shall return—HE—the mighty one who dwelt here once….”


The prophet lifted his arms, staring straight into the red eye of the rising sun. “Evohe! Evohe!”


Then he stepped forward two steps and plunged. Straight down, his beard and robe streaming up, till the upthrust spears caught him, and he died.


And that day the gates of Sardopolis were burst in by giant battering-rams, and like an unleashed flood the men of Cyaxares poured into the city, wolves who slew and plundered and tortured mercilessly. Terror walked that day, and a haze of battle hung upon the roofs. The defenders were hunted down and slaughtered in the streets without mercy. Women were outraged, their children impaled, and the glory of Sardopolis faded in a smoke of shame and horror. The last glow of the setting sun touched the scarlet wyvern of Cyaxares floating from the tallest tower of the king’s palace.
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