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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.







CHAPTER ONE


Martin Clegg had always been aware of it since he had first taken a conscious interest in life. It was a vague something, as indeterminate as a nebula, only assuming a degree of reality during the hours when he slept. Somewhere he had a twin, if not in body then in thought—and as he grew older it became an increasingly disturbing factor in his life. It was not easy to almost live two lives and not make a good job of either of them.


Outwardly, Martin Clegg was similar to any young man of twenty-five. He had the three inseparable adjunts of his age—a job, good health, and a girl-friend. He spent his days as a draughtsman, his evenings with Elsie Barlow, and his nights with—— He didn’t know what. Something. That Other, that mystical conscious being who was half himself and half somebody else. Far away, yet becoming increasingly dominating.


In appearance Martin was not particularly fascinating. He had no looks to speak of, his main virtue being a ruggedly chiselled face which made him appear many years older than he was. His hair was black and untidy; his eyes a piercing grey. Those with an understanding of human nature would have said he probably could be clever but was too apt to wander from the main point ever to bring anything to a successful conclusion. There was a reason for this, though—— That Something, that Other. Far, far away.


Elsie Barlow noticed the increasing dreaminess of Martin and did not particularly like it. Being a completely natural girl with an everyday outlook on life, a girl who punched a typewriter by day and spent her evenings thinking of the future with Martin, she found it disturbing when he cultivated the habit of walking like a somnambulist and only answering her questions when she nearly underlined them with a nudge in the ribs.


“Mart, what on earth is the matter with you?” she demanded one evening, and halted their slow walk past brilliantly lighted shop windows.


It was the week before Christmas and they had decided to make a “viewing” expedition to determine what they should buy for their relatives and friends. Only Mart’s interest was plainly miles away. His face was thoughtful, his eyes looking through Elsie as she questioned him.


“Am I talking to myself?” she enquired.


Mart still looked at her. He hardly noticed her face, rosy cheeked from the icy wind, or the curls of fair hair peeping from under her saucy little hat. He was looking into an abyss where there was a powdering of brilliant stars and, amidst them, Something calling. Something irresistible——


“Mart!”


Elsie’s voice knifed through Mart’s consciousness and he gave a start. She was there in front of him, her hands on her hips and profound exasperation on her pretty face. Men and women, muffled against the wind, were going back and forth in the bright lights.


“Remember me?” Elsie asked sourly. “I’m the girl who came out with you on a shopping tour. You might as well be a corpse.”


“There may be more in that than you realise,” Mart replied, thinking.


“What?” Then Elsie caught impulsively at his arm. “Mart, what’s wrong? Why do you behave so strangely these days? Are you ill, or something?”


“No, I’m not ill. Never felt better—physically.”


“Then what is it? After all, I am your fiancee. If you can’t tell me, there’s nobody else.”


“I don’t think you’d believe me if I did tell you.”


Elsie hesitated, momentarily unsure of him. Then she said brightly: “No harm in trying, is there? At least let me know what it’s all about.”


“Very well. Come with me.”


Mart took her arm and to her surprise he led her away from the bright lights of the street and down numerous back alley ways. Though she had known him for many months sow, and he had always treated her with quiet gentility, she did begin to wonder if perhaps something had changed him—if he was perhaps an unsuspected psychopath and might murder her. His grip on her arm was certainly fierce. She thought of making a dash for it, but just at that moment they came out on to the open expanse of Ridley’s Common—a great, barren area of dry grass and clods of earth supposed to be a recreational centre. Actually it was one of those bare spots inseparable from any provincial town.


“Nice and dark here,” Mart said, lowering his hand.


“Yes.” Elsie laughed uneasily. “Isn’t it?”


“What’s the matter?” Mart sounded mildly surprised. “You sound scared!”


“I—I hardly know how I sound, Mart. You’re acting so queerly …”


He looked at her in the starlight. Out here in this empty expanse the lights of the city were dimmed and instead the sky was the only illumination, frostily bright in the cold air.


“Good heavens, Elsie, you didn’t think I was going to murder you or something, did you?” Mart laughed incredulously for a moment and then drew the girl to him and held her tightly. “Dammit, you’re even trembling,” he added. “It’s all my fault for being so morose … I wouldn’t hurt you for all the gold in the world, sweetheart. I love you too much——”


He became practical again as he released her. “My only reason for coming here is so that we can see the sky clearly. I hope it may help my explanation.”


“Oh?” Elsie was at ease again now, her arm about his waist. She surveyed the star-dusted emptiness overhead, then waited.


“Up there,” Martin said, pointing, “is the constellation of Orion. See it?”


“I—I think so, Mart. I’m not very good at astronomy.”


“I mean that cluster—there. That’s Orion. You can faintly see the double-star Rigel, ruddy Betelgeux, and beyond is Aldebaran—that red one.”


“Well?” Elsie asked curiously. “What about it?”


“This will sound crazy,” Mart said, his voice quiet, “but I have the feeling that I belong up there.”


“Crazy is right! Oh, for heaven’s sake, Mart, what in the world are you talking about? Do you mean you’ve dragged me all this way just to talk nonsense?”


“It isn’t nonsense, Elsie. I was never more dead serious in my life!”


“But—but——” Elsie made a bewildered movement. “How can you belong up there? I know you like astronomy—you’ve mentioned it enough times—but you don’t have to let it go to your head like this, do you?”


“It goes back a long way,” Mart said, in the same brooding tone. “Ever since I was about six years old and first started to take a conscious interest in things. I have never in all my life had a decent night’s sleep, because the moment I am asleep I seem to be somebody else. It isn’t frustration, the repression of day-time desires, or anything like that. I—I have a twin somewhere, and I believe he’s up there.”


Elsie was silent. To have to wrestle with a problem like this was almost beyond her.


“Have—have you seen a psychiatrist?” she asked. “He could probably make you straight.”


Mart turned slightly, surprised. “Matter of fact, no. I never thought of it. I just accepted the phenomenon and let it go at that. Lately it has become much worse. I feel this other self pushing its way into my own personality with a sense of urgency—or something.”


“It’s time you did something about it,” Elsie said. “It really is. Why not act immediately? Sir Robert Cranwell has his rooms in town and lives on the premises. He’d perhaps make an exception and see you to-night, just as a doctor would … You’re so utterly changed, Mart. You owe it to me, if not to yourself, to find out what ails you.”


As Mart hesitated he found his arm seized and, almost in spite of himself, Elsie began drawing him away. She did not release her grip until they had returned to the brightly lighted main street and had the door of Sir Robert Cranwell’s residence before them. Elsie thumbed the bell over the shining brass plate.


The psychiatrist was at home, it appeared, but Elsie had to talk very convincingly to the maid before she succeeded in getting the required interview. Sir Robert rose from the chair in his consulting room as the two were shown in to him. He was a tall, eagle-like man with white hair brushed back firmly from a high forehead.


“This is very gracious of you, Sir Robert,” Elsie said, as she shook hands. “Only extreme urgency would have made me so insistent—— Er—it concerns my fiancé, here—Martin Clegg.”


“I am always ready to help if I can,” Sir Robert smiled. “What seems to be the trouble, Mr. Clegg?”


“I have a kinship with somebody or something in the constellation of Orion,” Martin answered deliberately, and this made the psychiatrist clear his throat.


“Oh—I see. Hmm… Extraordinary. Suppose we go into it more fully, eh? You, Miss Barlow, will find the ante-room comfortable, I am sure.”


Gently, but firmly, Elsie was conducted into the adjoining room and the door was closed. Here she remained—for over an hour. Part of the time she skimmed through periodicals; the rest of the time she paced up and down anxiously—then at last the door opened and Martin reappeared with the psychiatrist behind him. Elsie turned sharply and looked at them. “Well?” she asked quickly. “It isn’t anything—serious, is it?”


“Great heavens, no!” Sir Robert gave a reassuring smile. “Mr. Clegg and I have had quite an interesting chat and I think he can be cured with a course of treatment. What he chooses to tell you, Miss Barlow, is his own affair. I, of course, cannot divulge anything any more than can a doctor.”


“No—of course not.”


Elsie felt that at that moment the best thing to do was leave, particularly as Martin had a decidedly baffled look on his face. She linked her arm through his and in a moment or two they were out in the street again.


“Well?” she asked presently, as they walked along. “What was his verdict?”


“The man’s an idiot!” Martin said it with emphatic assurance. “He traced the trouble back to some incident in my childhood when a can of pineapple fell on my head. The only person who can explain what is the matter with me is a scientist—not a mind-doctor. Tom Cavendish, for instance. I might just catch him in, too. He’s an electronic engineer and has been working late recently, but it’s towards ten now so we may stand a chance.”


Elsie raised no objections and Martin had guessed right. Tom Cavendish, a young and rather saturnine being deserted his supper when his mother informed him of the identity of the visitors. He came into the drawing-room where they were waiting and shook hands cordially.


“Sorry to bother you, Tom,” Martin apologised, “but I couldn’t think of anybody else likely to have the solution to a scientific problem.”


“Thanks for the flattery,” Tom smiled. “What seems to be wrong? Radio gone haywire?”


“No—his mind,” Elsie said seriously. “He has the idea he has a twin up in the stars, or something. I never heard of anything so crazy in my life.”


Tom sat down. He had not smiled at the flippant way in which Elsie had spoken. He looked at Martin intently


“Let’s have it, Mart,” he suggested; so Martin related his curious story in detail, just as he had told it to the psychiatrist.


“It isn’t impossible,” Tom said at last, thinking.


“What!” Elsie looked at him blankly. “You actually mean to say there might be something in it?”


“It’s a matter of understanding the mind,” Tom explained, hunching intently forward. “You see, scientists accept the theory that ether—that unknowable something which lies between planets and suns—is actually mind force. Jeans began it when he postulated the theory that the Universe is really only a gigantic thought and that human beings are transformers who interpret the thought-surround into action.”


Elsie just gazed with her eyes wide open, but Martin was listening intently. He knew Tom too well to discredit a single word he uttered.


“Look at it this way,” Tom continued. “Around us at this moment are radio waves, from all over the world, each one of them carrying some particular programme. We tune a radio set to whatever programme we desire—and in it comes. Scientific theory has it that human brains are, basically, only similar to radio equipment and that they interpret particular wave-lengths of thought which exist in the multiform myriads of waves around us. For that reason some people are geniuses, if their brains happen to be able to interpret the highest octaves of thought. Others are criminals if they only interpret the baser waves. In this great sea of thought which we call the universal empty space there is every conceivable form of wave — or emotion — which we cannot help but interpret according to the quality of our brains. Our bodies are mere dead clay, operated by the brains we possess. In fact the whole Universe—if I may quote Jeans—is only perhaps one gigantic thought in the mind of a super-mathematician.”


“And—and does that explain what is wrong with Martin?” Elsie asked, her voice faltering in spite of herself.


“It might. In the physical world Nature sometimes produces her work twice—or even five times over—creating twins or quintuplets respectively. It is well-known that between twins, at least, there is nearly always a common mental link. If it can exist on Earth, why cannot it exist across untold light-centuries of space?”


“Because only our world has people on it,” Elsie replied.


Tom Cavendish had known Elsie for some months—as a very nice girl but not particularly brainy. So he just smiled at her, and she did not quite like the way he did it, either.


“Our world, Elsie, is probably one of millions with people on it,” he said. “Science leans more and more to the theory that our world is not exclusive in possessing thinking beings. In fact we are very probably extremely low in the scale compared to some planets—— No, we can accept the belief that life teems on other planets as much as it does here. If, however, there existed on a distant world a being with a brain identical to Martin’s, it would receive exactly the same wave-lengths of thought, just as two radio receivers, tuned to one station, would receive the same programme. In that case, there would arise the phenomenon of linked brains, such as occurs between twins.”


“Linked?” Elsie frowned and pondered.


“Radio sets receiving the same programme are said to be in ‘sympathy’. Two brains receiving identical impulses and thoughts from the ether-sea would also be in ‘sympathy’ with each other. They would be linked—not physically—but by a mental tie, that mental tie being the obvious one of each brain being able to see the same thing. You must admit that when two people can both see the solution of a problem they can very nearly read each other’s minds, so en rapport are they with each other. All that happens between twins is that their twinship gives them practically identical brains, so they remain in each other’s spheres of influence. It makes no difference if the twin be at the other end of the Universe because thought knows no barriers … So, Martin, I think you have got a twin.”


“Out in the constellation of Orion?” Martin asked, his voice incredulous.


“Why not? The reason why you become more convinced of it during the sleeping hours is because in that period your individual will, which forms a barrier, is relaxed and this other mind, in tune with yours, affects you with much greater power.” Tom paused for a moment and then asked, “Have you ever tried communicating?”


“No. When I’m asleep it’s impossible, and when I’m awake I do not feel the influence so strongly. My one conviction is a sense of urgency, even fear—as though somebody is urging me to do something, and I don’t know what it is.”


“You must try and find out,” Tom suggested “Maybe you will, as time goes on. In the meantime I cannot see how this influence can ever cease until one or the other of you … dies.”


Martin looked up sharply. “You really believe that is the only way?”


“I do. This double of yours in the constellation Orion must be experiencing the same trouble as you. If he is highly scientific he will know the reason for it: if he is not, he will be utterly bewildered.”


There was a good deal more Martin would have liked to ask. In fact he could have stayed all night and talked to Tom, absorbing his immense scientific knowledge—but Elsie had other ideas. She rose from the chair and said prosaically:


“We’re keeping you from your supper, Tom—and I’m sure Mart and I want ours. Thanks for being so helpful.”


“I only hope that I have,” Tom answered seriously. “If you get no better, Mart, come and see me again. Even if I can’t cure you I may be able to give you some comfort.”


“Thanks.” Martin shook hands. “You’re a good friend old man.”


Out in the street, as she and Martin began to drift homewards, Elsie stated flatly exactly what she thought.


“Scientists are fatheads! Ask them a straightforward question and they come out with all manner of high-sounding words. As if you could have a twin up in the stars there! I never heard of anything so crazy!”


“Sometimes, Elsie,” Martin said wearily, “I think you have a very tiny mind. You’re a decent girl, but you——”


“Tiny mind, did you say?” Elsie came to a stop, her lips pouting in the light of the street lamps.


“You must have, otherwise you’d see that Tom’s explanation is the only possible one.”


“I don’t know which is the crazier—you or Tom!” Elsie snapped. “But I do know I’m not going to walk around with you and be insulted! What sort of fun do you think I’m having?—going out with a man who looks half asleep and explains it by pointing at the stars? I know lots of other chaps who can give me a good time—and the sooner I tell them so, the better!”


“Elsie—wait a minute——”


Mart made a grab at her arm and missed. He sighed and remained where he was, watching her slender figure heading away under the street lamps, her heels clicking purposefully. When at last she had vanished from view round the corner which led to her home avenue he pressed finger and thumb wearily to his eyes.


“Maybe she’s right,” he muttered. “I can’t be much of a pal to walk out with.”


He began moving again, mooching along with hands thrust deep in his overcoat pockets. By the time he had reached his rooms he had come to a decision. He locked the door of his little combined apartment and, quite deliberately, went to the small table and began to write a letter. When he had finished he read it through:




December 21st, 1951.


To Whom It May Concern,


I, Martin Clegg, have decided for various reasons to take my own life, and I absolutely absolve anybody else from possible blame. I find my life purposeless—and rendered more so by the attitude of my former fiancée, Elsie Barlow, though I can easily understand—and forgive—her impressions of me. I also feel that by dying I may release another person, far away, from the same chains which are holding me. One man may understand—Tom Cavendish. In any case the world will not miss a not-too-good draughtsman.


Martin Clegg.





Martin nodded to himself, put the letter in an envelope and then addressed it to his landlady. This done he crossed to the cupboard and took from it the bottle of sleeping tablets which, his nights always being disturbed, he had taken to using for some months past.
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