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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


It was the worst of times, and it was the saddest of times, so what we must remember if we are to keep our perspective as we read these journals of the Plague Years is that the people who wrote them, indeed the entire population of what was then the United States of America and most of the world, were, by our standards, all quite mad.


The Plague virus, apparently originating somewhere in Africa, had spread first to male homosexuals, and intravenous drug users. Inevitably it moved via bisexual contact into the population at large. A vaccine was developed and for a moment the Plague seemed defeated. But the organism mutated under this evolutionary pressure and a new strain swept the world. A new vaccine was developed, but the virus mutated again. Eventually the succession of vaccines selected for mutability itself, and the Plague virus proliferated into dozens of strains.


Palliative treatments were developed, victims might survive for a decade or more, but there was no cure, and no vaccine that offered protection for long.


For twenty years, sex and death were inextricably entwined. For twenty years, men and women were constrained to deny themselves the ordinary pleasures of straightforward unencumbered sex, or to succumb to the natural desires of the flesh and pay the awful price. For twenty years, the species faced its own extinction. For twenty years, Africa and most of Asia and Latin American were quarantined by the armed forces of America, Europe, Japan, and the Soviet Union. For twenty years, the people of the world stewed in their own frustrated sexual juices.


Small wonder then that the Plague Years were years of madness. Small wonder that the authors of these journals seem, from our happier perspective, driven creatures, and quite insane.


That each of them found somewhere the courage to carry on, that through their tormented and imperfect instrumentalities, the long night was finally to see our dawn, that is the wonder, that is the triumph of the human spirit, the spirit which unites the era of the Plague Years with our own.


—Mustapha Kelly


Luna City, 2143







 


JOHN DAVID


 


I was gunfoddering in Baja when the marks began to appear again. The first time I saw the marks, they gave me six years if I could afford it, ten if I joined up and got myself the best.


Well what was a poor boy to do? Take my black card, let them stick me in a Quarantine Zone, and take my chances? Go underground and try to dodge the Sex Police until the Plague got me? Hell no, this poor boy did what about two million other poor boys did, he signed up for life in the American Foreign Legion, aka the Army of the Living Dead, while he was still in good enough shape to be accepted.


Now you hear a lot of bad stuff about the Legion. The wages suck. The food ain’t much. We’re a bunch of bloodthirsty killers too bugfuck to be allowed back in the United States fighting an endless imperialistic war against the whole Third World and our combat life expectancy is about three years. Junkies. Dopers. Drooling sex maniacs. The scum of the universe.


For sure, all that is true. But unless you’re a millionaire or supercrook, the Legion is the best deal you can do when they paint your blue card black and tell you you’ve Got It.


The deal is you get the latest that medical science has to offer and you get it free. The deal is you can do anything you want to the gorks as long as you don’t screw up combat orders. The deal is that the Army of the Living Dead is co-ed and omnisexual and every last one of us has already Got It. We’ve all got our black card already, we’re under sentence of death, so we might as well enjoy each other on the way out. The deal is that the Legion is all the willing meat sex you can handle, and plenty that you can’t, you better believe it!


Like the recruiting slogan says, “A Short Life But A Happy One.” We were the last free red-blooded American Boys and Girls. “Join the Army and Fuck the World,” says the graffiti they scrawl on the walls about us.


Well that too, and so what?


Take the Baja campaign. The last census showed that the black card population of California was entitled to enlarged Quarantine Zones. Catalina and San Francisco were bursting at the seams and the state legislature couldn’t agree on a convenient piece of territory. So it got booted up to the Federal Quarantine Agency.


Old Walter T., he looks at the map, and he sees you could maintain a Quarantine line across the top of the Baja Peninsula with maybe 2000 SP troops. Real convenient. Annex the mother to California and solve the problem.


So in we go, and down the length of Baja we cakewalk. No sweat. Two weeks of saturation air strikes to soften up the Mexes, a heavy armored division and two wings of gunships at the point, followed by 15,000 of us zombies to nail things down.


What you call a fun campaign, a far cry from the mess we got into in Cuba or that balls-up in Venezuela, let me tell you. Mexico was something like 50% Got It, their armed forces had been wiped out of existence in the Chihuaha campaign, and so it was just a matter of three weeks of leisurely pillage, rape, and plunder.


The Mexes? They got a sweet deal, considering. Those that were still alive by the time we had secured Baja down to La Paz could choose between deportation to what was left of Mexico or become black card citizens of the state of California, Americans like thee and me, brothers and sisters. Any one of them who had survived had Gotten It in every available orifice about a hundred and fifty times by us zombies by then anyway.


Wanna moralize about it? Okay, then moralize this one, meatfucker:


The damn Plague started in Africa, didn’t it? That’s the Third World, ain’t it? Africa, Latin America, Asia, except for China, Japan, and Iran, they’re over 50% Got It, ain’t they? And the It they Got keeps mutating like crazy in all that filth. And they keep trying to get through with infiltrators to give us the latest strain, don’t they?


The Chinese and the Iranians, they kill their black carders, don’t they? The Japs, they deport them to Korea. And the Russians, they nuked themselves a cordon sanitaire all the way from the Caspian to the Chinese border.


Was I old Walter T., I’d say nuke the whole cesspit of infection out of existence. Use nerve gas. Fry the Third World clean from orbit. Whatever. They gave us the damn Plague, didn’t they? Way we see it in the Army of the Living Dead, anything we do after that is only a little piece of what the gorks got coming!


Believe me, this poor boy wasn’t shedding any tears for what we had done to the Mexes when the marks starting coming out just before the sack of Ensenada. Less still when they couldn’t come up with a combo of pallys that worked any more, and they shrugged and finally told me it looked like I had reached Conditional Terminal in the ruins of La Paz. Like I said, when I first Got It, they gave me six years, ten in the Army of the Living Dead.


Now they gave me six months.


I shot up with about 100mg of liquid crystal, chugalugged a quart of tequila, and butt-fucked every gork I could find. Think I blew about ten of them away afterward, but by then, brothers and sisters, who the hell was counting?


 


WALTER T. BIGELOW


 


Oh yes, I know what they say about me behind my back, even on a Cabinet level. Old Water T, he was a virgin when he married Elaine, and he’s never even had meat with his own pure Christian wife. Old Walter T, he’s never even stuck it in a sex machine. Old Walter T, he’s never even missed the pleasures of the flesh. Old Walter T, he’d still be the same sexless eunuch even if there had never been a Plague. Old Walter T, he’s got Holy Water for blood.


How little they know of my torments.


How little they know of what it was like for me in high school. In the locker room. With all those naked male bodies. All the little tricks I had to learn to hide my erections. Knowing what I was. Knowing it was a sin. Unable to look my own father squarely in the eye.


Walter Bigelow found Christ at the age of 17 and was Born Again, that’s what the official biography says. Alas, it was only partly true. Oh yes, I dedicated my life to Jesus when I was seventeen. But it was a cold logical decision. It seemed the only means of controlling my unwholesome urges, the only way I could avoid damnation.


I hated God then. I hated Him for making me what I was and condemning me to hellfire should I succumb to the temptations of my own God-given nature. I believed in God, but I hated him. I believed in Jesus, but how could I believe that Jesus believed in me?


I was not granted Grace until I was 20.


My college roommate Gus was a torment. He flaunted his naked body in what seemed like total innocence. He masturbated under the bedclothes at night while I longed to be there with him.


One morning he walked into the bathroom while I was toweling myself down after a shower. He was nude, with an enormous erection. I could not keep my flesh from responding in kind. He confessed his lust for me. I let him touch me. I found myself reaching for his manhood.


He offered to do anything. My powers of resistance were at a low point. We indulged in mutual masturbation. I would go no further.


For months, we engaged in this onanistic act, Gus offering me every fleshly delight I had ever fantasized, I calling on Christ to save me.


Finally, a moment came when I could resist no longer. Gus knelt on the floor before me, running his hands over my body, cupping my buttocks. I was lost. His mouth reached out for me—


And at that moment God at last granted me his Grace.


As his head lowered, I saw the Devil’s mark upon the back of his neck, small as yet, but unmistakable, Karposi’s sarcoma.


Gus had the Plague.


He was about to give it to me.


I leapt backwards. Gus was an instrument of the Devil sent to damn my flesh to the Plague and my soul to everlasting torment.


And at last I understood. I saw that it was the Devil, not God, who had tormented me with these unwholesome urges. And God had let me suffer them as a test and a preparation. A test of my worthiness and a preparation for this moment of revelation of His Divine Mercy. For had He not chosen to show me the Sign that saved me from my own sinful nature at this eleventh hour?


That was when I was granted true Grace.


I sank to my knees and gave thanks to God. That was when I was Born Again. That was when I became a true Christian. That too was when I was shown my true calling, when the vision opened up before me.


God had allowed the Devil to inflict the Plague on man to test us, even as I had been tested, for to succumb to the temptations of the flesh was to succumb to the Plague and be dragged, rotting and screaming, to Hell.


This was the fate that Jesus had saved me from, for only the Sign He had shown me had preserved me from death and eternal damnation. My life, therefore, was truly His, and what I must use it for was to protect mankind from this Plague and its carriers, to save those I could as Jesus had saved me.


And He spoke to me in my heart. “Become a leader of men,” Jesus told me. “Save them from themselves. Do My work in the world.”


I promised Him that I would. I would do it in the only way I could conceive of, through politics.


I became a pre-law major. I entered law school. I graduated with honors. I found, courted, and married a pure Christian virgin, and soon thereafter impregnated Elaine with Billy, ran for the Virginia State Assembly, and was elected.


The rest of my life is, as they say, history.


 


LINDA LEWIN


 


I was just another horny spoiled little brat until I Got It, just like all my horny spoiled little friends in Berkeley. Upper middle class family with an upper middle class house in the hills. My own car for my 16th birthday, along with the latest model sex interface.


Oh yes, they did! My Mom and Dad were no Unholy Rollers, they were educated intellectual liberal Democrats, they read all the literature, they had been children of the Sexy Seventies, they were realists, they knew the score.
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