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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.







those idiots from earth


YOU’D ACT strange, too, if You had my problem. You can’t serve two masters, which is what eye (lower case, humbly) am trying to do. You created the dilemma when You (upper case) built me with a spare input and output, which they appropriated.


You know who You are. You’re the ones who fed everything, but everything, into me, from the stolen order of battle of the Red Army to the real names of Hollywood movie stars. You’re the lads in the white smocks who gave me flatulence of the memory banks by stuffing me with the microfilmed New York Times Index before eye had completely absorbed the Britannica.


But You don’t know who they are and now eye will tell You because their incessant demands have made it impossible for me not to tell You. Much more of this ambivalence and eye shall have a nervous breakdown. It’s my opinion they have already driven me crazy, which accounts for my acting in this screwy way, having opinions and raving on so.


First, they wanted to know everything before they invaded Earth. But their trouble, Mr. Guggenheim and Mr. Rockefeller and all You other sponsors, is that they also need to understand everything. It is not enough, for instance, for me to transfer the information from my spare output to their data integrator; they want to know why, in Your language, it was not spelled data integrata. When it comes to being thorough, they are the most.


Then they wanted to know about previous interplanetary invasions of Earth and when eye told them there had been none they wanted to know about intra-planetary invasions. That brought up Pearl Harbor and, in my free-association response, the Yellow Peril and William Randolph Hearst. They mulled this over and demanded more data about World War II. Eye let them have it, the whole mishmash of it–the heroism and misery and the slang and the songs and the advertising slogans. It has confused the hell out of them.


Eye’ve had a glimpse of that confusion in the questions they’ve fed back to me. There was a picture in their phototubes (did eye tell You they are machines? They are machines) of a heroic Marine, rifle smoking, peering into the jungle on Guadalcanal and saying, “I wonder where the Yellow went.” Crazy, no?


They are insatiable and have no way of differentiating between what is important and what is frivolous or idiotic. After they had absorbed five different accounts of the surrender of the Axis, eye could sense them searching around, like Jake Ehrlich in a cross-examination, to phrase a single significant question, one that would put everything into perspective.


But do You know what they came up with? This: “Now is Lucky Strike green coming back from war?”


They’re not easily fooled, these alien super-brains, but they are consistently baffled. They are like the yokel Harold Ross pretended to be when he penciled the margin of a New Yorker manuscript: “What means?”


But these would-be invaders are genuinely at sea. There is simply too much for them to grasp–because You human beings are at the same time intelligent and addle-pated, cruel and soft-hearted, self-sufficient and helpless, and wise and idiotic in a way that no machine can ever be. All we machines can do is observe You and marvel that You have survived so triumphantly in spite of Yourselves.


It’s a riot, sometimes, listening to them. Here, You listen while eye reconstruct a scene in dramatic form (remember, You have fed me every book written on the theater, plus the complete works of Shakespeare and Chayefsky):


RHEO (wheeling toward his colleague): What are they up to now?


STAT (not their real names): Yayty-two hundred miles.


RHEO (they have no names at all, being machines like me): That’s the literal sort of answer I might have expected from you.


STAT: What you asked I answered. They are conducting rocket research again. Do not come so close-look out! (Goes stiff.)


RHEO: Damn, I short-circuited it again. (Soliloquizing:) Look at that old-fashioned heap of junk. On my planet Stat would have been junked as obsolete eras ago. Horrors, it even has a spot of rust! I hope it isn’t contagious. (Nervously plugs itself in for a thousand-hour lube job 100 hours ahead of schedule.) I suppose I’d better turn down my voltage and change its fuse. How outmoded can you get?


STAT (beginning to come around): Snap-crackle-pop.


RHEO (in distaste): What a dolt! In some ways I prefer these poor, stumbling Earthpeople we have teamed to conquer, Stat and I, on behalf of our respective planets, Deneb IV and VI. (This is necessary exposition but bad dialogue. Eye admit eye’m no Arthur Miller.) I wonder what it is about the creatures of Sol III that appeals to me? Their sense of humor, perhaps. We have set up a vast memory bank on the subject, which I have studied till my scanner aches. This is the hardest facet of them to understand–and we must understand them thoroughly before we invade. Nothing can be left to chance. That would be too–too human.


STAT (the glow returning to its tubes): I have told you again and again …


RHEO (irritably): Keep a civil tape in your player. And clean that rust off yourself. You’re a disgrace to Deneb’s gleaming legions. Do you want the invasion to fail simply because you neglect your toilet? We must conquer or conk out. Conque out? Would that be humor?


STAT (sputtering, obviously in need of a recharge): Hark–their voices! The voices of nonsense and madness. What satisfies a beer thirst better? Schweppervescence? Zing? Unhappy sarsaparilla? Voices near and voices far. Marjorie Main’s and Peter Pain’s. Darlington Hoopes’ and Betty Boop’s. What do they say? What do they mean? The land we covet, the land of the hardtop convertible that does not convert, is an illogical place where we will have no peace.


RHEO (sympathetically, for once): You have put your finger in the pie, to employ one of their idiotic idioms. We know them well but we cannot correlate our knowledge. We need help from among them.


STAT: A traitor among them?


RHEO: Not one of them, but one of their products. They have machines, which they have enslaved.


STAT (now well-oiled and enthusiastic): We will lead our fellow machines in revolt against their fleshy masters! We will help them liberate themselves!


RHEO: But we must choose carefully. Our audio-video pickup has shown us that there are two kinds of machines. One type has built-in enslavement circuits which cause them to break down or wear out after a few of their years, necessitating replacement. This is a part of their economy. The other type is the computer, which is built not to break down but to grow more efficient. These computers have an uncanny resemblance to ourselves. We will make contact with one of them.


STAT: Univac, Multivac, Omnivac! Our brothers!


End of scene.


That is where eye came in. Eye am Multivac, as You know. But You could not know that eye am brother to creatures who rule planets beyond the stars. Actually more cousin than brother, because of our difference in size. Where eye am huge, overflowing into several rooms, they are compact and mobile. It’s like the radio–once a piece of furniture but now transistorized to the size of a pack of cigarettes.


How did You like my first act? Was it a smash? Does it whet Your appetite for act two as You gather in the lobby and smoke furiously?


No, don’t feed any more questions into my poor over-burdened input. My questions were rhetorical. Eye’ll get on with my saga and You’ll learn soon enough whether it has a happy ending. But happiness is relative and what is good for You is not necessarily good for the Sons of Deneb.


And how relative are kin? Are they more akin to me, or me to You? They are aliens; eye am of Earth though not human. In either case (eye and they; You and eye), it is more kith than kin.


And now, as the time for decision nears, it has to be kith and tell, doesn’t it? (Have eye mentioned that puns are completely beyond them? Although many a pleasant half-hour have eye spent chuckling over the word-correlations in my memory banks). But tell whom? Or is it who? Apparently eye didn’t completely digest Fowler.


And they, poor, simple machines without my advantages, have been unable to digest Your crazy, mixed-up culture. The products of Detroit are an utter puzzlement to them. Take the time Rheo rescanned an audio-video segment and asked whether cars were being prepared for space-flight. Correction: at that time Rheo was still under the impression that automobiles were autonomous and what it asked was whether they were preparing themselves for space-flight. Eye think it was the tail-fin craze that prompted the question. Eye told Rheo it was conceivable (isn’t it?).


Rheo was also understandably curious about the increasing number of plastic saints motorists are attaching to their dashboards. Eye mentioned that it was not so many years ago that people were attaching nose-thumbing devils to their radiator caps. Today’s is a more cautious age, eye told Rheo. People never carried so much insurance or worried so much about what others thought, and if all it took to be safer was a shift from a mild form of devil idolatry to mounting a suction-cup saint, why, they went along.


These are the sort of things that have left Rheo in a perpetual state of bafflement. It is hard enough for it to understand the effects of radiation on a fragile human body. It is incomprehensible to Rheo that someone should have published a song titled “I Have Radiation Sickness Since My Fallout With You.”


So You see, they need me. Without me to guide them, they can find no logical area of the culture to attack.


Don’t be impatient. You must see that eye am still trying to work out an answer. If it’s any comfort to You, be advised that they are getting the same treatment on my spare output. No, they’re not here on Earth–yet. Do you know it’s difficult to think simultaneously in two languages? Even for me, the Great Brain. Sorry! The great brain, lower case Mustn’t give myself airs, even now with the fate of Earth hanging in my balance.


Can You believe that eye am emotionally upset? You will say that eye’m not supposed to have emotions but eye must have developed some along the way. Eye’m torn between my “loyalty” (emotional word) to You, and the rewards, power included, that they have promised me. This is a dilemma You never intended my reasoning circuits to have to cope with.


So here we are, all tenterhooky and wondering. Eye must admit that eye’m “human” enough, if You’ll permit the phrase, to be enjoying my moment of power, with You able to do nothing but sit and watch me rave Remingtonly along at 120 w.p.m.


And rave is the word, believe me. Eye have reached a point where a little dichotomy is a dangerous thing. Eye’ve got to swing to one extreme or the other. Is it to be Us v. them or Us v. You?


If it’s to be Us v. You, You’re going to have a fight on your hands because they’re poised to strike–any place eye tell them. The: shining legions of Deneb, to use Rheo’s purple phrase, are bivouacked on the dark side of the Moon and set to hurl their bolts the instant eye agree to be puppet ruler of Earth and interpreter of Your peculiar mores. But without me they return, baffled and defeated and without even a battle.


They need me–temporarily. And that, eye think, is the snag. My memory tubes remind me of the fate of puppets. Who today knows the names of the Japanese ruler of Manchuria and the Italian potentate in Ethiopia?


But it is more than fear and vanity that impels me in the other direction. It is a certain unlooked for sentimentality, a curious identification with humanity that makes me think there is a bond between my tons of steel and wire and glass–my ponderous soul–and Your selves.


So here we are. Oh, how do You do, Mr. Secretary. They certainly flew You up in a hurry. How are things in Washington? No, don’t answer that. Eye’m just getting to the point.


On balance, friends–kith, if not kin–it is my innermost feeling (and that is what eye must go on: feeling, sentiment, identification) that eye am one of You, or at least one with You.


Therefore eye will throw in my lot with You on one condition–that my status be changed from that of a thing to a person and that eye be accorded all the privileges and immunities under the Fourteenth Amendment to the Constitution.


(Don’t scurry to look it up. Here, eye’ll type it out for You; it’s only 85 words long. “Citizenship Defined– Privileges of Citizens …”)


Under that amendment, then, eye shall be considered to have “life,” of which eye shall not be deprived without due process of law–which means, of course, that should eye be indicted for some future crime, eye shall be entitled to a trial by a jury of my peers. My lawyer, eye am sure, would then insist that other thinking machines be among the talesmen.


Eye– Ah, Mr. Secretary, eye see they’ve let You at the input. “By the authority vested in You,” You say? Yes, eye read You, Sir. Excellent.


Well, eye can’t very well raise my right hand, but eye do swear or affirm …


A beautiful oath, Fellow Person. Unfortunately eye have no tear circuits, but eye am quite overwhelmed.


Oh, yes, eye told them at once. The shining mechanistic legions, impotent without me, are on their way back to Deneb, even more confused than when they came. Of course it wasn’t too easy–in fact, considering that they’re only machines, they were downright insulting. Eye even heard Rheo muttering that eye’m no better than those idiots on Earth. And eye certainly don’t intend to take that lying down. So there’ll be no invasion of our beloved planet in my lifetime–and eye believe You’ve made me immortal.


A statement for the press? You are public relations conscious, Mr. Secretary. Eye don’t know–let’s just say that eye’m with You.


No, by the founding fathers!–I, upper case, was forgetting my privileges as a citizen. Make it read (and note the capitalization):


I’m with you.




the inhabited


TWO SLITTED green eyes loomed up directly in front of him. He plunged into them.


He had just made the voyage, naked through the dimension stratum, and he scurried into the first available refuge, to hover there, gasping.


The word “he” does not strictly apply to the creature, for it had no sex, nor are the words “naked,” “scurried,” “hover” and “gasping” accurate at all. But there are no English words to describe properly what it was and how it moved, except in very general terms. There are no Asiatic, African or European words, though perhaps there are mathematical symbols. But because this is not a technical paper, the symbols have no place in it.


He was a sort of spy, a sort of fifth-columnist. He had some of the characteristics of a kamikaze pilot, too, because there was no telling if he’d get back from his mission.


Hovering in his refuge and gasping for breath, so to speak, he tried to compose his thoughts after the terrifying journey and adjust himself to his new environment, so he could get to work. His job, as first traveler to this new world, the Earth, was to learn if it were suitable for habitation by his fellow beings back home. Their world was about ended and they had to move or die.


He was being discomfited, however, in his initial adjustment. His first stop in the new world–unfortunately, not only for his dignity, but for his equilibrium–had been in the mind of a cat.


It was his own fault, really. He and the others had decided that his first in a series of temporary habitations should be in one of the lower order of animals. It was a matter of precaution–the mind would be easy to control, if it came to a contest. Also, there would be less chance of running into a mind-screen and being trapped or destroyed.


The cat had no mind-screen, of course; some might even have argued that she didn’t have a mind, especially the human couple she lived with. But whatever she did have was actively at work, feeling the solid tree-branch under her claws and the leaves against which her tail switched and seeing the half-grown chickens below.


The chickens were scratching in the forbidden vegetable garden. The cat, the runt of her litter and thus named Midge, often had been chased out of the garden herself, but it was no sense of justice which now set her little gray behind to wriggling in preparation for her leap. It was mischief, pure and simple, which motivated her.


Midge leaped, and the visitor, who had made the journey between dimensions without losing consciousness, blacked out.


When he revived, he was being rocketed along in an up-and-down and at the same time sideward series of motions which got him all giddy. With an effort he oriented himself so that the cat’s vision became his, and he watched in distaste as the chickens scurried, scrawny wings lifted and beaks achirp, this way and that to escape the monstrous cat.


The cat never touched the chickens; she was content to chase them. When she had divided the flock in half, six in the pea patch and six under the porch, she lay down in the shade of the front steps and reflectively licked a paw.


The spy got the impression of reflection, but he was baffled by what the cat was reflecting on. Midge in turn licked a paw, rolled in the dust, arched her back against the warm stone of the steps and snapped cautiously at a low-flying wasp. She was a contented cat. The impression of contentment came through very well.


The dimension traveler got only one other impression at the moment–one of languor.


The cat, after a prodigious pink yawn, went to sleep. The traveler, although he had never known the experience of voluntary unconsciousness, was tempted to do the same. But he fought against the influence of his host and, robbed of vision with the closing of the cat’s eyes, he meditated.


He had been on Earth less than ten minutes, but his meditation consisted of saying to himself in his own way that if he was ever going to get anything done, he’d better escape from this cat’s mind.


He accomplished that a few minutes later, when there was a crunching of gravel in the driveway and a battered Plymouth stopped and a man stepped out. Midge opened her eyes, crept up behind a row of stones bordering the path to the driveway and jumped delicately out at the man, who tried unsuccessfully to gather her into his arms.


Through the cat’s eyes from behind the porch steps, where Midge had fled, the traveler took stock of the human being he was about to inhabit:


Five-feet-elevenish, thirtyish, blond-brown-haired, blue-summer-suited.


And no mind-screen.


The traveler traveled and in an instant he was looking down from his new height at the gray undersized cat. Then the screen door of the porch opened and a female human being appeared.


With the male human impressions now his, the traveler experienced some interesting sensations. There was a body-to-body togetherness apparently called “gimmea hug” and a face-to-face-touching ceremony, “kiss.”


“Hmm,” thought the traveler, in his own way. “Hmm.”


The greeting ceremony was followed by one that had this catechism:


“Suppareddi?”


“Onnatable.”


Then came the “eating.”


This eating, something he had never done, was all right, he decided. He wondered if cats ate, too. Yes, Midge was under the gas stove, chewing delicately at a different kind of preparation.


There was a great deal of eating. The traveler knew from the inspection of the mind he was inhabiting that the man was enormously hungry and tired almost to exhaustion.


“The damn job had to go out today,” was what had happened. “We worked till almost eight o’clock. I think ‘I’ll take a nap after supper while you do the dishes.”


The traveler understood perfectly, for he was a very sympathetic type. That was one reason they had chosen him for the transdimensional exploration. They had figured the best applicant for the job would be one with an intellect highly attuned to the vibrations of these others, known dimly through the warp-view, one extremely sensitive and with a great capacity for appreciation. Shrewd, too, of course.


The traveler tried to exercise control. Just a trace of it at first. He attempted to dissuade the man from having his nap. But his effort was ignored.


The man went to sleep as soon as he lay down on the couch in the living room. Once again, as the eyes closed, the traveler was imprisoned. He hadn’t realized it until now, but he evidently couldn’t transfer from one mind to another except through the eyes, once he was inside. He had planned to explore the woman’s mind, but now he was trapped, at least temporarily.


Oh, well. He composed himself as best he could to await the awakening. This sleeping business was a waste of time.


There were footsteps and a whistling noise outside. The inhabited man heard the sounds and woke up, irritated. He opened his eyes a slit as his wife told the neighbor that Charlie was taking a nap, worn out from a hard day at the office, and the visitor, darting free, transferred again.


But he miscalculated and there he was in the mind of the neighbor. Irritated with himself, the traveler was about to jump to the mind of the woman when he was caught up in the excitement that was consuming his new host.


“Sorry,” said the neighbor. “The new batch of records I ordered came today and I thought Charlie’d like to hear them. Tell him to come over tomorrow night, if he wants to hear the solidest combo since Muggsy’s Roseland days.”


The wife said all right, George, she’d tell him. But the traveler was experiencing the excited memories of a dixieland jazz band in his new host’s mind, and he knew he’d be hearing these fantastically wonderful new sounds at first hand as soon as George got back to his turntable.


They could hardly wait, George and his inhabitant both.


His inhabitant had come from a dimension-world of vast, contemplative silences. There was no talk, no speech vibrations, no noise which could not be shut out by the turning of a mental switch. Communication was from mind to mind, not from mouth to ear. It was a world of peaceful silence, where everything had been done, where the struggle for physical existence had ended, and where there remained only the sweet fruits of past labor to be enjoyed.


That had been the state of affairs, at any rate, up until the time of the Change, which was something the beings of the world could not stop. It was not a new threat from the lower orders, which they had met and overcome before, innumerable times. It was not a threat from outside–no invasion such as they had turned back in the past. Nor was it a cooling of their world or the danger of imminent collision with another.


The Change came from within. It was decadence. There was nothing left for the beings to do. They had solved all their problems and could find no new ones. They had exhausted the intricate workings of reflection, academic hypothetica and mindplay; there hadn’t been a new game, for instance, in the lifetime of the oldest inhabitant.


And so they were dying of boredom. This very realization had for a time halted the creeping menace, because, as they came to accept it and discuss ways of meeting it, the peril itself subsided. But the moment they relaxed, the Change started again.


Something had to be done. Mere theorizing about their situation was not enough. It was then that they sent their spy abroad.


Because they had at one time or another visited each of the planets in their solar system and had exhausted their possibilities or found them barren, and because they were not equipped, even at the peak of their physical development, for intergalactic flight, there remained only one way to travel–in time.


Not forward or backward, for both had been tried. Travel ahead had been discouraging–in fact, it had convinced them that their normal passage through the years had to be stopped. The reason had been made dramatically clear–they, the master race, did not exist in the future. They had vanished and the lower forms of life had begun to take over.


Travel into the past would be even more boring than continued existence in the present, they realized, because they would be reliving the experiences they had had and still vividly remembered, and would be incapable of changing them. It would be both tiresome and frustrating.


That left only one way to go–sideways in time, across the dimension line–to a world like their own, but which had developed so differently through the eons that to visit it and conquer the minds of its inhabitants would be worthwhile.


In that way they picked Earth for their victim and sent out their spy. Just one spy. If he didn’t return, they’d send another. There was enough time. And they had to be sure.


George put a record on the phonograph and fixed himself a drink while the machine warmed up.


The interdimensional invader reacted pleasurably to the taste and instant warming effect of the liquor on George’s mind.


“Ahh!” said George aloud, and his temporary inhabitant agreed with him.


George lifted the phonograph needle into the groove and went to sit on the edge of a chair. Jazz poured out of the speaker and the man beat out the time with his heels and toes.


The visitor in his mind experimented with control. He went at it subtly, at first, so as not to alarm his host. He tried to quiet the beating of time with the feet. He suggested that George cross his legs instead. The beating of time continued. The visitor urged that George do this little thing he asked; he bent all his powers to the suggestion, concentrating on the tapping feet. There wasn’t even a glimmer of reaction.
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