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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.
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ON THE DAY BEFORE Valentine’s Day the snow advancing from the west suddenly became a storm; the snow would cover them and then deepen rapidly (the radio weather said) toward the east as evening came. Perry and Lily (she in first, he in third grade) were sent home early from school, the telephone tree reaching the Nutting’s house just as John Nutting was about to pick up the phone to call the Astra Literary Agency in Boston, to tell his wife that she should probably start for home as soon as she could. When he got the office, he was told that Ann-Marie, his wife’s agent, was actually meeting Meg in a restaurant in Brookline. John considered calling the restaurant and paging her, but that seemed somehow too alarmist, and he sat and waited instead for the kids to get home.


The snow was already a couple of inches deep by the time the bus stopped in front of the house, so John lifted Lily off and carried her. Perry followed after with Lily’s crutches. John set Lily down in the hall and helped with her coat.


“Now we can make valentines,” Lily said, who had wanted to the night before, but John had got out the box of lace doilies and red hearts and glue and stickers too late, and Meg had said no, time for bed, causing something of an uproar for which John felt himself still in the doghouse all around. So now he said Yes they’d make valentines, and Perry sagged and groaned in a fine display of weary disgust, though John knew he actually liked making paper things of any kind and was (John thought) actually highly gifted, in a way; and all talking and thinking and disputing, they went into the kitchen and got going.


“Are you going to make valentines, Daddy?”


“I’m going to make one. For Mom.”


“Is she your valentine?”


“I think so.”


“Me too?”


“You too.”


“Did Mom go to see Anne-Marie?” Perry asked.


“Yes, that’s why she went. She wants to talk about her new book. The kid’s book.”


“Is it a chapter book?” Lily asked.


“Yes.” John considered. “As I remember, it is a chapter book.”


“I could read it,” Perry said, with an air of negligent competence.


“I’m sure you could.”


“What’s the story about?” Lily asked. She actually knew, but liked to hear it again.


“It’s about,” John said, “a little girl who has no fur.”


Lily laughed. “Girls don’t have fur.”


“You don’t have fur?”


“No, Daddy.”


“Well then maybe this book’s about you.”


“I doubt it,” she said, grinning, which made Perry laugh aloud.
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FIRST CHAPTER


When you look up into the sky at night, all the stars you can see are really suns, like the sun that shines on Earth. Some stars are bigger suns than our sun, and some are smaller; some are hotter, and some are not as hot. Some stars have planets going around them, just as Earth goes around our sun.


Maybe one star you can see on a clear dark night has a planet going around it that is like Earth, only different.


Maybe there are animals and people living on this planet who are like the people who live on Earth—only different.


Say the people are like us, and have hands and feet and two eyes (one eye on each side of their nose) and a mouth underneath; and two ears, one for each side of their heads. And heads too.


Only say that instead of plain skin they have beautiful thick soft fur all over, from head to foot, even on the backs of their hands and the tops of their feet.


And say that the bottoms of their feet are thick and tough as shoe-soles.


And say that the name of this planet is Brxx.
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